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Expendable Assets: White Wedding 


by DragonstoneH 


Summary 


After many hardships and adventures, missions and battles, Izuku and Toga finally have the 
chance to get married, and everyone's invited. Even with danger all around them, and their 
special day coming face to face with disaster, it's a nice day for a white wedding! 


Invitation 


Eleven months. Eleven long months. As the prime witnesses of General Cordelia Archer’s crimes, 
Himiko Toga and Izuku Midoriya had been asked to go testify at Washington seven separate times 
during those months, in the longest trial they had ever seen. 


Seven goddamn times, that in Toga’s opinion, had been seven too much. They had gotten a video 
confession from the rogue General, admitting to the crimes of engineering false flag attacks, of 
giving information to an enemy nation during wartime, and having her agent acting as an advisor to 
the enemy leader, the now captured Ndege Mweusi, the warlord known as the Blackbird. 


Blackbird was on trial too, both sides of the Quirkless War facing judgement at the same time...In 
theory, it should have been fun, interesting, relaxing, even. But in practice, the war was not over, 
and Quirkless fanatics still roamed several countries, engaging in guerrilla warfare, villain groups 
had acquired new weapons from corrupt officials selling confiscated gear, and there was still a ton 
of violence to go around. 


While Izuku had mostly stayed in Japan, cementing his career as a pro hero with new operations, 
patrol routes, charity work and some expertly placed ad campaigns, Toga had been all over the 
world, sent in to take out villain leaders. The original deal had been one mission every couple of 
months, but with the urgency of the assignments and the fact that she was still a prisoner of the 
Agency, she’d had very little chance to complain. 


Not that it had been boring, no! Every mission she’d had the chance to test her skills and reduce her 
prison time little by little, and best of all, she’d had good chances to test her mind and her self 
control, to fight her bloodlust and the last vestiges of metal conditioning. She had worked out a sort 


of “code of honour’, with Izuku’s help, that mostly amounted to “only killing really bad fuckers”; 
drug kingpins, war criminals, those who hurt children in any way, serial killers and enemy 
assassins. 


Otherwise, she tried the hardest to capture her targets alive. Thus she had taken down twenty seven 
targets all around the globe, all from the Most Wanted lists, and several more that were targets of 
opportunity. 


It had been intense, it had been exhausting, and she felt very tired of doing it for almost an entire 
year, only taking short breaks lasting a week at most, returning to Japan to be with Izuku, and even 
then she felt she barely had time, from written reports she sometimes had to deliver, to full days in 
bed when exhaustion hit her after some particularly taxing missions, to working out and training. 


She’d never looked so good, not with how physically demanding stealth operations were, and how 
hard she trained when she was supposed to be resting. It made her feel good about herself, and her 
improving mental stability usually had her in better moods and let her be more constant about 
everything. 


And other people noticed. Izuku had never looked so smitten and in love with her, and their friends 
were now giving Toga more and more appreciation. 


Maybe it had to do with the fact that she had turned on the General the moment they had been 
ordered to hunt down Hitoshi Shinsou and Mina Ashido, and those two felt some kind of debt, or 
that Toga liked helping Mei Hatsume test some of her smaller inventions. Maybe it was that she 
spent more time sparring with Ochako, Momo, Tsuyu, Tooru and Mina, and that she showed 
different sides of her made it all improve. 


Whatever it was, she was now sure she had picked the right path. 


But the burnout had started to become apparent. The jetlag built up. The crappy food while 
stalking targets in barren wastelands, the weeks on end she ended up staying awake sometimes, the 
stress of so much depending on her actions. If she failed, it could endanger the pacification of the 
African war zones, and it could undo all the efforts that NGOs and charities were making, if the 
warlords had the chance to attack. 


Toga was happy, but she was exhausted, and she dreaded waking up early, and alone, at a hotel in 
Washington, in expectation for her next mission or another endless trial hearing. She had been 
summoned to the Agency office there by Agent Anna Dobinek, her handler and commander, and 
the closest thing she had to an older sister. 


Gruff, sarcastic, a little bit cruel, intelligent and ambitious, Anna had given Toga something very 
similar to a full pardon almost a year previous, with the catch being that she had to work for her 
freedom, and that she could only move around on US soil. The deal had changed the amount of 
missions, and in return the Japanese government gave her more leeway, but otherwise, it had been 
as originally established. 


As Toga brushed her teeth and showered, she wondered what the agent wanted this time. Perhaps 
we are finally taking down the last couple of Pestilentia’s assassins out there, running around 
masterless. “Ronin Killers”...good name for the nemeses of Agent Oni, isn’t it? Or perhaps it’s 
finally about that lead on the Elders that she found on bumfuck nowhere and told us about a month 
or two back? 


Before two high value targets had popped up in Cairo, Anna Dobinek had called upon Toga, Izuku 
and everyone else, during a party that they’d all organized to decompress and relax a little. There 


the agent had told them about some old town in the east coast of the US, forgotten by most and cut 
off from roads and footpaths, where there might just have been a tiny clue about the mysterious 
Elders, the threat that General Archer had used to excuse herself and her crimes, saying that she 
was simply seizing power to protect against something impossibly dangerous. 


Toga had a few ideas on what the Elders could be, but they were likely just stupid theories with no 
real weight to them; she imagined they were people with Quirks who had appeared before the first 
one, the Glowing Baby, had been discovered. They were probably immortal like All for One, 
subtle like Pestilentia, and stronger than them. And if the name was any indication, they probably 
had some kickass beards. 


As Toga stepped out of the shower, she dressed herself in the new Quirk Intelligence and 
Intervention Agency uniform, a simple black battle dress uniform with no insignia or name tag, the 
only thing distinguishing her was a unit patch sewn on her arm, depicting a golden masked diver, 
with tubes around his head and wearing some kind of gold helmet; the Holy Diver. 


It was used to let other Agency personnel know that she was working for Agent Anna, and it 
marked her as the agent’s main enforcer. In many ways she was proud of it, to know how she was 
getting so much work done, and that it was for a greater good, but in others, she disliked it. She’d 
been trained all her life to serve as someone else’s weapon, and in the end, even if she was okay 
now with who directed her, she was still someone’s weapon. 


Dressed and with her hair buns more neatly coiffed than usual, Toga walked out the hotel and took 
a cab for the headquarters. Eleven months earlier, the place had been hit by Mountain Brigade 
supersoldiers, dropping into the building’s glass ceiling and carving a bloody path that had killed a 
lot of the previous leadership, and ended up bumping Toga’s direct bosses up the pecking order. 


But now all the damage was undone. Glass had been replaced, the metal and concrete of the 
brutalist facade had been patched up, and the gardens and fountains had all the bullet holes painted 
over. The monument at the entrance, an onyx wall inscribed with the names of Agency personnel 
fallen, both in the line of duty and those murdered by the Mountain Brigade in the HQ. Toga gave 
it a glance, wondering if her name would ever be written there, and continued, past the main 
fountain and into the building. 


Inside she saw more people in uniforms or black suits. The uniforms were entirely optional, but 
after such a crappy year, they helped raise morale. People liked having something to cling to and 
identify, to belong, and a uniform did marvels for that. The agents around the HQ liked seeing 
more people in uniform and felt less alone with the visual representation of team spirit; Toga wore 
hers cause it made her butt look great, and it made it more fun to order Izuku around while at home 
or in bed. 


She walked up past the reception and to the lifts, getting to the top floor. On the end of the hallway 
was the bossman’s office, Director Holden Johns, still called Texas Red by friends and rivals alike. 
The fact that his pet project, Toga and Izuku, had been the ones uncovering General Archer’s 
highest treason had given Texas Red some amazing political clout, and Toga wasn’t sure exactly 
where the new influence would get them all. 


Maybe I'll get a presidential pardon or something. At least the changes give the Agency more 
budget to keep their end of the bargain with me, letting us do more. After it was revealed that the 
previous president had been General Archer’s unwitting pawn, as he was her brother; the man had 
at least had the decency to resign, and the new guy was very much the Agency’s guy, and from 
what Toga had seen, was doing a decent enough job. 


At least I haven’t seen any riots or anything and the guy responds quick against hurricanes and 


tornadoes and shit. Toga walked to one of the offices closer to the lifts, while eyeing Texas Red’s 
office in the back. I wonder if I can get actual career advancement here and not just remain a 
throwaway hitman...hitwoman? Assassin? “Extraction Operator”, maybe? 


She checked the time by clicking open her phone, a smile flashing across her lips as she saw her 
screen saver; a Selfie she’d taken on their last date, of Izuku kissing her on the cheek. J wanna see 
him soon! I have a lot of things to do when I get back, I got cooking class with Inko, I have 
storytime for Eri and Mahoro, sparring with Ochako and keeping my winning streak, I miss my 
bed, OUR bed! I wanna see my uncle and his dogs, and my brother...shit. When was the last time I 
talked with him? 


Her uncle Sekijiro had become her brother Koichi’s guardian after their parents had been 
murdered, and the boy had grown up feeling guilty of it all his life. Even now, Toga saw how it 
hobbled his life, but little by little she was trying to build a relationship with the brother she’d 
forgotten so long ago. It was difficult, and the rarely managed to get the time to spend together, but 
it was always nice when they did meet. 


When the clock on her phone signaled 7:00 a.m. Toga knocked on the door marked with 
“Dobinek”’. 


“Walk right in, Toga.” called a voice that Toga knew very well, and that she’d come to like and 
respect. It was a voice she was always glad to have on her radio whenever she was on mission. She 
turned the silvery doorknob and pushed the door inwards, walking inside. 


The office was much less formal than one might expect a secret agent to have, especially for a 
commander; the walls were covered with framed pictures and even a large painting, depicting the 
charge of the winged Hussars in the Battle of Vienna, as well as a Polish flag, showing Anna was 
proud of her heritage. 


On her desk she had an action figure of current number two hero in the Nordic Confederation, the 
alliance that Norway, Sweden, Denmark and Finland had formed a few decades back. The action 
figure stood about twelve inches tall and depicted the bubbly and baddass Shieldmaiden Hero: 
Freya, who was Anna’s girlfriend. 


“New figure?” Toga asked, poking it to see if the wings on Freya’s helmet would bend. 


“Yeah, just in case Freya visits my office and she wants to play with herself.” Anna gave a little 
huff when her wordplay made Toga grin. 


“So, what did you call me for?” Toga said. She had not saluted Anna, as they were close enough to 
dispense with that protocol nonsense, even if the Agency had actually ever used salutes. Toga 
looked out the large window to the side of the office, with the Washington Monument and the 
surrounding park easily visible just a short distance away. 


“T have good news and bad news, Toga. Which ones first?” Anna said, her voice serious, but the 
hint of a smile just on the ends of her lips. 


“The good ones, of course! And if the bad ones are really bad, well...they better be ready to get a 
punch in the face or three.” Toga said, flexing her left hand and making her prosthetic fingers 
crack. Mei had improved them enormously, but no matter how much myoelectric feedback and 
haptic sensors and space age servos Mei installed, they were still not the fingers that had been 
chopped off her hand. She wore her engagement ring on one of those prosthetic fingers, and she 
saw Anna notice it. 


“First, let me say sorry. I have been sending you on missions far more than I ever wanted, far more 
than it is prudent. But your skills, and knowing when and where to apply them, has earned us 
many, many victories, and at very little cost. You’re a goddamn hero in my eyes, kid.” 


“Hero? Nah, Bitchface, ’m just your fixer. Though...thanks for saying nice stuff about me.” Toga 
did feel a bit warmed up by the sincere praise. 


“Thirty fuckers off the Most Wanted, and some we didn’t even know were there in the first place, 
and with this we have kept some wars from breaking out, Toga. All that mess with Africa now, 
with everyone screaming and yelling and bitching at each other; we kept that from turning into a 
bloodbath by taking out the wolves before they striked. You bought the US time. Hell, ’'d say you 
bought the world some time. And now the Africans got their shit together with some treaties. They 
can deal with the bulk of it now, some Pan-African ideas that I won’t bore you with. 


Anna grinned, a smile that was a bit too grim to be smug, but with well earned satisfaction, “The 
trial for Blackbird’s crimes against humanity is ending. And the General, that hateful bitch, her 
judgement is ready. No more statements and testifying for you and Midoriya. No more urgent 
operations to the middle of Africa to prevent wars. No more bullshit politicking for you and me.” 


“Fucking hell, those are good news! Honestly, Admiral Bitchface, I was really pissed off at having 
to go and talk endlessly about something I’d already explained ten times! Shit...what’s the bad 
news?” Toga said, expecting something ugly. Did the Elders attack? We’re not ready for whatever 
those fuckers are... 


“Oh wait, those were the bad news. I know how sad you’ll be without excuses to wear that uniform 
and to actually do your hair buns correctly a few fucking times, and I just know how much you’ll 
miss getting me calling you at 2 a.m. to wake you up for a mission I just sprang up on you!” Anna 
gave a clap and a laugh, “Ha! Nah, Toga, it was mostly good news today. The Agency is getting 
stronger, and we just absorbed the CIA yesterday. As of today, if we wanted to give all of Langley 
to you, we fucking could!” 


“Oh please don’t, I wouldn’t be able to afford the electricity bill.” Toga replied with a shrug. 


“What that means, practically, is that we are now the prime intelligence agency in North America. 
With the CIA infrastructure, we have a lot more stuff at our disposal to operate worldwide, and 
Texas Red thinks that I could use these new resources and expand. So I have been promoted to 
Station Chief for the Pacific area and you, Toga, I am bringing with me.” Anna looked almost too 
pleased with herself, and Toga half wanted to knock her down a peg. 


“So I don’t have to come all the way to Washington to see your ugly mug? Neat.” 


Anna let that comment slide and continued, “I have a few ideas to start with. Remember my plan of 
a team of international heroes, for certain crises and all that? I can start working on that more 
closely with you and Midoriya, and his friends. The Most Wanted list still has some high value 
targets, and the Pacific area houses a good few of them. But the transition, and the planning, and 
all of this, will take months, maybe even a year.” 


“Go on!” Toga said, hoping that agent Anna was taking the conversation in some way that further 
benefited her. 


“It'd take some time to get my team over there, and build a network. We would be working closer 
with the US embassy at Japan, might work some stuff for you. And there is also the fact that ’'m 
interested in continuing Red’s villain recruitment initiative, in some manner...Toga, Ill be needing 
your help in some stuff that doesn’t require sneaking around and kidnapping people.” Anna said, 


reaching out with her outstretched hand. 


Toga shook it, “Yeah, count on me. Especially on the recruitment idea, I can talk with a few 
friends. And for the rest, I can always carry a box or two, maybe that nice painting of the 
Hussars?” 


“Fuck no, your grubby little hands are not going close to that piece. I like you, Toga, but that right 
there, is an ancestor. Well, one of the Hussars. Maybe. Okay, I’m just teasing you, stop pouting, 
you fucking brat. Anyway, if I gave you five months completely free, and a cut on the bounties for 
all the fuckers you’ve caught or killed, what’d you do with it? I have some EuroDisney coupons 
from Freya, if you’re feeling cheap.” As if on cue, Anna took out some paper coupons from a desk 
drawer and wiggled them in front of Toga. 


“Five months, a sudden influx of cash-” 
“ Tax free cash, too.” 


“Oh really? Pretty fucking nice. So if we combine that, and Izuku’s share of Hatsume Industries 
profits, and Dad Might being a saint, plus my savings, factor in the time for planning and 
invitations and...” Toga quickly got lost, trying to see if the quantities matched with the plans she 
had talked with Izuku during nights they couldn’t sleep, and they’d spent dreaming awake, 
cuddling and imagining every detail of their future together. 


“Fuck, you really take that “be like the one you love” bullshit seriously, that muttering’s just like 
Midoriya...””» Anna commented, but Toga just held up her hand to silence her superior officer, 
while she figured out some decimals. 


“Can I get six months instead?” Toga asked, feeling excitement build up inside her. 


“Take seven, if you want. I’ve not kept my end of the deal with the workload I’ve given you, so 
today that I’m in a good mood, take advantage of it, kid.” Anna gave her a sincere smile, which 
seriously took Toga by surprise. ““What’s the big idea, then? Hybernate half that time, screw with 
Midoriya the rest?” 


“We're going to get married.” Toga said, showing Anna the ring on her finger, “And then we’re 
having our honeymoon.” 


“Shit.” Anna answered, taken aback, “Aren’t you like 21? Toga, you make me feel old and cranky. 
Do you seriously not want to live a little slower?” 


“Every time you drop me into enemy territory, I could die. I don’t have time to live slowly. I know 
what I want, I know a rough estimate of what it will cost me, and I think we have some favours to 
call with some people that could make it absolutely perfect!” Toga’s mind was already racing with 
invitation lists, adding and removing possible guests, considering a huge wedding and a tiny, 
private ceremony at the same time, with the darker parts of her mind imagining how the wedding 
might hurt Ochako, if she still had any feelings left for Izuku, that is, and the nobler parts of her 
mind imagining all her friends gathering to share in her happiness. 


“Favours, huh? I’m guessing some of those will be me asking? What do you want?” Anna said, but 
behind the lazy questions, Toga could see the agent’s mind already picking apart her plans and 
seeing if they could benefit the Agency in some way. 


“Yeah. I want to discuss some ideas with Izuku, for the guest list, mostly, but... want the League 
of Villains to attend.” Toga could not imagine her special day without her first friends. Even if it 


was impossible, she had to fight for the chance for them to attend, to try and convince Anna to 
make it happen. J want them all to see me walk down the aisle. Shigaraki, Dabi, Spinner...all of 
them. 


“T think I can think of something with that. The Japanese won’t like it, but theyll do it anyway. 
Either when I ask nicely, or when I ask my way. If you vouch for their good behaviour...yeah, I can 
do that. And I want to meet them, you have made me curious about them, kid.” Anna said, and 
Toga realized that maybe she had just bought one day of freedom for her friends at the cost of 
unknown consequences for all of them. 


“What do you mean?” 


“T will interview them. Talk with them. Network a little. Perhaps they can be just like you, perhaps 
they can’t. Not everyone’s a diamond in the rough. Anyway, I hope this makes you happy, cause I 
have just remembered some bad news; paperwork. A metric ton of it. And it has your name on it.” 
Agent Anna’s grin was positively evil. 


“You did this all on purpose, lowering my guard...Bitchface, I hate you sometimes. And you are 
invited to my wedding, of course! Bring Freya along, and buy me a nice gift.” 


“It'll be diapers, I know you’re kind of an idiot and Midoriya distracts you with his abs, so I better 
give you supplies for when you screw up.” 


“Oh that is just rude! But we are planning on having children one day, even got some names 
thought up.” Toga said, wanting to tell her boss all about her ideas. 


“T already gave you a big prize, don’t throw my good will away by boring me to death. Take the 
day off, Toga, you’re leaving for Japan tomorrow and you have a ton of shit to plan, and the best 
part is that I will only be dealing with little favours, you will be dealing with organizational 
bullshit! You can do it!” Her tone was full of mockery, but it still encouraged Toga. 


“Damn right, I can! ’'m gonna be a bride!” 


The villains had taken over an entire cargo train, full of computer parts and rare metals, and they 
were holding the conductor hostage in the cabin. “Guys, those computer parts are meant for the 
medical industry. Monitors for doctors and nurses, servers for hospitals...” Momo said, showing 
everyone in the Mei’s crew bay a hologram of the train and some red light silhouettes where the 
villains were expected. 


“The whole cargo’s worth billions of yen. Maybe trillions.” Mei chimed in, from the pilot’s seat. 
They had taken the Mei , their home built hypersonic plane, all the way to Osaka in order to catch 
the train before it reached a port and the villains stole the cargo on a ship. 


“My hacker’s tapped their phones, and they have talked again with their boat, I’m telling other 
heroes...now.” Mei switched to an open Hero Net channel and said, “This is Mei Hatsume, CEO of 
Hatsume Industries, here with Team First Response, we got any friends in Osaka? There’s a ship 
there, called the Vadam , our villains are taking the stolen train to it, help us arrest their friends?” 


“Hawks here, I’m a minute or two from there, consider that little boat captured. Y’ all deal with the 


train. Good hunting.” Izuku exchanged a glance with Shouto when he heard Hawks’ voice; neither 
had expected the winged hero to be around to help. 


“Okay, we’re nearly there...” Izuku said, looking around at his team and the hologram in front of 
them, which had switched to show the Mei ’s trajectory and then showed them overtaking the train. 
“Philosopher, the EMP mine?” Momo nodded, handing over a metal disc with a few buttons on the 
side to Ochako, “Uravity, go.” 


Ochako nodded, and her enclosed helmet’s visor darkened, hiding her face. She got to her feet and 
moved to the ramp on the back of the plane, which opened as Mei slowed down their flight just 
enough for it to be safe to jump, and then Ochako leapt, extending her arms to slow her descent, 
waiting until the last possible moment to use her Quirk on herself and land safely, even without a 
parachute. 


Izuku was sure that Mei would have a video of that uploaded in no time, and that within the week 
there would be a “Space Jumper Uravity” action figure for sale. “That EMP blast will disable the 
train’s magnetic levitation propulsion, forcing the backup generators to kick in, and the brakes 
shall be applied.” Momo explained, as the Mei moved away from Ochako’s drop point and started 
hovering above the train itself, further up the train tracks. 


“And when the brakes are used, we jump!” Izuku told the others, and they started making their 
way to the ramp, which hovered a dozen meters above the train, both vehicles still going way too 
fast. 


“Mine ready! I’m getting away, guys! Good luck!” Ochako said, her voice cheery and supportive. 
A second later, the train moved over it, triggering the small EMP blast and knocking out the 
engine. The brakes kicked in a second later, slowing the train down, but not yet stopping it. 


“Ha! Another successful application of Hatsume Industries design and Yaomomo body fat 
manufacturing! Get to it, people! Go, go, go!” Now jumping onto a slow moving train, 
Philosopher, Ingenium II, Froppy, Tsukuyomi, Frostburn and Deku landed on top of a cargo 
container and quickly made their way to the conductor’s cabin as the train skidded to a halt. 


“Tsukuyomi, let’s take off the cabin roof. Frostburn, make an ice wall around the hostage. 
Philosopher, make a flashbang grenade and throw it inside. Froppy, Ingenium, after the flashbang 
goes off, take them down. Everyone got their part? Good. Let 's do this!” Deku told his team, with 
every hero nodding with the orders. 


They’d worked as a team for about three years now, and they coordinated their skills and powers 
rather well. In contrast to most hero agencies, where a main hero would usually take the spotlight 
and do the main fighting, leaving the sidekicks to deal with cleanup, First Response was a team, 
and that meant they had equal share of the fame, and equal part of decisions, though they usually 
deferred to Izuku or Momo for strategy. 


By the time they reached the cabin the train had slowed down to a halt, and they could see the 
Osaka skyline starting to appear far in the distance. Dark Shadow appeared from within the folds 
of Tsukuyomi’s cloak, moving to the far side of the roof, while Deku grabbed the edge of the roof 
from the closest side. Digging in his fingers with One for All augmenting them, Izuku tore through 
the metal and waited for Dark Shadow to do the same for the other side. ““Three...two...one! Go!” 


The attack was quick, far too quick, showing the prowess of UA trained pro heroes. The roof was 
thrown violently to the side and five villains stared up at them for an instant, some illegal weapons 
in the hands of two of them, only to be blinded and kicked an instant later. 


When Izuku’s ears stopped ringing, and it was safe to open his eyes, he peered into the cabin and 
found that just the conductor still stood, screaming from within an icy cylinder that Shouto was 
currently melting down. The villains were down, and soon they were all taken prisoner. J should 
talk with them before their trials. See if they can still be saved, they didn’t kill anyone or anything. 
I can at least see they have lawyers... 


He had a soft spot for non-violent criminals, though these men had tried stealing a whole train, so 
they wouldn’t get the nicest treatment, but Izuku still wanted them to be given respect. 


“This is Deku from First Response, train stopped ten minutes out of Osaka port, all villains 
apprehended!” Izuku called out to the Hero Net, immediately getting word from Hawks that he had 
caught his villains as well. 


“You might be just as fast as me, First Response. Great work! Oh, by the way, Fuyumi says hello, 
Shouto!” Shouto didn’t answer back, just focused on defrosting the conductor and apologizing. “A 
cop chopper’s on the way to pick up those villains, so sit tight a few minutes, alright?” 


“Sure, let’s wait here-” Izuku started, before his phone started ringing, the triumphant notes of an 
All Might theme song filling his heart with joy. “Hey, Himiko! Just got done with an arrest, all very 
easy, how are you?” 


He was really glad to hear her voice, after a few very busy days in which they had both been so 
caught up in the hustle of their work and had only had the chance to text each other some sappy 
messages. “Izu-Izu! I have good news! They are giving me a bonus, and some vacation time. 
Actually, a lot of vacation time...We can do our plan! We can-” 


“We can get married!” Izuku said, almost jumping with joy, “That...that’s what you meant, yes?” 


“Yeah! I’m going back to Japan tomorrow and we can start everything!” Izuku felt the happiness in 
her voice wash over him like cool mist on a warm day. After almost an entire year of hard work 
with no end in sight, they had their reward. 


“Oh man, Himiko, we gotta tell everyone! Mom, dad, your uncle, your brother, all my friends, 
Tenko, Dabi...” Izuku knew that he was grinning like a madman, and everyone was staring at him, 
“Guys! We’re getting married! We’re GETTING MARRIED! And you’re all invited!” 


“Ah, that’s good, kero, I would have felt snubbed if I wasn't invited.” Tsuyu answered, her tone 
deadpan. 


“That’s not really appropriate a topic while we are handling villains over here!” Tenya protested, 
as he checked one of the villain’s for hidden weapons, “But I’m really glad, Izuku!” 


Getting back to his phone call, Izuku said, “Hey, Himiko, I really want to talk more, but I got to go, 
sorry! I love you!” 


“T love you too, Izu-Izu...I can’t wait to call you my husband!” 


Hakurin Hidan kept the car slow, tailing the minivan. He was alone, the rest of his crew spread out 
and keeping an eye on the heroes of Team First Response, their base and a few choice places. 
Hakurin’s most trusted man, Runt, was tailing Ground Zero. The cause of it all, damn him...No. 


Not the only cause. All Might, Deku, they all had a hand. They will all pay. 


The radio was off, and the passenger’s seat was full of convenience store food and trash. There 
would be a moment to strike, and when that time came, he would eat better, and he would sleep. 
He needed a chance, a moment, an opportunity to strike. 


And as he followed the minivan, a blue vehicle of recent, but not new, make, Hakurin was 
preparing himself for the possibility that it would be yet another fruitless investigation, just like the 
one at Might Tower, and six days staking out All Might’s house, finding them both empty of his 
target. 


This time the old hero was in the vehicle, and Deku was there too. Hakurin had seen them both 
climb aboard the vehicle at a restaurant; he and his crew still did not know Deku’s home address, 
or that of any family members, every digital search getting obstructed by complex firewalls and 
viruses that had already bricked two of their computers. 


All they had was old fashioned tailing, and when Deku had been spotted eating with All Might at a 
hamburger restaurant by one of Hakurin’s people, a street rat called Aoi, Hakurin had driven as fast 
as his crappy car allowed, managing to catch the two fake heroes boarding the van. 


As he drove behind them, he pondered who could be driving. If it was Ground Zero, or any of the 
others, Hakurin would throw caution to the wind and attack. I have to kill them. It is all their fault, 
All Might and Ground Zero, and Deku...I dislike you so much on a personal level, but I will just kill 
you to hurt All Might. Yes... 


The van took the freeway and main streets, so it was easy to follow discreetly to its destination. 
Hakurin imagined the two heroes inside, talking about what crowded neighborhoods to fight 
villains next, laughing at collateral damage as they yelled stupid catchphrases. 


Eventually, the van took them to Tokyo Haneda Airport, so Hakurin followed them to the parking 
lot. He parked close to the van and followed quietly. They had changed their clothes; Deku was 
dressed in a dark blue jacket and jeans, red shoes and a beanie hat, All Might had a smart green 
blazer and dark brown slacks. They looked almost unrecognizable when compared to their hero 
looks, but Hakurin knew them better than he had ever known his own sister, their faces were all 
etched into his mind like burning fire. 


Hakurin looked like a regular college student, if a somewhat shabby one, and he covered his pale, 
milky eyes with brown contact lenses, so not one bit of his appearance would merit a second 
glance. He picked a backpack from the car trunk, to make himself look like he would be getting on 
a plane, try and make everyone think he was just a young guy taking a weekend trip to Seoul. 


Nobody looked his way, and he followed the two heroes and their driver, a woman with green hair, 
now flecked with a gray strand or two. All Might was going gray himself, when examined closely. / 
could just let old age wreck him, torture him a different way... 


“Izuku, what is this big surprise? Can you tell us now?” The woman’s voice was kindly, nice, and 
she looked as if she had put on a big effort to lose weight. She looked happy, a good person. But by 
then Hakurin had recognized her as the woman All Might was dating, or maybe they were even 
married. So she would die, too. 


“You’re gonna have to wait till Himiko is with us and uhh...better not in the middle of the airport, 
mom! It’s big and it’s good and I’m really happy!” Deku replied. So his mother, huh? Okay, why 
didn’t I make the connection before? Green hair, All Might’s Quirk...And a name. Izuku...Where 
have I heard his name? It must’ve been while I was at the hospital, back when Kamino was 


destroyed... 


Hakurin remembered only the fight. Only the fear, only the pain, only the impotence of hearing his 
nurses talk endless debates about the UA Sports Festival instead of the victims of All Might and 
All for One. All for One got lucky to die, I would have boiled him alive, made his blood burn like 
acid... 


“We're excited already, my boy!” All Might chimed in. It was disgusting to hear him act like a 
father, when so many all over Japan were orphans because of him. It is all your fault... My mom, my 
dad, my sister, EVERYONE! 


Nobody seemed to recognize the heroes, nobody but Hakurin, and he followed them to the arrivals 
terminal. They stood, waiting, for almost half an hour, and Hakurin busied himself with a book, 
sitting down on a nearby couch. Then she arrived, that murderer, that villain, that tool of All for 
One and his League of Villains. 


Toga. 


Toga, Tomura Shigaraki, Dabi, all of them were guilty, just as much. Or more. Nobody will cry 
when you die, will they? Murderer, monster, villain... Hakurin saw Toga run to the arms of Deku, 
who spun her around in the air, laughing and smiling. All Might and his woman joined in, and there 
was a group hug. 


But just as Hakurin watched them, Toga looked his way. Suspicion was all over her face, and for 
an instant Hakurin felt small, vulnerable, in danger. There was death in her eyes, that was clear to 
see, but had she seen through him? Fuck this, staying here any longer will get me discovered. He 
started walking away. 


Enjoy it while it lasts, All Might. I'll take this family from you. Your smile will die. Hakurin left the 
family reunion and walked back to the parking lot. Security cameras would likely get the cops 
called in on him if he placed a tracker directly on the minivan, so Hakurin took out his phone 
instead, calling his crew, “I found a lead.” 


He took a pack of cigarettes and fumbled with one, acting for the security camera, clumsily 
dropping the entire pack underneath the minivan. Among the smokes was a tracker device with a 
powerful electromagnet, and as Hakurin grabbed the cigarettes again, it secured itself to the car’s 
underside. 


As the “clumsy smoker’ left for his car, he activated the tracker on an app on his phone, and it 
appeared as a beeping light on a map. “Follow the tracker to wherever it goes. Our day is nearly 
here!” Hakurin clicked off the phone call and grinned. Soon he wouldn’t be just Hakurin, but truly 
take the role of the Iconoclast, smashing down the icons that Japan worshipped, and all that went 
with them. 


Your end starts here, All Might. 


Budget and Venue 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


Toga slept all throughout her flight, a bonus of the Agency sending her in First Class. Most of the 
time she travelled on Agent Anna’s private jet, the replacement plane for the one that had been hit 
by the Mountain Brigade supersoldiers almost two years before, on orders of Pestilentia. 


The new plane was what happened when Mei made a design that could be mass produced, and the 
best engineers of the United States gave it a shot at improving said design. In the end, it was a 
tougher, slower VTOL plane than the original Mei , and it looked outwardly like any private jet in 
any airport, but the cabin inside could be pressurized and unpressurized at will, so Toga could 
parachute out of the plane from any altitude without wrecking the insides too much. 


First Class, though, was much more comfortable, and the food was tasty. From takeoff she had 
settled in with an audiobook, a self help book about motivation and outdoors survival. Not only 
was she learning something, the narration was soft enough that it lulled her to sleep as well. And 
the voice drowned out the intrusive thoughts that still plagued her mind in those moments between 
consciousness and sleep. 


Books, anime and live action series, music, social media...back when she had found that she was a 
sleeper agent and she had to kill twenty five people all around the world, instead of keeping her 
promise to Izuku, she had relied on consuming all the media she could get her hands on, all to push 
away that voice inside her head. 


Even now that she had better methods for keeping the bloodlust in her brain locked away, she had 
become an avid fan of all kinds of stuff, and it seemed that every time she returned from a mission 
she had some new obsession to tell Izuku about. Maybe she’d even have notebooks about all that 
she liked one day, too. 


There had been no turbulence during the flight and her sleep had been peaceful. An hour from 
landing, she’d left her seat to take a short walk and exercise her legs a little bit, using going to the 
bathroom as an excuse, and washing her teeth there to really sell the cover story. 


As she returned to her seat she marvelled at not being recognized even once; with the dozens of 
high profile arrests under her belt and an interview the year prior, she had expected at least one or 
two people to single her out as that one famous government hitman, but no one had spared a second 
glance. Perhaps the cap, shades and hoodie really do hide me really well, even on a crowded plan. 
Or maybe the civilians forgot me already, I'm happy with that! 


After touching down at Tokyo Haneda Airport she passed through customs as quickly as humanly 
possible...which was two full hours. By the time she had gone through, with her little suitcase full 
of spare clothes and a couple magnets for the Team First Response fridge, it was noon already, and 
she was positively starving! 


The moment her cell phone connected to the wireless internet and phone signal, Toga checked for 
any messages she might have received while going through the long customs line, and she found a 
few messages from Izuku, saying that he was already at the airport, ready to meet her at arrivals. 
With a warm heart and a blush on her grinning face, Toga hurried up to the gates, where she 
instantly spotted Izuku, but he wasn’t alone. 


With him were Inko and Toshinori, or as Toga called him, Dad Might, both happy at the reunion of 
their son and his girl. The three were dressed discreetly, and the people around them were none the 
wiser; nobody was rushing All Might to ask him for an autograph, no crowd of children surrounded 
Izuku asking for a piggyback ride and a hug, no parents congratulated Inko on having raised a hero. 


And that was just perfect . Toga had not looked forward to having to pry her boyfriend from a mob 
of kids and their moms, or to have to shout so Inko would hear out her suggestions for a place to 
have some lunch and start the dreaded wedding plans. 


It wasn’t just that the logistics were daunting; Toga wanted the day to be exactly as she had wished 
throughout the time she had been beside Izuku, and the year she had spent in exile it had certainly 
been in her mind a few times. More than having to make a dream wedding a reality, she had to pick 
out which fantasy was possible. 


“Hey!!! she called out, instantly catching Izuku’s eye and sprinting the last few meters that 
separated them. Izuku picked her up and spun her in the air, smiling and laughing with a sense of 
pure, unadulterated joy that Toga found herself sharing. 


They would be husband and wife, she realized, for the hundredth time since they had called each 
other and agreed. Sure, their lives were incredibly dangerous, and getting married meant little in 
the long run since they were fully devoted to each other and it was simply a ceremony, but damn 
did it feel good in Toga’s heart to acknowledge herself as Izuku’s future wife. 


“Tzu-Izu! I missed you!” Toga said, giggling, as Izuku spun her one last time and brought her back 
to the ground for a nice, comforting hug. 


“T missed you too, Himiko.” He hugged her even closer, and Toga rested her head against his chest. 
I missed this. All of this. Your heartbeat’s so relaxing... “Is it...is it true? That you don’t have to go 
back until...until after the wedding?” His voice was hopeful, but tinged with a note of sadness, and 
he had whispered “wedding”, keeping it a secret just like she would. J like my work but...yeah, I 
don’t like being split up so much. 


“Yeah,” Toga said, “Boss said to take as long as I needed and said she’d pay me all that extra cash 
from all the bounties I have taken. And if they want me back before we have our honeymoon they 
better bring a fucking army!” Of course, she had kept “honeymoon” quiet, so his parents would not 
hear. She laughed again, wrapping her arms around Izuku’s waist even tighter. He was real, not a 
dream, not anymore. And their wedding bands would make the reality even more apparent. 


“Himiko, that’s...that’s such a you thing to say.” Izuku said, moving back just enough to give her a 
kiss on the forehead. “So...I guess we have a lot of planning to do, right?” 


“We do! I already talked with Agent Anna for some...let’s call them favours that she owes me and 
I’m cashing in and I really wanna tell you all about it.” Toga interrupted herself as Inko moved 
closer and joined the hug. An instant later, Toshinori joined too. 


Given that Toshinori wasn’t a skeleton anymore, having put on a few healthy pounds thanks to 
Inko’s home cooking and the wonders of modern medicine, and that Inko might have been an 
Olympic champion if hugging had ever been an event, it was absolutely great. “We’re glad to have 
you back, child!” 


“T’m happy to be home! Did Izu-Izu already tell you the big news?” 


“Nope. He has been really secretive about it!” Inko answered, poking her son on the shoulder. “Are 
you telling us, Himiko?” 


“Not yet. Not here...” Toga had started sensing someone looking at them during the comfy, if 
unexpected, group hug, so she scanned the arrivals gate looking for the watcher. If you’re looking 
at us with some kind of second hand embarrassment, you can shove it up your ass, I love this 
family. I love MY family. And...there. There you are. 


She spotted the person whose gaze she had felt on them; a college freshman, it seemed, or perhaps 
even younger. Younger than Toga and Izuku, at least, by three or four years, maybe. He looked a 
bit shabby, wearing a dark jacket, jeans and a backpack. His face was not particularly interesting, 
but those brown eyes had been staring. So Toga stared back. J have you. What is your deal? You 
don’t have the smile of someone who just recognized their hero out and about in town, do you? Do 
you know me ? Have I arrested someone close to you, killed someone? 


The student crumbled under her gaze and started to retreat, making a beeline for the closest parking 
lot. Toga shook her head, trying to put it behind her and move on with her day. J hope he wasn’t a 
fan and I scared him off because of paranoia...Damn this life, I get spooked by all the smallest 
things. 


“Himiko? Sorry, I didn’t want to call out but uhh...you just stared into the distance when I was 
suggesting a place for lunch.” Inko asked, and Toga realized that she had tensed up, causing 
everyone else around her to move back slightly. !’m wound too tightly. Still switched on. Even with 
all the times I have returned, I never switch off instantly... 


“Sorry... thought I recognized someone. It wasn’t anyone I knew, though! Yeah, that place is 
perfect!” Toga said, smiling back at the Midoriyas, relaxing slightly more when she saw Inko start 
to take the lead. 


“It’s not far from here, five minutes by car at most. I know you must be starving! Look at you, so 
strong!” Inko said, pointing at Toga’s biceps. Of course, Toga felt rather smug about her mother in 
law praising her and she was indeed pretty hungry. But most of all, she wanted their input on the 
wedding plan, and to see their jaws drop with the announcement. 


“Thanks, Mamma Inko! Perks of the job, right? So where did you park?” By then they had started 
walking towards the car park, and Izuku had taken Toga’s hand, almost greedily. “No need to hold 
on so tight, Izu-Izu, I’m not going anywhere.” 


“T know. I just...’m really happy and I really wanted to hold your hand, is all.” Izuku replied, his 
shy smile growing a bit bolder as he brought their hands up to his face and kissed Toga’s palm. It 
was a simple gesture, extremely cheesy if anyone else had done it, but from Izuku it felt like a 
display of chivalry at odds with such a cold, dangerous world. She pretty much melted from all the 
nice feelings the kiss gave her, her heart fluttering happily inside her chest. And her face was 
probably very red, and very lewd. 


Inko exchanged a glance with Toshinori at the gesture, looking extremely proud of her son. She 
had raised him extremely well, that Toga could tell! “We are right there, by the pillar, the 
minivan.” 


Inko and Toshinori were not yet married themselves, but they lived together at Inko’s home; 
Toshinori had sold his apartment and given the money to noble causes, like orphanages and 
hospitals. It wasn’t the first move he had done to give back all that he had received from his fans, 
monetarily; All Might was currently the hero with the most amount of money donated to charity. 


But he still had enough to live comfortably the rest of his days, travel a bit and make sure Inko and 
Izuku never lacked for anything. Toga thought that was pretty great, and she was sure that Izuku 
would follow in his example. Living comfortably, it seemed, was exemplified in the minivan, 


which was a European model that easily fit Toshinori’s height, and had a couple stickers in the 
back that would probably make anyone smart enough put two and two together and figure out Inko 
was All Might’s partner and Izuku’s mom. 


While it wasn’t exactly a secret who each hero was, it wasn’t information that the Hero Public 
Safety Commission made readily available. Even so, it was easy to follow the careers of UA 
graduates, and Toga knew just how easy to track they could be. /’// tell Inko to take off the stickers 
whenever it doesn’t feel rude. For her privacy, if nothing else. Maybe check her house’s security 
measures, see if it is something more than All Might keeping a baseball bat by their bedside...Shit. 
Enough paranoia, Toga. Relax. You’re home. Safe. You’re even holding hands with your future 
husband. There aren’t villains at every corner and, if there were, we’d just deal with them. 


She sat down in one of the middle row seats, and Izuku sat beside her, still holding her hand, while 
Inko and Toshinori were driver and passenger, respectively. The car started and soon they were on 
the road, Inko carefully (and alarmingly quickly) driving them to the restaurant she had mentioned, 
and that it was too awkward to ask its name at that point. 


While Inko focused on driving, Toga told Izuku and Toshinori all the news she had from the US 
and what she had been doing from the moment she had been gone. It was against Agency policy to 
tell others, but Toga didn’t give a shit about secrecy when in the company of her family, so she told 
them every detail. Izuku seemed particularly relieved when she told him that the verdict on the 
General was final, even if she showed some sadness when she told him that the sentence for such 
high treason had been death. 


Toshinori, meanwhile, had been more interested in how his friend, Agency Director Holden Johns, 
aka Texas Red, was doing, and was happy when learning about how his pal was becoming 
powerful and influential. It made Toga realize just how much of a monster the Agency might 
become should any future director want to use it to make themselves powerful; the more the 
Agency grew, the more it could destroy one day. J hope I am not around if that ever happens or a 
lot of blood will be all over... 


In the end it had been ten minutes on the road, instead of Inko’s expected five, which had the 
woman a bit annoyed, even as All Might praised her speeding abilities. The restaurant itself didn’t 
seem too full of people, had a rather traditional Japanese style and was called “Sotenbori Cuisine”. 
The walls were lined with pictures of the Osakan neighborhood of Sotenbori, some modern, some 
dating back even to the 1980’s, with a guy with an eyepatch prominent in some. 


They were ushered to a table, given menus and quickly settled on what they would eat and drink. 
Inko and Toshinori looked at Toga and Izuku expectantly from the second the waiter had taken 
their order and left, eyes shining, smiles ready to appear. They know. They fucking know, don’t 
they? 


Toga exchanged a mischievous glance with Izuku; it didn’t matter if his parents knew, they would 
still make their reveal and see their reaction! Toga raised her eyebrows, wordlessly asking Izuku if 
he was ready, and he nodded. Turning back, they both spoke in unison, “We are getting married!” 


Inko’s grin, usually kind and simple, was impossibly smug, a “told you so!” yell ready on the tip of 
her tongue. Toshinori, meanwhile, looked shocked and taken aback. “My boy! Young Midoriya!” 
he said, regressing to the old nickname for Izuku. 


“My baby!” Inko finally said, showing her grin to Toshinori, shaking him by the shoulders, “I told 
you! I told you so! I knew this was what they were gonna tell us when they kept it all hush-hush! 
Oh my baby!!! My little boy! And Himiko, oh sweet child, oh sweet troubled, strange child!” She 
reached out for the hands of Izuku and Toga, clasping them in her short fingers. Toga’s prosthetic 


fingers didn’t seem to bother Inko at all. 


“IT knew you were serious about my son, Himiko. I knew you were serious about turning your life 
around. I am not sure if it is justice what the American spies and you have worked out, but...but my 
main concern has always been my son. And you? Oh Himiko, just look at you two! This...you have 
thought this through, right?” 


“We have!” Izuku said, blushing, “We...we have talked about it a lot of times, before bed and 
during breakfast and...well...” 


Toga gave him a smile and interjected, ““We have dangerous work so we should not just...wait for 
when we have time. We shouldn’t postpone being happy and being together!” 


“Yes! We...well, I want to be with Himiko the rest of my life. Mom, dad, I...1 know you probably 
think that it is a rushed decision but...it’s not.” Izuku said, with a confidence that made Toga shiver 
and smile harder. 


“We know, Izuku. And I do not doubt your judgement, my boy...you have had to make difficult 
decisions for a while now. I... am responsible for some of those decisions having to be yours, but 
you have always done what you thought was right. I trust you.” Toshinori said, with an easy smile 
that comforted Toga further. 


“T trust you too, Izuku. I would...I would have said that maybe it would be better for you to to stay 
as boyfriend and girlfriend for a few more years and enjoy it but... mean, you already live together 
when Himiko is in Japan and you are right about the...about the danger of being a hero and a...a 


spy?” 
“Government hitman!” Toga said, grinning sweetly. 


“Right...government hitman...Wouldn’t it be hitwoman? I don’t know...” Inko said, touching her 
lip in the exact same way Izuku did when he had doubts. “So umm...as I was saying, I get why 
you are doing this so...so soon. I mean, you two just turned 21 this year, back when I was that age I 
still didn’t even know if I was going to finish studying at uni, but I guess your experiences have 
made you more...mature, I guess? Just...you are not doing this cause of hormones, right?” Inko 
said, her hands clutching theirs tighter. 


“Of course not, mom!” Izuku said, though his face did get a few tones redder. Thinking of our 
wedding night, aren’t you? Oh, I have been too, and rather lustfully! “It’s because I really love 
Himiko, she loves me back and we want to make it clear to everyone, to each other and to 
ourselves. We...we are already umm...devoted to each other, so we are okay...no, we want to be 
exclusive always so...that is why we want this.” 


“Okay, I’m sold on it.” Inko said, graciously smiling at the couple. “But only cause I have been 
getting to know Himiko this past year and a half and I have been secretly testing you!” 


“Wait, test? Oh fuck, is this about that time I made took you to the martial arts day at the team base 
and Tooru kicked your ass? I’m really sorry, Mamma Inko, I didn’t know you were testing me for 
bride status!” Toga apologized, exchanging a glance with Izuku who looked at her worriedly. 


“Don’t worry, Izuku, I kicked the invisible girl’s ass back...eventually. And I was just joking, 
Himiko, I only care that you make Izuku happy, judging you over cleaning, cooking and stuff like 
that is like that would be like three centuries outdated, dear.” Inko said, chuckling softly. ““There’s 
all kinds of wives, just as there’s all kinds of women. Be yourself, because that’s who my boy 
loves.” 


All Might cleared his throat, “Sorry to change topic but...have you two picked a date? A venue? If 
you allow me...if you let me, I would like to pay for the whole thing.” 


“D-dad...that wouldn’t be-” Izuku started, but Toshinori raised his hand to stop him. 
“My boy, I have caused you a lot of grief.” 


“No you haven’t! You made...you made it all possible! And you have been there for me like no 
one else!” 


“Izuku, I gave you battles that should have rightfully ended with me. Thanks to me you have been 
exposed to immense danger. I know I have that responsibility. So let me also have a part in a happy 
day for you, okay?” Toshinori’s smile still held incredible power, filling Toga with a state of peace 
comparable to a bellyful of warm tomato soup. And the change in Izuku was instantaneous; a 
second later he had changed from hesitant to readily accepting Toshinori’s offer. 


“Okay, d-dad. I... can never repay this.” Izuku said, his tone humble. 


“You could pay for a wedding for Toshinori and I, if you want, Izuku.” Inko offered, and Izuku 
accepted gladly, but almost a little too quickly, in Toga’s opinion. “So funding’s not an issue, and 
you can use the money to get your friends to whatever exotic spot you choose, and for the 
honeymoon.” 


“There’s a hotel in Hawaii that owes us a favour.” Toga said, feeling smug as she lorded over the 
family with the information, “I’m sure they will give us a discount, at least.” 


“We...we defeated a squad of supersoldiers attacking and saved everyone in the hotel.” Izuku 
explained, a lot more humbly than Toga would have, “It is ummm...it is mainly for honeymoons 
but I did a little digging and they do a few weddings too!” He took out his phone and started 
showing pictures of the pools and beach, the rooms, the bars and restaurants and even the golf 
course. 


“T’ve always wanted to try my hand at golf...” Inko muttered. 


“T don’t think it would be legal with your Quirk, Inko.” Toshinori replied with a chuckle that 
earned him a kiss on the cheek. 


“T never said I’d go pro, Toshinori! Anyway, this place looks good. How much time do you have, 
Himiko? I guess they want you back to finish your sentence?” A sentence, yes, that is what it is. 
Even if we all now treat it as my job, and the pay’s good, I can’t quit. 


“Yeah, they want me back. But my commanding officer said to take as long as I needed for the 
planning, the wedding and the honeymoon. Adding everything up, I think we have some six or 
seven weeks to plan, then the week of the wedding with the bachelor and bachelorette parties 
before, and after that...” Toga’s eyes narrowed, “I intend to take every second I can from the 
Yanks. Make our honeymoon as sweet as possible.” 


“You have it all planned out, I see!” Toshinori said, looking proud. 


“Actually...we have no idea how to do any of this. Or at least not all of it.” Izuku admitted, “We 
would...we would like to ask for your help.” 


After eating with his parents and taking Himiko home, Izuku had needed to return to his job as a 
hero. While on patrol, his mind had barely been in what he was doing, his focus directed at all the 
suggestions Inko and Toshinori had given them. 


The issue of the guest list weighed heavily on his mind. His team of friends was obviously invited, 
and for the bachelors’ he would probably invite every male friend he had, but for the actual 
ceremony, with the priest and everything? That was a much more delicate matter. 


If he missed people, they might feel insulted personally, but if he invited too many, they would 
lose control of the event, maybe even have arguments. He knew already that Himiko wanted to 
invite her friends from the League of Villains, and, while he was on great terms with Tenko 
Shimura, the others were a completely different matter. 


Dabi was Touya Todoroki, and as such Izuku had talked with him a few times, but every time it 
had all been about Endeavor and his sins; Izuku did not know how Dabi would act in a public event 
after learning that Endeavor was retiring from heroism and public life in general. At the least, he 
expected an unruly drunk, but he did not want to deny Himiko what she wanted in her guest list. 


Spinner and Mr. Compress would probably not have as much danger associated to them, but what 
if Himiko wanted to invite Kurogiri? The man was a mystery. Or what if she wanted to invite 
Gigantomachia? She had told him of fond memories of Gigantomachia getting the LoV in shape, 
but still Izuku did not want that guy walking free, even for a day. 


But he pushed it all away to try and focus at least a bit on his current situation; a joint patrol with 
Mandalay of the Wild, Wild Pussycats. 


They had organized a full scale team up for the coming week, so the two leaders had decided to 
plan on their feet. That, and Izuku was curious to ask about Kouta, his “little brother’, who was 
already asking questions about being a hero himself and getting trained. 


“..you didn’t hear what I just said, did you?” Mandalay asked, giving Izuku a tired smile. 
“Sorry, I... didn’t. I have a lot of stuff in my head recently.” 


“T wanted to talk about just that later. But for now...Looks all clear so far. There was a mugging on 
Tenkaichi street but it got dealt with already by a nearby cop, and it seems like nothing else is 
going on. Let’s find a perch and chat, shall we?” 


“That one?” Izuku asked, pointing at a water tower on a nearby building, giving them a decent view 
of the suburban area they were patrolling. He reached it in two jumps, while Mandalay took her 
time and it was nearly sunset when she reached Izuku. 


“So, before you ask, I thought I'd give you the Kouta Update, right?” Mandalay was the boy’s 
legal guardian, caring for him as best she could, with her team’s help. Kouta was growing up to be 
a good kid, if a bit abrasive, a bit quiet and reserved with strangers but lively with his friends. 


“Yeah, that’d be amazing! I would also like to ask about little Katsuma and Mahoro, if their dad, if 
you are...” 


“They are doing great. Though he and L...[’m not sure long distance’s our thing. He’s gone off to 
Osaka, and this time he tooks the kids with him. They are thrilled, of course, you know that’s the 
Osaka Speedster’s turf and Mahoro’s all about cool female heroes now that she spent so much time 
with a gang of “lame” ones!” Mandalay gave a hearty chuckle, “Nothing cuts quite as deep as a 


twelve year old tsundere’s sharp tongue, sweetie. As for Kouta, he is growing up too. Still proudly 
declares that he will marry Eri, so we might have skipped the “‘cooties” stage.” 


Izuku loved hearing that his little friend was still the same good boy, growing up in a happy, 
supportive environment, “How are his grades? I’m open to teach him English or math sometimes, 
if he needs.” 


“He’d love that, Izuku. But he’s doing just fine. Though I’m not sure how he’ll deal without 
competing with Katsuma next semester, I think they had a wholesome rivalry over grades going. 
The Asui girl might take the top spot, though, what was her name? Saori? Sayuki...No, Satsuki! 
Yeah, that was it. Eri...well, she caught up quickly but being a year behind still has some effects.” 


Izuku didn’t play favorites with his younger friends, who all considered him a big brother, but he 
had probably spent the most time with Eri. A pure, wholesome girl who had come out of her shell 
as a lively kid, and a prodigy with her Quirk, already using it in tests to heal people in different 
ways. She had been happily adopted by Aizawa, Izuku’s one time teacher, and soon Ms. Joke had 
married Aizawa, becoming Eri’s mother figure and influencing the little girl’s humour into having 
both her dad’s strange smiles and her mom’s pranks. 


“Tm glad to hear this all! I was...I was thinking about them. If they were happy, if they were safe, 
if they had good grades and everything. I just...1 would feel all weird being happy for myself if 
they were sad or angry or having a bad time, you know?” Izuku felt a little bit guilty about being so 
overjoyed. His mood had been negative for so many years of his life that this joy felt surreal, and 
thus it made him feel as if he somehow did not deserve it. 


“Don’t feel bad, Izuku. A lot of people feel guilty when they have good stuff happen to them, but 
you know that’s your brain playing tricks, right? Don’t apologize for being happy, kid. And 
besides, with your good news, you oughta be happy!” Mandalay said, giving Izuku’s shoulder a 
little punch. 


“Wait...you know why I’m happy and distracted? Did...did Shouto tell you? I mean, he is bad with 
secrets so maybe...” 


“Izuku, relax. None of your team spilled the beans. No, this is about...well...has Kouta told you 
about “Uncle Jin”?” Izuku remembered Kouta telling him about the guy several times, describing 
him as a slightly crazy blond guy who joked a lot, but wasn’t particularly funny, and was Pixie 
Bob’s partner. Izuku could recall Kouta’s sarcastic comments about his spinster aunt finally being 
with someone that existed. 


“Yeah, he told me a bit. He seemed a bit neutral on Uncle Jin, but he warmed up later, I think. I...I 
have never met the man, I think.” 


“Yeah, well...Our team and he, we have a similar arrangement as you do with Toga and, well, there 
is no easy way to say it, but Uncle Jin got an invite to your wedding with Toga, through the HPSC, 
via the Agency. The Americans knew all along, it seems.” Mandalay shrugged. 


“He is Himiko’s guest?” Izuku asked. Jin...Jin that is Himiko’s friend, or a friend under an alias... 
“You had Twice with you all along?!?!” Izuku raised his voice, his surprise taking him over. 
Himiko will be over the moon, her “big brother” is alive! And not only that, he is already cleared 
to attend! 


“Yes. We kept him hidden for a while but the Commission found out, and...well, I don’t know 
what they might do about it in the future. So far, they have just used the information to keep our 
team on call for the Tokyo area. We are not like...their hit squad or anything but...they do have us 


right where they want. Maybe if we had told the police they could have...well, it doesn’t matter. 
We'll figure it out eventually.” She sighed heavily, giving Izuku a weary smile, “But at least we 
have permission to go to your wedding. We’ll bring Kouta along, of course. If it’s a Western style 
wedding, I’m sure he’d love being the ringbearer.” 


“We hadn’t thought of that yet!” Izuku said. 


“And I have a rumour from Shouta that he might be “asked” by the Commission and the police to 
attend, too. Keep the villain guests in check, you know?” Izuku looked away awkwardly. That way 
he said Aizawa-sensei’s name...that had a lot of feeling and I don’t wanna know about it! The hint 
of some small resentment and a shared past, a past in which Mandalay and Aizawa had been close, 
that hint made Izuku very uncomfortable, so he changed the subject as much as he could. 


“Ah, great! We can ask Eri to be the flower girl, then!” 


His patrol had ended with a lot more information than Izuku knew how to deal with. He had news 
for Himiko, about how the Hero administration already knew about their wedding and that they 
would send people to it; people they knew and liked, but people on the Commission’s behalf, in the 
end. 


And about how Twice had been alive all this time, living with the Pussycats while recovering from 
brain damage after being left for dead during the battle of Tartarus. 


After finding Himiko asleep in their room at the Team First Response base, he took a hot shower to 
clean himself and try to think how he would tell her everything. He realized that he hadn’t even 
taken into account how he felt about it all himself; did he feel lied to by Mandalay and the 
Pussycats? His trust betrayed by this big bombshell being kept from him? 


He didn’t. He finally understood why the Pussycats had been supportive of Himiko and him being 
a thing from day one; they were hiding their own rehabilitated villain, and he was the partner of 
one of them. It all clicked into place neatly, and Kouta’s own acceptance of Himiko had probably 
influenced how his opinion of “Uncle Jin” had improved. 


With the hot water dripping all around him, Izuku pondered Aizawa’s involvement. He had not 
originally intended for his former teacher to attend his wedding. Of course, he liked and respected 
the man, but he had vividly imagined the response if invited; “Midoriya, it is illogical to get 
married in Hawaii if you are Japanese. And it is plain rude to invite people to an event thousands of 
miles away. And I don’t want to get banned from airlines if Emi pranks anyone on the plane. So 
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no. 
But if he was tasked with attending, it would make it easier to keep the League members polite! 


Izuku was relieved with that possibility. Trading the embarrassment of his teacher being at the part 
for the extra peace of mind seemed an easy decision. 


Walking out of the shower, he got dressed for bed and put the cloth parts of his hero suit in a 
washing machine that the hero Wash had designed themselves, especially for handling the heavy 
threads used in hero costumes. 


At the laundry room he met Mei, who was placing a load of boot socks into a nearby dryer. “Good 
patrol?” she asked, casually. He had already talked for hours and hours with Mei about all of his 


wedding plans, and the genius girl had been on board with pretty much everything, except the 
guest gift ideas; she had wanted a voucher for half a ton of high grade titanium, stock on some 
manufacturing company, or an action figure of herself. 


Izuku had decided to add the figure, and Mei had been a happy camper ever since. 


“A bit tiring. Mentally. I...1 just learned about a secret that some people I trusted kept and...” 
Izuku said, looking Mei in the eye and seeing her arch an eyebrow. 


“Oh, I know how that feels, Izuku.” Mei said, with no negativity. Izuku had kept Himiko and that 
they were together, kind of, even from Mei, his closest friend and the person he usually trusted the 
most, and she had found out the worst way possible; discovering Izuku and Himiko were together 
during a raid in which Mei had rescued them, and having it all explained later instead of while it 
happened. 


Mei had developed feelings for Izuku, but when she had learned the truth, she had moved on 
maturely, keeping no grudge towards Himiko or Izuku himself. In fact, she seemed even closer a 
friend now, and Izuku had no more secrets to hide from her. 


“Tm still sorry about that...It’s just that...well, they did exactly the same thing.” 


“Kept a villain girlfriend secret for a huge time?” Mei asked, her crosshair eyes expanding when 
Izuku nodded. 


“Yep. But boyfriend this time. It was Pixie Bob. Remember when Kouta told us about “Uncle 
Jin”? Mei nodded, but her vague expression and unfocused eyes told Izuku that she had long 
forgotten that Kouta had mentioned an uncle, “Well, the Pussycats have been keeping Uncle Jin 
somewhat secret for a long while. Unlce Jin is Jin Bubaigawara, also known as Twice from the 
League of Villains... That bodybag they had at Tartarus must’ ve been empty.” 


“Fuck! That really came out of left field. So they just had this guy hidden with them? Figures 
someone already found out and now that Toga’s getting her pals for the event they are bringing the 
guy over. My only question would be why they told no one, but I guess the government didn’t 
think it was a good idea.” Mei said, quickly accepting it. She finished filling the dryer and started 
it, then turned around towards Izuku once more. “Oh, how I know about the LoV being invited and 
such? This time it isn’t just me being a genius, Toga told me about her plans before jetlag got to 
her and she took her power nap.” 


“T...how should I tell Himiko? I won’t keep this a secret, or a surprise reveal...[ want us to plan 
knowing everything.” Izuku knew that Mei was hardly an ideal couple’s counselor, but she was his 
best friend. He needed her advice. 


“Izuku, you keep asking me relationship stuff...How many times have I got to tell you I know less 
than you? Feelings are weird, Izuku, that’s why I focus on business! On innovation!” Mei sounded 
somewhat annoyed, and Izuku wondered if he was pushing the friendship too far at times by 
relying so much on her. 


“T...?'m sorry, Mei. It’s just that I trust you and I don’t want to keep anything from you...” 


“T get that, Izuku, I do. I just...relationships are not for me, okay? I don’t want to feel love or stuff 
like that for anyone I don’t know well, and I don’t feel any need for like...hookups or anything 
casual either. Hmmm...I guess you could say I don’t want anything? I get quite enough endorphins 
and serotonin from hanging out with you as friends, and with my Babies, so ’m good...Oh wait. 
Your problem.” Mei scratched her head for a moment, “Hold up, I’m trying to think up some 


empathy stuff...Client relations, sales...hammm.” She looked more puzzled than when figuring out 
high level equations. 


“It’s alright even if it is just me venting, Mei, you don’t need to solve this or anything...” Izuku 
said, placatingly. 


“Well, you might need to soften the blow. Offer her a foot massage or a Hatsume Sports energy 
drink, then talk to her about Traxus Heavy Industries getting big contracts with all that business in 
Africa or about buying a stake in Optican Medicine...whatever you two talk about in bed. And then 
tell her: “hey, your cloning friend is alive, well, and invited, no need to worry, reunion scheduled 
and all.” Sound good?” Mei offered, showing Izuku some news on companies on her phone; he just 
nodded, “But seriously, I’m eyeing up Traxus very closely. Those guys and the guys that made 
those versions of my plane? Anaheim Electronics? I’m keeping tabs.” 


“Do tell me if something weird happens with any company, okay? If we need to take down any 
corporate villain, you are my eyes and ears.” 


“T still have a bad feeling on Detnerat, but they have been quiet. I'll let you know. Now how about 
you go tell Toga all that and see if you can have the guest list ready? I have a fleet of drones I am 
dying to test and delivering invitations will be a decent test. You know they can reach two hundred 
kilometers per hour? Really fucking neat work, if I can be so arrogant.” Mei said, looking smug. 


“Maybe we can have them tomorrow, if we can agree on all we want to invite...’Il tell you when 
we are ready. And we still don’t know where to pr-” 


“Print them? I invested a bit in a paper company, they will print them for me in thirty five minutes 
flat! The only thing I lack here is patience, Izuku! Anyway, Ill be making some prototypes in my 
lab for a few hours more, so don’t try and get me to sleep, got it?” 


“Yes, Mei.” Even as an adult, she was still stubborn about going to sleep, preferring to work. “Ill 
go now, see you tomorrow?” 


“Of course. I'll wake up late, as usual, so leave a waffle and a bar of chocolate, you know which 
one, with the cookies inside? Leave some for me, will you? Thanks!” 


“Good night, Mei.” She didn’t look sleepy at all . She was just as excited as Izuku and Himiko for 
the wedding, it seemed. J hope she doesn’t try selling stuff during the party...and that she doesn’t 
get angry when I tell her that I want to invite the Shields... 


Izuku left his hero suit to dry and returned to his room, where he found Himiko sleepily watching 
some anime. “Izu-Izu! You are just in time, the opening’s about to end and after that we’ ll see what 
happens!” 


Himiko knew a lot more about anime, manga, series and movies than he did, a positive side effect 
of the horrible circumstances during the year in which she had travelled the world, killing All for 
One’s targets. 


“Hey, Himiko!” he said, quickly changing to pyjamas and joining Himiko in bed, getting cozy and 
cuddled up. Her warm body against his, as well as the sweet scent of her hair and her steady 
breathing combined for a peaceful feeling that was exactly what Izuku pictured when thinking of 
“home”. “What’s this one about?” 


“So there’s this kid, the one with the two daggers? Blond one, badass killer, reminds me of myself? 
Well, this other dude killed his dad but now has somehow become his father figure and it is 


wholesome and badass and...did I say they are vikings? And the new dad’s also King Arthur’s 
descendant, got a Roman name...” Himiko rambled on while Izuku listened intently, running his 
hand through her hair and the skin of her neck and cheeks, caressing her softly. 


The two watched a couple episodes of the show, which caught Izuku quickly, even while more of 
his focus was on pampering Himiko with caresses, soft kisses and cuddles, as well as occasionally 
scratching her back where she couldn’t reach herself, talking quietly about the show, about their 
day, with Izuku’s patrols and Himiko’s flight. 


They caught up about their time apart, talking about grittier details that they had preferred not to 
share before eating, and they talked about how Inko and Toshinori had reacted. 


“T...I seriously didn’t know what to expect, Izu-Izu.” Himiko whispered, her gaze caught by an 
action scene on the TV, “I didn’t know if they would be as happy as they were, or hate the idea.” 


“T didn’t know either, but it went great! They will support us a lot, I think.” 


“Do you think they’ll keep supporting us this much when we have babies?” Himiko asked, her eyes 
still glued to the screen. Izuku, though, was looking at her, and he nuzzled her cheek with his. 


“Of course! They might even ask us for four or more babies!” Izuku gave a chuckle, and watched 
as Himiko considered it seriously. 


“Maybe three. Or we might start calling them All Might junior or something!” she teased, nuzzling 
their cheeks back together, “It’s ending...are you sleepy? Or do we watch another one?” 


Izuku opened his mouth to accept watching another, but was betrayed by a yawn that Himiko soon 
imitated, “That answers it, Izu-Izu.” She clicked off the TV and they lay down in darkness. Himiko 
seemed to have a bit more energy, but Izuku knew he’d soon drift off to sleep. 


“So, about our wedding...I...1 had some news when I was on patrol.” Izuku started. He did not 
know how it would affect Himiko’s mood, but he couldn’t keep it a secret. “I was with Mandalay 
of the Pussycats, and she told me that they had been keeping something a secret from me. From us. 
They...they had someone hidden with them...” 


“Tzu-Izu, just spit it out. It’s some good gossip, are you thinking about inviting a mystery guy? ’m 
okay with that, I guess...Do they have a mask? Are they hiding their identity because” Himiko 
muttered impatiently, cuddling as close as humanly possible and hugging Izuku tightly as she got 
comfortable on her pillows. 


“Right, I...[ just learned about this, so I didn’t keep their secret or anything and...I...0h god. The 
guy they were hiding? It was Twice. He is alive and well...or, I mean, he had some amnesia but-” 


“Twice? What? He is dead, I was sure...Izu-Izu, if this is a joke, it’s not funny, at all.” Her eyes 
were in front of his in an instant, cold anger in them, scanning Izuku for any signs of a lie. When 
she saw he was telling the truth, she relaxed. “You...you are not lying. I would know, even if...if 
you don’t lie to me ever. This...this is huge news, Izuku.” 


“T know, P’m...1’m sorry I don’t know...I didn’t know how to best tell you...” 
“Well, just saying it like you just did worked fine.” 


“T...?'m just telling you what Mandalay told me. He is alive and...he is Pixie Bob’s boyfriend of 
more than two years.” 


Himiko gave a laugh, short and grim at first, then full of joy, “Motherfucker...I can’t believe it! 
I...P°ll need to see it with my own eyes but...Fuck, Izu-Izu this is...everyone in the League will be 
just so happy! I AM so happy! He can go to the wedding?” 


“He is going!” 


“Oh man, oh man. This is just perfect! Do you...we can discuss everyone else later but...I just had 
an idea, seeing as how my best friend’s a guy and your best friend’s a girl...” 


“Go on,” Izuku said, knowing that Himiko was smiling even if he couldn’t see her face. 


“We need to talk to them first, of course. Convince them. We have a lot of catching up to do! 
Especially with the whole memory loss thing...Oh he is like my big bro and also a kindred spirit in 
brain damage! But as I was saying...how about we send wedding traditions to hell and we have 
Twice as the Guy of Honour and Mei as the Best Maid?” 


Chapter End Notes 


As always thanks for reading! See you next month! 


Dude of Honour and Best Girl 


Chapter Notes 
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Himiko Toga prided herself in adapting quickly. She was a quick learner, catching onto 
mannerisms, voice inflections, accents and small personality quirks that people had, all with a few 
minutes or hours of observation, all to better play their part when she took their blood. She adapted 
quickly, too, when missions changed objectives on the fly, or when conditions changed and it was 
no longer possible to fulfill her objectives with the first, tenth or even hundredth plan. 


She had adapted quickly to big changes in her life, too. Back from her earliest memories, unlocked 
after fighting herself and winning, she knew she had soon managed to fit in and start to excel, 
among the other trainees and killers. She had adapted to the streets after escaping that wretched 
school where All for One’s people had placed her, and she had become a street kid with some ease. 


And she had adapted to having loved ones. With the League at first, then with Izuku, then 
discovering she had a brother and an uncle, who had loved her, and were still processing it all even 
now. 


So she had taken the news that Twice was alive in stride. It was all in the realm of possibility, and 
she wasn’t about to look a gift horse in the mouth. All she had to do was call the Pussycats, tell 
them that their lie was over, maybe call them all a bunch of two-faced pieces of shit. Maybe not, 
she did like that bunch. 


With some luck, they’d all take a cab and get to her home before she got bored again and started 
binge watching another anime, or exercised till she was exhausted. “Umm, hello? This is Mandalay 
of the Wild Wild Pussycats, how may I help you?” 


“Hi! It’s me, Himiko Toga! What’s up?” 


“Oh,” Mandalay hesitated on the other side of the line, “I hadn’t recognized the number, that’s all. 
Kouta says hi, by the way.” 


“Give him a hug for me, Shino.” Toga said, keeping her voice sweet. It was easy to do so when 
talking to kind, motherly Mandalay, “Now, I know about “Uncle Jin’. Izuku told me yesterday 
night. Don’t worry, I don’t blame any of you about any of this. Is this a safe call?” 


Toga knew that the Agency kept tabs of her home phone, but her cell phone was explicitly off 
limits. She had earned that privacy by saving their government, at least. “Oh, uhh... Yeah, it is. The 
Commission didn’t tamper with our phones at any point, that I know of.” 


Toga frowned. More and more I feel those guys are fucking dangerous. And they have you by the 
balls, figuratively, Auntie Shino. All four of you. You wouldn’t give up on one of your friends to 
save the others from direct oversight by those spooks, right? “Okay, good enough. Why don’t you 
come visit? At least you, Ryuko and “Jin”. Sound good? [Il have tea and snacks.” 


“Snacks?” 


“There’s a vending machine close enough that my house arrest conditions are not broken, I can 
give you all some Oreos. I do know Jin liked Oreos, they reminded him of his mask colours.” Toga 
said, cheerfully, already grabbing her wallet, checking it had enough yen. The dollars in it 
amounted to a lot more, as she could freely spend those while on US soil, while her yen were 


limited to the vending machine and paying delivery people. 
“We’ll be there. I think we owe you an explanation.” 


“And we can decide how to tell everyone else. Everyone else that cares, that is. The rest of Japan 
might be content thinking Jin is dead.” The rest of the conversation was pleasantries and goodbyes, 
setting up the time for the meeting and sending even more hugs for little Kouta. He’s a little 
tsundere, though, he’ll probably think it’s gross top¢ get hugs from someone “old” like me. 


The instant Toga ended the call she was messaging Agent Anna Dobinek, telling her that she 
wanted to talk. A minute later, she received a call from a sleepy sounding Anna, “What is it, 
Toga?” 


“You knew, didn’t you? About Twice?” Toga kept her voice calm, even when she wanted to shout 
at the agent. What else are you keeping from me? I hope this is the last thing... 


“Yeah. Learned about a year back, when Freya and I were stuck in Japan. But the Japanese didn’t 
want us to know it, so I figured I'd tell you only until we’d worked out a deal so you could talk 
with your pal.” 


“That’s a bit too...convenient.” 


“Don’t get uppity with me, Toga. I’ll be frank with you; it was not my priority. Strong arming the 
Japanese will backfire on me if I push them too hard, you get that? I haven’t even talked with the 
HPSC boss yet; I need to keep the favours owed for good uses. Like your fucking wedding. So yes, 
I knew. But I made it to a nice little surprise instead of a frustrating revelation.” Anna seemed to be 
trying her hardest not to snap at Toga, and she seemed genuine in wanting the best for her. 


“T...[ hadn’t seen it that way. Anyway, the cat’s out of the bag. The Pussycats are paying for their 
own rooms, right?” 


Anna laughed, a short, bitter chuckle, “Don’t be a cheapskate, Toga, you might have to pay for that 
bunch’s tickets out of pocket...Nah. Hero Commission’s paying them and some Aizawa guy as 
their “just in case”. I'll be talking with them all, by the way. In an hour or so, might sleep first a 
while longer. If I can wrestle Twice away from Japan, rest assured, I fucking will. He’d be a good 
asset. Anything else? Keep it quick, before Freya nags me for skipping on my sleep.” The agent 
still seemed to be on great terms with the Nordic hero, who had now dropped from the Nordic 
Confederation’s #1 spot and preferred travelling abroad to help. Toga liked the strong Norweigan 
gal, she was earnest and could braid hair like a master. 


“All good on my end. We have the groomsmen, I'll talk with my friends soon to see about 
bridesmaids. Mei will be the Best Girl, Twice will go as my Guy of Honour. All that I have left to 
do, for now, is the guest list. ’1l keep you posted in case I convince Izuku not to invite that piece 
of shit Bakugou.” 


“What’s your beef with that guy, anyway? Something from back when you were enemies?” 


“You mean besides him bullying my Izu-Izu for over a decade, wrecking his self esteem and 
confidence, and being generally a massive cunt? Oh, just a couple ideological differences!” Toga 
said, speaking coldly, letting her tone fill in any gaps for agent Anna to understand that she loathed 
the guy. 


“Point taken. Do your best to keep the guest list small, at least give it a try. My mother used to say 
that the ideal wedding was the bride, the groom and a priest on video conference, so they could 


turn off the screen once the fucker ended the ceremony. I’m not saying to do that, but...” 
“Elder wisdom, I can tell! And you sound just like her .” 


“She’d probably agree. Well, I can hear annoyed footsteps in Norse, she found out I’m not having a 
piss and am doing work stuff. See you around, kid, I’m about to be dragged back to bed and 
cuddled till I fall asleep.” 


“Bye bye!” 


She now had close to two hours before the Pussycats dropped by. Two hours to see her best friend 
again, that silly old idiot who had been her brother, who supported her wholeheartedly, who was 
dumb and wholesome and too pure to be a villain, but was still ready to kill and die for any of 
them. 


And later, when Izuku returned from work, they’d hammer the final details of the guest list and 
talk with Inko and All Might. The big decisions would be done, and only small stuff would remain, 
like choosing her dress, convincing Izuku not to match his tux with red shoes (it was only for 
tradition’s sake, Toga would have been just fine with him bringing red shoes), and choosing what 
songs the dj would play. 


She already had a few picks for that ready, and she was sure Izuku had a few as well. 


A bit bored, but not wanting to shower if she exercised, she instead worked for a while on her 
vows. The exchange of vows would be a very special moment, that everyone agreed on, with 
everyone being mostly Mina, Inko and the romance mangas and novels she had read, and the 
dozens of romcoms she had binge watched. 


They had to condense what she felt for Izuku in just a minute or so of talking, and that sounded 
impossible to do, so she wrote everything she felt, everything big and small that she liked about 
him, the couple of things she didn’t, the dreams she dreamed with him in them. So far she had 
some five pages written, and she expected to fill her notebook, one of Izuku’s that he had left blank 
for her to use. 


He had one of his own, that he’d labelled “Feelings analysis for our future”, a neat little parallel to 
his Hero Analysis for the Future note series. He had read some parts of it for Toga, and it was all 
just the sweetest, most lovey dovey stuff, and it made her fall in love with him even more...But he 
was keeping his vows a surprise, so she’d do the same. 


She ended up writing five full pages, focusing on the different ways Izuku showed his kindness and 
compassion, giving a lot of examples of Izuku playing with kids and supporting their dreams like 
nobody else really did, and she was fully caught in her work when the doorbell rang. 


Anna Dobinek yawned and blinked several times, watching the screen of her laptop load the 
videoconference. This could have been a fucking email. Or a call. But nooooo, my Japanese 
counterpart just had to ask for this. Whatever, I’m ready to manipulate, trick and utilize her and all 


who work for her...For the good of America, of course. And the world at large, but not my priority. 
And Toga woke me up before, that brat... 


She checked her hair on the black screen, moving her head around the blue circle and “connecting” 
label, found a strand of loose hair and pushed it behind her ear. The Agency wasn’t too big on 
uniforms or dress codes previously, but after Quirkless supersoldiers had dropped onto their roof 
and killed dozens of agents, it had been a matter of team spirit to start wearing them and, decked 
out in her black fatigues, a cross between a dress suit and something fit for sneaking, Anna felt 
powerful. 


Then again she probably was physically stronger than her fashionably late counterpart, a middle 
aged woman with slicked back hair. While the Japanese Commission chief was used to a desk job, 
Anna had only recently been taken from the field, and with her broad shoulders, multiple scars and 
dead eyes, it showed. 


But she couldn’t exactly intimidate someone thousands of miles away with her physique itself. 
She’d have to rely instead on a previous meeting with the woman and the intel she had, collected 
by Toga and Midoriya unwittingly; Anna had simply asked them to keep an eye out and report 
back anything fucky, not told them that it would be a fun little tool for a little something called 
blackmail . 


Back in the bedroom, she heard Freya get up and bump her foot against something. “Damn!” she 
cursed in Norwegian, and Anna suddenly remembered that she had let the entire house dark. Stupid 
night vision, stupid call, I forgot! With a couple clicks of her phone, Anna activated the lights of 
their home, apologizing awkwardly. 


“Thanks!” Freya called back, jogging into the study. The moment she noticed the videoconference, 
she leapt out of the camera shot, using her enhanced strength and speed to leap faster, almost 
hitting the wall. “Can’t let them see me in huge t-shirt and bad hair!” she said, letting out a short 
laugh. 


Anna felt herself blush a bit; it was her t-shirt Freya was wearing and that filled her heart with 
warm feelings. “Just waiting for this...” Anna checked to see that the call had not yet connected, 
“..this bitch. She’s got balls to ask for a call when it’s 2 a.m. here. You got me to sleep at regular 
hours and this shithead just...” Anna looked again and saw the call connecting, an instant after 
calling her counterpart a shithead. I’d call you worse if we didn’t need to work together. Anna 
mouthed the word “Fuck!” at Freya and then turned to her screen, her face grim. 


“Dobinek, was it? It’s good to see you again, my congratulations for rising in the world of 
intelligence. Station chief for the whole Pacific...which includes us. And I do believe you have 
already been in contact with my people?” Her voice was polite, poised. And her eyes, cold as ice. 
What schemes are you running? Will they go against mine? 


“Thank you, ma’am,” Anna answered, her lips extending to a grin that Toga said made her look 
“like a psychopath big sister”, which was apparently high praise. “I have. We had some lower level 
contacts with your folks, so I called them first, preliminary stuff that I didn’t think to throw directly 
at you for our first meeting. Testing the waters a little with the people I already knew, you see?” 


The woman nodded, “Indeed! They cleared out your...how should we call it... request . | wouldn’t 
have heard much about it until the topic of one so-called “guest” was floated, and approved, by my 
subordinates. The possibility of adding the hero killer Stain to the roster was certainly interesting, 
but... Jin Bubaigawara. May I ask how you knew about his existence ?” 


Anna clasped her hands together, keeping a smug smile down, “Back when we coordinated on the 


Pestilentia mission, I came upon a couple files on a hard drive. Only followed the paper trail 
recently, when I had some time and there he was; probably amnesiac, lovesick with that Pussycat 
hero, involved in some close protection programs and training scenarios for some of your top level 
heroes...” 


The woman raised an eyebrow, absentmindedly brushing the “HPSC” pin on her dress coat, “Not 
bad, Station Chief. May I call you Dobinek?” 


“Sure thing. Ishigami, was it?” The woman on the screen nodded and gave a gentle, almost 
grandmotherly smile, too practiced and clean to be legit. It did not reach her eyes. 


“If you’re clever enough for that, then I guess we can cut out half the pleasantries and fluffy 
bullshit... Yes. I have approved for Bubaigawara to join your wedding scheme. I have set aside a 
plane for him, the Pussycats, and a few others, to be my eyes on the ground, as no doubt my people 
told you. Is this you’re planning a test for him too? Your inquiries with my people did not mention 
him for your initiative.” 


Anna’s grin grew larger. “Oh no, you can keep him. You might need his skills more than I. 
Especially with how he has cloned the Prime Minister.” 


Ishigami’s eyes flickered with doubt, but she composed herself instantly, “There is no hard drive 
with that information. Or any hard copy. Not even the Pussycats know about that, they think we 
limit him to a single clone for medical reasons. Who told you?” 


“T’ll trade you, a secret for a secret, a favour for a favour. My predecessors bought some goodwill, 
but I have big plans, Ishigami, and I can be a team player if you let me. I can give you my source, I 
can give you international intel. I have ears in Taiwan and China, in Hawaii, a few folks in Seoul, 
even Kamchatka. My agent Toga has been very busy lately and beside extractions and closed 
contracts she has brought a ton of computers and papers.../'ll give you all the ones mentioning 
Japan.” Anna extended her hands, as if to show the amount of knowledge with the gesture alone. 


“And in return? What would you like?” Ishigami’s voice turned colder, cruel, “Besides taking our 
prisoners and using them at your leisure, and using my heroes as your fixers? Midoriya is a rising 
star, Dobinek, he’s useful both alone and with his team. Do I really want you having control over 
him and his crew?” 


Anna let out a short laugh, “Trust me, you do. He doesn’t agree with all my methods and he stands 
up to me all the time, you’d get pissed off at him really quick. And besides, I hold Toga, and you 
would not break apart two youngsters in love, would you?” 


“If it was up to me, I'd have had Toga shot the instant she stepped on Japan. But I do agree you 
have made her a useful asset. Is she still disposable for you?” 


“No.” Anna said, and she meant it. Toga had turned from a rowdy prisoner to a hard working 
agent, efficient as hell, and with a kill count that worked to psychologically destabilize villain 
organizations. All Anna had to do was spread the rumour that the Oni was around and terrorist 
crews would turn paranoid, finding enemies where there were none. 


It had already worked three times, causing villain groups to implode, while Toga was back in 
Japan, probably screwing with Midoriya or something. “I even pay her a decent salary and shit. 
Plus bounty bonuses, that’s what’s paying that wedding, not me.” 


Ishigami raised an eyebrow again, this time curiously, and her eyes softened a bit after Anna had 
talked well about Toga. “Is it an actual wedding? Priest and all? What is your scheme, then?” 


“Legitimate wedding. And Toga plans it for a low season in the hotel’s calendar, so the place 
should be practically empty, in case you want any more people there. Send as many as you need, 
Ishigami; we haven’t earned each other’s trust personally, so ll be okay with any safeguards you 
choose.” Anna saw the woman relax visibly. 


“We’ll consider a second team, dressed as guests. Long range observers, just in case the prisoners 
try to escape. What is the plan with them for your initiative?” Ishigami asked. Anna particularly 
wanted two villains for her program; Shigaraki and Kurogiri, but she had not even mentioned 
Kurogiri just yet. He was not invited to the wedding, sadly. Maybe Toga knew it was asking for 
too much. [shigami knows who he was, but she hasn’t yet thought of a way to make it work for 
good. I'll let her know just how to get Japan their teleportation tsar in exchange for something 
large. Or I'll do her a big favour and keep him for America. We’ll see. 


“Tm thinking of starting with Shigaraki, and not in a combat role. Maybe something eco-friendly? 
It'll be a psych evaluation, talk with him myself. Same thing with Dabi and the others.” 


“Got it. You’re sure you won’t try and get Twice for this? We could bargain, if you wish.” 


“Maybe if I save your life at some point, Ishigami. Or something fun like that.” That finally got a 
sincere smile from the woman. “I guess we’re all set. When did you approve for Toga to meet her 
pal? She talked with me about...two hours back.” 


“They should be meeting right about now.” 


Life had been busy in the couple of years Jin remembered. He’d met the President, who insisted he 
was called “Prime Minister Komaki’, and made a clone of him for a few events, wondering at how 
his power even created the dude’s clothes. He’d travelled all over the mountains, and lived in 
towns and even in Tokyo for a while. 


He had become an uncle figure for a quick tempered, slow to trust kid called Kouta, who had 
taught him valuable skills like playing cards and streaming anime illegally. He had helped his 
friends, the hero team called the Wild Wild Pussycats, in a number of missions, especially by 
duplicating Pixie Bob. 


Because, coolest of all, now he had a girlfriend. Pixie Bob, real name Ryuko Tsuchikawa! He was 
a very happy man, happy with his new friends, happy with feeling loved and cared for, happy for 
having a salary he could spend on dumb stuff that he sometimes bought on a whim, like an 
eyepatch and a snake skin jacket. 


But at the same time he knew something was missing. Something just outside his memories, 
something from before . He saw things in his dreams, strange dreams in which he fought himself 
and died hundreds of times before his eyes, melting into a brown goo while screaming in agony. 
His nightmares sometimes ended when a girl helped him, a girl that in the dream he thought of as 
his sister, even if he also had the certainty of being an only child. 


Sometimes the nightmares ended with him screaming, and Ryuko hugging him until he calmed 


down and even afterwards, whispering sweet nothings in his ear, the kind of things someone truly 
and utterly alone needed to hear. He would go back to sleep then, and dream of better things, of a 
ragtag group of rascals, of brothers and sisters and even a couple uncles. 


But when he tried remembering their names, all he could recall was water. Seawater and river 
water, all of it above his head, his lungs burning and his ribs aching as if hit with a hundred little 
pinballs going at the speed of light... Or maybe a beanbag shotgun blast? 


His psychologist, a nice government man, had said that he would probably remember all if he 
found something from his past, a significant object or maybe a person, but the doc had also said 
that such people would be too difficult to find...Until now. 


“Himiko Toga’, they said, was apparently one of his friends before waking up and living in the 
forest, before finding Ryuko and living with the Pussycats, and the name sounded familiar, almost 
familiar enough to place her face. Almost. He would need to meet her to tell. 


So he had dressed up nice, brushed his hair and trimmed his beard, and joined Shino and Ryuko at 
the parking lot, where they took their SUV into the heart of Tokyo, taking a few turns into an area 
that he assumed was a diplomatic section. Or maybe they are just really big fans of flags here in 
them big houses, and cosplaying armed guards, dumbass. Of course it’s embassies! Come on, it 
would be a fun part of town if they were guard cosplayers! Twice, nobody would willingly cosplay 
as someone with a shitty hat as that one! Shaddup, Twice, it’s a bearskin and it looks cool! 


He didn’t know why he called himself Twice when he argued with himself, but maybe it was not 
too important to ask about, so instead he focused on Ryuko and Shino. Shino was driving, a frown 
on her face, too focused on something that she probably couldn’t control. 


And Ryuko...was distant. Her face, for the first time in years, was difficult to read. Usually there 
was joy or sadness or lust, but right now her expression was guarded and neutral, as if she didn’t 
quite know how to act about something. Maybe the person they were visiting had harmed her in 
some way? Jin hoped not; while not exactly a fighter, he was more than willing to join a brawl. 


Maybe it’s cause getting half drowned is way more painful than breaking an arm, Twice. I’m a real 
boy, Pinocchio ain’t got shit on me...hold up, is that how we got out of the water? A fucking whale? 
Umm...maybe, why are you asking me? I’m you. No, you’re me. I am me, then. And real, no 
turning to goo...maybe. So Ill punch out this Toga person if she made Ryuko sad, okay? Twice, I 
hate you. It’s mutual! 


His attempts at small talk all ended awkwardly, frustratingly, so he stopped trying about the time 
they passed a big house with flags that his harsher voice said was the American embassy. Shino 
drove a bit further, to some adjacent houses, where Jin could see some soldiers and people in suits 
relaxing, clearly just having left their duties at the embassy. He could smell hamburgers 
somewhere close, which made him hope this Toga person would have some food! 


Shino finally parked the SUV in a small house’s driveway, with no other car visible. Ah! The 
owners must use public transport! That’s so eco-friendly, also fun! It ain’t, trains get all crowded 
and sometimes there’s pervs and we hate that! Oh yes, one time we... 


He remembered something then. A raspy voice telling him that they were the opposite of heroes, 
and not to intervene, but a poor office lady was getting touched by some thug, so he had punched 
the guy. He was terrified the entire fight, all eight seconds of it before Shigaraki had moved in 
close and melted the guy’s backpack as a threat... Shigaraki? He was...a friend? 


Jin shook his head, storing the memory to think it over later, maybe when he was alone with Ryuko 


and could ask her why she was acting so weird. ‘sides, there probably ain’t too many Shigarakis 
out there, she can help me see if I can talk with him! 


She joined the two heroes as they walked up to the door and, as Shino reached for the doorbell, he 
felt Ryuko reach for his hand, “Hey, Jin? This might be...rough. I...maybe you'll hate me 
afterwards. But...caring about you has never been a lie, okay? Loving you. It’s real.” 


He squeezed her hand gently, “I know! I love you too! Yes I do!” On that, both his voices could 
agree, but her eyes were sad, and he didn’t know what was wrong. [s it something I said? 
Something I did? “Ryuko, what is going-” 


The door opened slightly, revealing a couple heavy bolt locks and a reinforced frame. A look to the 
side showed the windows were similarly quite sturdy looking. And in the slit opening, he saw a 
golden eye peer, and the edge of a fanged smile. 


The door swung open then, and he saw Himiko Toga, the person who knew him. And he knew 
her! She was his friend, his little sister, the kind girl from the dreams, the one that was a bit crazy, 
the one who always burnt the little steaks she tried to cook! “I'WICE! IT’S REALLY YOU! 
HAHAAAAA!!!” she yelled, and she rushed in to hug him. 


It was overwhelming. Not the hug itself, of course it was a nice hug, but remembering so many 
things in such a short instant, was almost painful itself. At the same time he remembered good 
times, such as betting with Toga about who would end up dating a boy, and bad times, like being 
underground, with his mask broken. My mask...my mask... needed it, I know something was 
missing! What if I...If I split? If ?’m not...not real? 


“How have you been? You look like some kind of japanese villain Jesus! And you have no 
mask!!!” 


“It’s been great! All of it! Except that time I got food poisoning from a squirrel. Or the bees. Or the 
wasps...Mostly great!” 


She hugged him more and he kept on remembering. The first time someone had cheered for his 
birthday in more than a decade, with even that sour, lazy rascal Dabi cracking a smile or two. 
Mourning Magne, the big sister he had always wanted in his life, remembering the injustice of her 
death as if it had just happened. He even remembered a small Nomu biting his knee, one time 
Ujiko had done some tests on him... 


Ujiko. The name brought a shiver all over his spine and he trembled, which Toga noticed. 
“You...you just shook. All good?” She stood back a little, looking at him more carefully. 


“Yeah I just...’'m just...overwhelmed. I remembered a bunch of stuff right now! Maybe it ain’t 
amnesia really?” Jin said, turning again towards Ryuko, but she didn’t meet his eyes. As more 
memories flowed, her coldness seemed to make more and more sense, but it still hurt to see her like 
that. 


“Let’s go inside, Twice! We got a lot of catching up to do! Turns out I also had amnesia, sorta, so I 
can maybe help!” Toga said, taking his hand and pulling him into the house. “Shino, Ryuko, get in 
here too, before anybody thinks it’s a loophole in my house arrest!” 


She brought them to a nicely furnished living room, clearly chosen to fit two people’s views on 
style, but meshing them together in a loving way, with plenty of All Might memorabilia and framed 
photos of landmarks, all of them with Toga and a green haired boy. /T’S IZUKU! SHE DID IT! 
TOGA WON! With recognition came a big smile and she pointed at all the pictures, “Toga! You 


didn’t edit these and add the lad after, right? He’s legit there with ya? Well that’s pretty obvious.” 


“Yes! This one’s from Russia, this one’s Disney World, this one’s Afghanistan...” Jin felt amazed 
at how far the two had travelled, and he could sense some amazing stories to be told, but it didn’t 
seem like Ryuko and Shino shared his enthusiasm as they sat down on the couches opposite Toga. 
He did likewise, ready to learn everything. 


“So Jin! Do you want to tell me your side first? Or hear about my adventures?” Toga said, passing 
out a bowl of cookies that Jin started devouring instantly. 


“You go first! No, me, I’ve been through cooler stuff! Hey, we don’t know, it’s just we’re proud of 
having a girlfriend, you talk first!” Toga seemed even happier seeing him arguing with himself, 
which felt like home . 


She grinned like a wild animal and began, “Okay so I finally know what the fuck happened to my 
early life and why I didn’t remember much...You recall how we thought maybe it was some 
trauma? It was actually All for One and this other motherfucker, Pestilentia, but that’s skipping 
ahead so...Let’s take it back to when I was 4 years old and...” 


As she talked, Jin looked at her, comparing her to the memories. She had grown, in many, many 
ways. More mature, more confident, happier, with a sense of inner peace that had never been there, 
a sense of freedom in the face of conditions she could not control, like the ankle monitor she wore. 


There were more scars on her arms, and he assumed there were probably even more elsewhere, but 
most shocking of all, she was missing two fingers on her left hand, ring and pinky. When he asked, 
she smiled and said “spoilers”, and kept on going with an anecdote of “learning” languages 
through brainwashing methods that frankly horrified Jin and kept him asking if she really was 
okay. 


Piecing it all with what he had known in the League, it all fit together, and it was all pretty 
harrowing to hear, especially with someone he knew had been kind to him, shown him empathy 
when the entire world had shown him their backs. 


She talked for over an hour, detailing how she had been kidnapped by Ujiko’s thugs, traded off to a 
supervillain called Pestilentia and raised from early childhood to be an assassin, religiously loyal to 
Pestilentia, until All for One had asked his “friend” for an assassin for the League, and Toga had 
once more been traded like a fucking object, her memories muddled, and she was dropped at a 
hellish boarding school rife with discrimination and hatred, so she would “find her way” to the 
League organically... 


It made Jin so mad, so damn mad. Poor girl didn’t catch a break until the League, and then she lost 
even that. It broke his heart and he cried hard, like when he watched romance flicks with Ryuko 
and there was a breakup. But Toga soldiered on through the story, reaching the point where Jin had 
been presumed dead, bridging his own memories together, and continued with how she met Izuku 
Midoriya at Okinawa. 


He had listened to her, befriended her and helped her out of Okinawa, and then they had gone to 
find her family. “We did find them. Both the real ones, and the fake. Even Uncle Sekijiro was 
there, but I didn’t know back then. Izu-Izu did that for me...just cause I asked. I only fell in love 
harder and harder. But then he went off to kill All for One, and things...things got fucked up.” 


She told him about losing control, about how Pestilentia’s brainwashing and sleeper agent 
conditioning, paired with the erasure of her memories to join the League, had effectively split her 
mind. “Trauma can do that, my therapist says, but one part was loyal to them and...I spent the next 


year of my life assassinating All for One’s enemies, those he had wanted dead while in Tartarus. It 
was about two targets a month, sometimes three. I didn’t have much hope, but I talked a lot with 
Izu-Izu, on the phone and texts, and I found ways to...what do I call this? Get control?” 


“You better tell me how you did that! No, tell me, I’m the cooler Twice!” Jin said, hoping for a 
smile or even a laugh, but Toga looked away grimly. 


“She’s still in there. Weak, dead maybe, just a shadow...I fought her. Inside my brain, it was...I 
don’t know exactly what happened. Probably some chemical reaction inside my brain, but I killed 
her. If anything remains, it’s just...just a whisper, sometimes. But I won . Everything.” A smile 
appeared again, one filled with pain and loss, filled with a self hatred that Jin understood all too 
well. 


“T didn’t finish my list, though, not before I gotcaught .” Toga said, shaking the ankle monitor. 


“T don’t actually need to wear this on US soil, but the vending machine is in Japan, technically, I 
think... The Yanks caught me, I was annoying enough that they gave me a phone call, and I called 
Izu-Izu! It started with them blackmailing us, pretty much, but we talked them into letting me 
finish my list. They even helped. And then we killed the number two most wanted villain, and ever 
since I’ve made them my friends!” 


Jin shook his head, taking in more anecdotes that Toga threw his way about her espionage 
missions. She even showed some restraint , which she had never done while on the League. She 
had grown and become a big shot spy, that much he could see, but deep down she still was his 
friend, right? 


“..and that’s how a stupid ass, scheming, cowardly US General turned on Izu-Izu and me and we 
fucked up her army, base and escape route in less than an hour, got her to confess to treason and a 
huge conspiracy, with the number one most wanted guy in the world, so we indirectly helped with 
that too! After that there’s been a couple big missions, fun times...Oh, ’'m getting married, yeah!” 


“WHAT THE FUCK?” Jin said, all his personalities dumbfounded. 


Toga beamed at him and the two Pussycats, who had been politely interested in the whole story, 
Mandalay’s expression softening considerably when hearing about Toga’s past. Ryuko, though, 
looked frightened. Does she think I have something like that? That one of these voices is 
also...what did Toga call it, Remnant? Nah, can’t be, it’s good old fashioned terrible trauma 
breaking down our mind! 


“Yes! Izu-Izu and I are getting married in a few weeks! That’s my biggest news! So tell me all 
about your life, Jin, Izu-Izu and everyone will probably be back by then. Mandalay, Pixie Bob, 
want to stay for dinner?” 


“Oh, we’d hate to impose...” 


“T called delivery, the plates used will be disposable, Izu-Izu and I usually sleep late, oh and also 
Mamma Inko and All Might are joining for planning so your help would be great ...It’s more than 
okay, aunties! So don’t feel too rushed, okay? Tell your sides of the story, too! I’m really curious 
about everything.” Her gaze fixed upon Ryuko and for a moment, Jin felt angry, conflicted. /s she 
threatening her? My girl? But she’s also like a sister, and it’s right that she’d feel bad about being 
lied to... 


“Start please with how you found this guy! Was it right after Tartarus?” 


Another hour and a half passed, with Jin and his two friends explaining his new life. All along he 
felt his brain working faster, establishing connections and bridges, and he remembered even more. 
If I had known it was all buried so shallow, maybe...maybe...Nah, we had dreamt it all already! We 
now just have names for all! 


“And that is why I decided to keep the long hair and beard!” 


“Whoah...Somehow it all fits . Twice...you’re still you. Am I still me? The one you remembered? I 
mean...if you remember...” 


“Yes!” 


“Guess we somehow won? Even if we still live under the thumb of some shady fuckers?” Jin 
nodded in agreement and Toga continued, “Shino, Ryuko, I don’t blame you, okay? Secrets keep 
people safe sometimes. Now Twice, will you agree to be the Dude of Honour?” 


“YES! But what does one do?” 


“Maids of Honour plan the bachelorette, I think. Maybe keep the bridesmaids in check? We’ll 
research it. Now then, if that is agreed...Can I formally invite you to the wedding? All three of 
you?” 


Shino seemed to relax with Toga’s words. Honest and honorable, she had struggled a lot with the 
secret, it seemed, “We’d love to. But we were attending anyway! Just one question...can we bring a 
plus one?” 


“Sure thing! The HPSC is paying for your flight and hotel, so go wild, Pll just add them to the 
list.” 


“T ubh...’m currently single. Yawara too, he’s not too big into romance...one too many heartbreaks, 
you see? But Tomoko’s with Tensei lida, we were thinking it would be some nice brother time 
with Tenya in Hawaii...” Shino spoke casually, but at the mention of Tensei, Toga’s eyes had 
widened. 


“About that... The guest list is not yet complete, but it could be a bit...awkward.” 
“How so?” Ryuko asked, an eyebrow raised. 


“Oh it’s just a contingency, in case Izuku wants to invite people I hate... was thinking of inviting 
the Hero Killer Stain!” 


“Shinsou! Gimme that leaflet!” Mei said, swiping the “Heroic Best Man: All Might approved 
edition” from Shinsou’s hands. She quickly found out that the book was not actually authorized by 
All Might, and she was pretty sure that the hero had only been a best man at David Shield’s 
wedding...five years after the book she held had been published. 


“Tt’s like 50 pages long, Mei. Maybe “booklet” fits best?” Shinsou said, picking another one from 


the pile, “Look at this, a gossip mag from when Gran Torino first married.” 


“Ooh, prehistoric gossip!” In a second Mina had zoomed in from across the room, throwing herself 
onto the couch next to Shinsou. He caught her with one of his arms before she smacked her head 
against something...or maybe just to cuddle. Mei couldn’t quite gauge when he would do stuff like 
that. 


“We’re looking for stuff about Best Men, Groomsmen, and bachelor’s parties where they give 
invoices! Hatsume Industries could get tax exemptions if we play this right!” Mei said, beaming at 
the couple. They were gathered at All Might’s old house, at the study, looking for anything useful, 
as well as supposedly ordering stuff up...which was an unlikely result, given the chaotic nature of 
Mei and Mina, and Shinsou being too sleepy to convince them otherwise. 


“Man, I knew tech had stagnated a bit but fashion sure didn’t...look at this weird tux, Mei! Gross!” 
Mina said, showing Mei a page-sized picture of a groom. She imagined Izuku wearing it and 
promptly getting laughed at by a pack of CEO’s. 


“Thank goodness style has evolved!” she answered, before taking a deep dive into the book she 
held, reading some parts aloud, “...Wrangle the groomsmen...Check everyone’s got a tux, no 
mismatched...blah blah, I could fucking tell, book, don’t be so obvious...Oho! The bachelors party! 
Strippers, alcohol, gambling! Shinsou!” 


“Yeah?” He raised an eyebrow, already expecting some request related to brainwashing Mei. 


“If I try to gamble anything above ten thousand yen, like say...my company, my plane, or the souls 
of all my friends, can you stop me?” 


“Only cause you asked nicely. Who knows, maybe it’d be fun to have my soul earned by some 
poker player better than you...” 


“Good to know. Let’s go on...” Mei sped through the book, skimming over repetitive parts, taking 
mental notes about dress guidelines and expectations, differences between Western and Japanese 
style weddings, recipes for cocktails and prawns and buffalo wings, even suggestions of shoe in- 
soles to avoid foot fatigue. “Okay! I know what to do, simple enough! The groomsmen are you, 
lida and Todoroki, right?” 


“That’s right.” Shinsou replied, snuggled closer now with Mina, both of them having found books 
that seemed completely unrelated to weddings. 


“And [ll be a bridesmaid, with Ochako and Yaomomo! I think...Toga hasn’t confirmed it yet. But 
we’re closest to her! And well she did go against orders to protect me and Hito so, I owe her a bit! 
Oh! Nejire-senpai will go too, I hear! I still don’t know who the Maid of Honour will be, 
though...” 


“It’s a surprise!” Shinsou said with a little laugh. Aha! Then I won’t tell her either that it is Twice! 


“So Groomsman Shinsou...that makes me your boss! Call the others! We have stuff to discuss and 
a party to plan! I'll devote hmmm...let’s say...30% of my daily brainpower to this. Let’s give Izuku 
a good wedding!” 


He already looked annoyed at being bossed around, but Mei knew it was mostly for show when he 
grinned slightly and said, “Aye aye, boss. Leave it up to me so we can party in a quiet, comfy 
place!” 


“Mina, can I also boss you around? It’s honestly a lot of fun!” 


“Just for funsies, okay?” 


“Bridesmaid Mina! HAHAH!” Mei said, laughing haughtily like some fantasy queen, “Bring me 
ubh...I actually don’t have anything I want right now. Another book, maybe? I want to learn more.” 
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Dinner had been lovely at Toga’s place. Jin had met Izuku, for the first time as friends, not 
enemies, as well as his family; a short green-haired woman called Inko, and a lanky guy called 
Toshinori, that he had not recognized as All Might until Izuku had slipped and called him that 
instead of “dad”. 


It had been quite jarring, comparing the man with the vague idea he’d had before all the memories 
had been scrambled by talking with Toga, as well as comparing him to the new information he had, 
knowing he had been an enemy, too. Because All Might had never been a true person, in his mind, 
not a person with hopes and dreams and regrets, just a symbol, unrelenting, splitting up good and 
evil. 


In contrast, Toshinori Yagi was just...a dad. A dad fiercely proud of his son, very involved in his 
well being. If Jin could remember his own father, he knew he’d probably pale in comparison. Then 
again, it wasn’t too difficult to be better at parenting than whoever had raised him. Or maybe I’m 
an orphan and I’m being too harsh? Yeah, agreed, maybe we can save judgement until we know if 
dad is dead! He probably is, right? Right! 


And also pretty generous, given how much money he was forking over for Toga’s dream wedding. 
But then again he was All Might , the biggest hero in Japan, a goddamn millionaire or even 
billionaire; he had money to spare, and making his son and daughter-in-law happy seemed like a 
nice gesture. I hope he gives more to charity. Or at least lets polite thieves steal it! Shut up, you just 
learned today we were villains and now think about Robin Hood shit? Why not? 


Toga had ordered some food for them all, and it arrived around the same time as a short, stocky girl 
in mechanic’s coveralls and a couple kilos of machine oil, who everyone called Mei. One look into 

her eyes and Jin had instantly recognized the logo he’d seen around the house on various items, and 
that he recalled from before in some of the stuff that the Pussycats owned. 


He’d learned that Mei was his counterpart, as Izuku’s “best girl’, basically the best man but 
sending traditional gender roles for weddings down the drain, which Jin thought was fucking 
awesome. It was the 22nd Century, of course it was too limiting to expect people to choose 
someone of their same gender as their trusted friend and advisor! 


Mei was all business, quickly and concisely telling them several ideas she’d already come up with 
in the few hours since being chosen as the Best Maid. She talked like a marketing expert, but with 
the speed and gruff manner of an engineer. It was a pretty endearing combination that made him 
imagine some kind of hyperactive sales gremlin. 


Since she basically had it all planned out, they moved on to the guest list, choosing a number of 
their friends and colleagues. Jin was overjoyed to find out that most of the League had been 
approved to join, as well as all the Pussycats and the little boy they were raising, young Kouta. 
Toga then told them that a man called Aizawa was also included, by official command, along with 


his wife and daughter. 


Besides those, Toga’s uncle and secret brother, and Izuku’s parents, it was all open ended, and they 
soon had a sizable list that Mei anxiously compiled on a rugged little notebook. Jin didn’t know 
how many of those invited would be able to make it, given it was thousands of miles away in 
Hawaii, but there were still some weeks left to get ready, so maybe some would be able to clear 
their schedules in time. 


About half of the UA students from Izuku’s year were added to the list, as well as a trio of senpais, 
the Big 3. The old hero Gran Torino was invited, as were Hawks and _ half a dozen other pros Izuku 
had worked with. Some international heroes (and quite a few spies) were added as well, which had 
Mei hyped up about the possibility of using a long-range drone to get them their card and get back 

the RSVP. And some parents were added as well. 


In the end, Toga’s idea of a small wedding had been pushed aside in the excitement of sending an 
invitation to everyone they knew. 


There were some omissions, of course; Endeavor had not been suggested, even when the rest of his 
family had been (with plus ones), about a guy called Mineta they had not settled if he could be 
trusted at the actual ceremony and had been excluded from invitation for it, and, when Izuku had 
mentioned the idea, Toga had given him a look that said “we’ll have a talk about that later”. Maybe 
she still wants to torture that asshole Spanish Inquisition style? I mean, we kinda hate him too, 
right? Maybe not enough for torture, Twice...Enough to not invite to a wedding? Yeah! 


And another omission Jin had noticed was Hisashi Midoriya. All Might had suggested including 
him, but Izuku had quickly changed subjects, conspicuously taking a big interest in inviting some 
dude called Sero. Of course, Jin understood that there was some conflict there, clearly. And given 
Izuku’s look of shame when he changed subjects, it was probably something he was having trouble 
dealing with. 


But in the end the list had been ready, and the planning committee was adjourned. All Might and 
Inko had left first, giving Mei a lift back home. After a heartfelt goodbye and promises to keep in 
touch very regularly for all the planning, and to keep catching up with both Toga and Izuku, the 
door closed, and Jin was left with Ryuko and Shino. 


They had a lot to talk about, he knew. He didn’t know how to say it all, what to ask, how to handle 
the conversation. He thought he wasn’t angry at them, not really, maybe disappointed, maybe 
deceived. They hadn’t told him the truth. Had it been for his own good, to lie? Ignorance had been 
bliss, yes, but they’d also wilfully hid his past. 


“Tl... 1 wait in the car.” Shino said, awkwardly, not meeting his gaze. She scurried off quickly 
and he soon heard the door slamming closed. His eyes moved to find Ryuko’s, and she saw her in 
pain. Why...why are you the one feeling sad about this? Shouldn’t the sad one be me? I don’t know 
what to do, Ryuko... 


“Let’s walk a bit, okay?” Ryuko said. For an instant, Jin felt a deep, visceral fear paralysing him, 
and his first thought was that she would break up with him. The harsher voice in his head said 
good riddance, and that broke his heart. He nodded, as soon as he could control himself, but he was 
still afraid. 


They walked along the little suburban houses, their shoes making faint sounds on the sidewalk. 
The US embassy was close, and Jin could see the soldiers guarding it. Actually, they are Marines. 
Shut up, Twice, we are dealing with other shit, I don’t need your trivia knowledge. Ryuko and Jin 
walked in the opposite direction, away from the homes of the embassy personnel, and he looked 


up, seeing the moon. 


It wasn’t a full moon, but it was still pretty, surrounded by the brown clouds of Tokyo’s nightly 
light pollution. It reminded him of similar moons in the forest, when he’d been alone, and many 
other moons he’d watched with Ryuko, and it only confused him further. It had all been real, right? 
Or had it just seemed real? 


“T...[ need to ask, Ryuko. I need to ask what was real. What was fake. I need to know...I need to 
know why .” She walked another step, then stopped. Her shoulders shook for a moment, and when 
she turned to face him, he could see tears streaming down her cheeks. 


“T don’t know what to say to you, Jin. That I was selfish? I was. I was alone for so long and then I 
found you.” She sighed, “Or maybe you want me to say I did it for your own good? Maybe it was 
part of it. I don’t know.” 


“Selfish? I was lonely too, but-” 


“But I didn’t even help you remember that you’d been lonely too. I know your story, I know 
how...how everyone pushed you away before the League. They all thought the worst without even 
getting to know you. Everyone made you who you were, Jin and...I don’t know, maybe I felt guilty 
I couldn’t find you sooner? Maybe I thought that I could save you like this?” 


“Save me? Ryuko, I...[ have been happy, you’ ve given me a home, all of you, a family, a-” 
“You had already found a family, Jin. People who treated you well, who cared for you.” 


“You’ve been that too.” Jin rebuked. His mind was spinning, and he didn’t know where he would 
end up. It scared him. “You’re my family now, but...I don’t know, Ryuko, this is 
all...overwhelming.” 


“T...[ know, it’s just...Fuck, Jin, this was my mistake, okay? I thought I knew what to do, I thought I 
wouldn’t regret the choice. I...[ was so focused on how happy I was, how happy you made me, 

how happy you make me. I just saw how happy we were together and I thought maybe, you know, 
maybe that was the way to help you. Giving you a safe, clean environment and all our support, 
encourage the best in you. It was working, I thought. You’ve not worn your mask in years , Jin, 
and I thought...[ thought we were in the right.” 


Jin felt the world around him fade slightly and he could feel vertigo clawing at him, taunting him 
to fall. Fall physically, fall mentally. If we can’t trust her, what’s real? Can we trust our senses? 
Fall. Fall and SPLIT . “My...my mask. What...happened to it?” 


“You didn’t have it with you and...I only learned that you...I only learned why you used it later and 
by then you’d lived with us some time with no issues at all, so...[ never looked for it.” Ryuko 
wiped her eyes and grimaced, “Maybe I should have looked for it. Maybe that way I could have 
done something but...I didn’t.” 


“Ryuko, I...1 don’t know if I want the mask. I don’t want it, no, no! But perhaps I... could have 
made that choice myself? I mean...if it was even possible to find it, I could have...God, Ryuko, 
why did you take the choice away? With the mask, with my past, with all these lies?” 


“T thought it was the right thing to do! A fresh start, Jin!” 


“Was that right, was that wrong? I was a villain, Ryuko, was it because of that? Because of what I 
did, that you never told me?” Ryuko had turned all blurry, so Jin wiped his eyes with his hands. It 
hurt; his weeping eyes, the pit in his stomach, the feeling of sudden and unexpected change 


destroying everything he’d known in the last couple of years. The truth hurt. 


“Yes, you were a villain but...oh Jin. You’ ve done wrong, I know. I’ve known all along and I 
forgive you for all of it. A// of it. But you never lied to anyone. You never kept their history from 
them. Never told them “Oh, and a couple years back we tried to kill each other in a forest, and your 
people kidnapped one of my best friends and stole her Quirk.” That was ME! I’m supposed to be a 
hero , goddammit and I’m hurting someone I love, someone I trust with my life, someone I can’t 
imagine my life without. You’ve always been you and I...fuck me, Jin, ’ve never felt more at ease 
with anyone than with you, and I still have been hiding all of this from you! WE ALL HAVE!” 


“Wait...Ragdoll. Ragdoll’s Quirk? The kidnapping? I...I still don’t remember, I...Oh god I’m so 
sorry...” Jin felt his own tears burning down his face. I’m not the only victim. Sure, they lied, but I 
hurt people. Helped kill people, helped kidnap a kid. My clones have killed. My clones have tried 
to kill me. ’'m not innocent, maybe they were right? Maybe it was...would I still have loved her, 
knowing everything? Of course, right? Or...not? 


“Jin...Look, it was too good to be true. I was absolutely smitten, okay? I...I still am. I’m in love. 
That is real, and that hurts the most, you know? I’m in love, even knowing all you’ ve done. I’ ve 
made my peace with that but...but not with me...with us lying to you. We lied to...to try and have a 
fresh start. I know it was wrong. But you’re good , Jin. Your heart is in a good place and I...I didn’t 
want your past to drag you down, to take that away, to take you away.” 


“T don’t know what to say, Ryuko, this...” She’s right, it was a second chance. We’ve been good. 
I’ve been better. I’ve helped new friends. They didn’t want me to face...NO. That was MY past to 
face, they had no right! “I...am not okay with being lied to. And for so long. How...how can I know 
what you’re telling me now is the truth? How, Ryuko? I want to believe you, so much! L...[ want 
nothing more than to hug you and say it’s all alright. But it isn’t! I don’t... don’t know how to...” 


He started to sob, and he felt his forehead scar hurting. We could split. Let go, Twice...Fragment 
yourself, multiply. Let go...maybe the pain will leave with one of us. Maybe we can take all the 
rage, all the fear. No...this is MINE. “Jin, 1...” 


“Ryuko...look into my eyes. Please.” Jin said, his calmer side winning. She met his eyes, but it was 
very painful. He struggled, between his own pain and feelings of betrayal, and seeing the girl he 
loved so distraught. “I don’t...I don’t care why the others did it. I...1 don’t know if forgiving you is 
the right thing to do or not but...I have to think and I...I can’t right now. I just want to know...if 
nothing from outside had pushed this...this revelation, would you have told me?” 


Her eyes widened and she hesitated for a moment. He didn’t know what to feel, but his chest felt 
hollow, and he wanted to run away, to be back in the woods, alone again, and cry until sleep took 
him.Then she nodded, and his heart shook again, and his choice became even more difficult. “Yes. 
I would have told you. I would have found the way. I...[ had started thinking that...that it would 
have been the best. I want you, but I also...god, I also think it’s so wrong to keep you away from 
yourself .” 


Unable to resist anymore, Jin hugged Ryuko. He hugged her because she was upset, because she 
needed it....but also because he needed it. He felt lonelier than ever, even the voices in his head too 
hurt to butt in. He needed human contact, he needed touch. And he needed so much more, but a 
hug was a start. “I don’t...[ don’t even know who I am right now, Ryuko. I’m...I’m scared. I feel 
cheated, I feel betrayed but...I don’t want to be alone. I don’t want to be away from you and...and I 
also know you lied. I don’t know how to trust you right now but I also don’t want to let go.” 


“T think...[ think I get it. I don’t even know if I want you to forgive me but... don’t want you to 
leave me. I love you , goddammit. “ They hugged for a long, long while, and when they separated, 


Jin didn’t feel at peace. He felt broken. But his need for love won over his desire to escape and flee 
from the situation. He had to face the truth, and its consequences. They all had to. 


“T love you too, but... don’t know what to do, what to think. I don’t know if I can...forgive this. 
Accept it. Start again. But... don’t know. I need to think, Ryuko. We’ll talk again, okay?” 


As they walked back to the car, he knew he couldn’t forgive Ryuko, not right now. He didn’t know 
if he could love her and mistrust her at the same time, but she was still his home. There was a lot to 
think about, too much, even. But at least he’d have Toga’s wedding and all the parties associated to 
distract himself. 


And he’d need to talk. Talk to Toga, talk to Ryuko, talk to everyone else. He’d need advice, he’d 
need help. And he would not be afraid to ask for it. Deep down he knew he wanted to work things 
through, to live happily ever after. But would that be just a dream? Were they right, and his past 
had now erased the future he could have had with Ryuko, all in the name of some morality he had 
never considered too much? 


He didn’t know. But with some help, he hoped for the best. 


The parked car smelled of old cigarettes and recent fast food, some greasy burgers they had 
devoured earlier, picked up when changing the shift. It had only been a couple of days, but Hakurin 
had already set up everything around watching the houses. 


He had eight people in total, counting himself, and four cars, two per house, in turns of four hours 
each. His closest allies, his friends, were orphans like him, but the other five had joined up later, 
and had their own reasons for wanting All Might, Izuku Midoriya, or any of their associates dead. 
The one with him now, a short stranger who insisted on being called “Ghost”, was in it just for the 
money, with someone paying them to be there. 


With a mask and voice changer, all they had ever seen of Ghost were their hands, which they could 
turn to blue plasma and shoot them like grenades, sticking on people or objects and exploding. 
New hands would grow in a few minutes, so Ghost was much more useful in roles that didn’t mean 
direct combat...and it also meant they spent hours on end painting their nails after every attack, or 
so they claimed. Attacks or not, Hakurin had definitely seen them paint their nails at least fifteen 
times, and now he found it somewhat relaxing. 


Knowing somebody else paid Ghost didn’t do much for fostering trust, but if they had the same 
objective, that was all that mattered. “Got movement, chief.” Ghost said, taking Hakurin’s mind 
away from musing about nails and masks, and back to the target; a camera feed on a tablet Ghost 
was holding. 


The camera was small, cheap and wirelessly connected to the tablet, and the resolution was good 
enough, but their main reason for choosing it was that it looked like a brown beetle and it could be 
piloted rudimentarily up a tree and thus avoid parking right out of the house. 


The house was Midoriya and Toga’s, in the diplomatic area of Tokyo, right next to the US 
Embassy, so it was a terrible place to strike, and the main objective of their surveillance was to 
find a better place. They had discovered the location using the tracker on Inko Midoriya’s van, 
before it had fallen off in a highway, leaving them with just two locations to stake out. 


“Y ou’re certain that nobody can pick up on the feed?” 


“ Hatsume could, if she knew to look for it. Either her or some hacker she buys, could probably 
track this. But there’s thousands of modems here, and with the embassy right around, even more. 
Nobody would check.” Ghost’s modulated voice reassured him slightly, but Hakurin couldn’t help 
feel that his entire mission was amateur. 


Because it was. He was the leader because he was the angriest, the one with the plan. The joiners 
had no wish to plan, just to kill, and he was fine with that, but he lacked the experience. He hadn’t 
killed yet, had no real background as a villain...and that, too was why they had joined. Until they 
attacked, all their records would be clean. And if Hakurin’s plans turned out right, they’d go back 
to obscurity after changing the world. 


“Hatsume...what’s the deal with her, anyway?” 


Ghost scoffed, “Her ego is gigantic. It’s made her enemies. Enemies with a lot of cash, a lot of cash 
that I want. I’m not telling who, though. Be creative, think it over. Who else is invested in hero 
gear and all kinds of inventions?” 


“No fucking idea. I just want All Might to suffer for all he did.” 


“Hurting Midoriya’s the easiest thing to hurt All Might and Hatsume. So you’ ve got me on your 
side, Mr. Iconoclast. Shit, did you pick your name reading Byzantine history or what?” 


“We’re killing an icon...I think it works, Ghost. Now who moved?” 
“All Might, Inko and Hatsume. Back to Musutafu, I assume.” 


“Team 2 will tell us if they arrive at Inko’s. Grease and Runt will keep an eye. Wait...the Pussycats 
are leaving now too. No. They stopped. One is going for the car and the others are walking around. 
Fuck...are they having a heart to heart?” Hakurin frowned and poked the tablet a few times, trying 
to adjust the brightness setting. 


The camera didn’t have night vision or sound, it was basic as hell, and it made night surveillance 
entirely dependent on street lights. That’s what we get for buying from the lowest bidder. Shit’s 
probably made to catch cheating wives and husbands, not keep a watch on spies and pro heroes. 
Fuck. 


“Yeah, crying and hugging and we can’t skip past it. It might take a while. We’re not likely to get 
anything new from Toga and Midoriya tonight, so...call it a night?” Ghost said, their voice tired. 
Hakurin knew just a few things about the person behind the voice, besides the nails, the mercenary 
attitude and the black, featureless mask, and he could count them with a single hand, keeping a few 
spare fingers, even. 


One of those facts was that they could eat a hamburger in about two bites, fix their mask and turn 
around without revealing a single inch of their face. It was impressive. 


“Hell no. They’re planning something, I know it. And it probably will be our way in. Some picnic 
in a park or a trip to a movie theatre...All we need is them all in the same place. All of them or as 
many as we can get. All Might, Bakugou, the League of Villains, Midoriya...Kill them all, kill 
them all in the same place!” He felt his anger boiling, remembering everything...and he just met 
Ghost’s emotionless, flat black mask. 


They cocked their head a little snad said, “An opportunity will present itself eventually. And ’'m 
being paid by the hour. No hurries. Just stay angry, Mr. Iconoclast and...what the fuck is that-” 


Someone landed on top of their car. In the darkness of the parking lot, Hakurin couldn’t see their 
face or even their entire body, only their eyes, sharp and piercing. Hakurin knew it was a hero, 
instantly. A hero who had landed softly, without damaging the car, and met his eyes. 


It was a bad place to be in. He was a villain, with evidence of stalking people all around him. If 
they checked his phone, they’d find even more, they’d even see his plans. And most damning of 
all, he had a gun hidden under the steering wheel, just in case. 


Now was the case. 


Hakurin reached for the gun. His Quirk would only poison Ghost and burn the car’s insides, so it 
was his only option. Ghost’s hands were already balled into fists, quickly dissolving into balls of 
hot plasma, lighting the car’s interior with a soft blue glow. 


And they saw the hero. His features were sharp, his eyes were merciless, and his outfit was not the 
one he usually wore; black tactical gear, black tabi boots, gloves...and a sword. Even hiding his 
identity, Hakurin knew who he was and a grin flashed across his face as his fingers tightened on 
the gun’s wooden grip. 


But the hero was much, much faster. Way too fast. The only thing Hakurin had seen be faster had 
been All Might and All for One...He was outmatched. The car’s windshield took a single cut and 
exploded to pieces, it had to for the hero to just move inside, right? 


The gun only barely managed to leave the leather holster when Hakurin felt a stabbing pain on his 
neck. He dropped the gun, feeling sluggish, looking at the sword with fear. No...they can’t kill us, 
not before All Might...not before revenge... 


Ghost’s hands had stopped glowing, shrouding everything in darkness. Hakurin looked at them and 
saw a syringe stuck in their forearm. The hero had been fast, too fast, and now held his sword to 
Hakurin’s neck. It looked light as a feather, he mused, watching the hero’s deft hands keep it an 
inch away, even as Hakurin started nodding off. 


“Someone wants a word with you.” The hero said. Hakurin wished for a single ounce of energy to 
pick up the gun and fire...but all he could do was close his eyes. 


“Wake up.” A voice sounded, tearing through the muffled mist of sedatives that overwhelmed 
Hakurin’s body. His ears felt numb, and when he blinked, all he could see at first was gray. 


“Wake up. My time is valuable.” The voice spoke again, with more of a hurry. Hakurin blinked and 
took a deep breath, trying to centre himself. He saw that he wasn’t blindfolded, and that his mouth 
was not covered. That’s a start. His hands were numb, and his wrists hurt, somewhere behind him. 
Blinking again, he saw that he was in a grey room, with a heavy steel door that seemed sealed 
airtight. 


In a sealed environment, they could just let him die to his own Quirk, before he could escape, so he 
was at their mercy. He focused on the voice; it was altered digitally, with a much finer, and 
probably more expensive, voice changer, when compared to Ghost’s. 


He couldn’t tell if the speaker was a man, a woman, or neither. He just knew that their voice was in 
a big hurry. “Ah, you opened your eyes, good, good. Let’s check for any damage from the 


sedatives... You know the name of the hero that caught you? He wasn’t wearing his usual, but they 
say you have some knowledge of heroes. Who was he?” 


Hakurin cleared his throat, feeling as if his tongue was two sizes larger than it should have been, 
but he still managed to speak, “I know who he was. I’ve seen him in the Billboard Chart events, 
and on TV. On commercials and talk shows and everything. And his eyes...I focused on the eyes of 
them all, they’re all killers. I can see it! His name...his name is-” 


“Oh don’t spell it out. He works for us, directly.” 


“Who is us ?” Hakurin ventured, knowing he’d get no answer, or at least nothing helpful. It was 
likely some billionaire keeping pro heroes as bodyguards, like decadent Romans would keep 
gladiators. With how many pro heroes there were that were solely motivated by the almighty yen, 
Hakurin assumed it could very well be the case. 


But one of the top ten? That only lowered his opinion of heroes further. 


“Concerned citizens. People who take issue with stalkers and peeping toms. Your best possible 
allies. You choose, Mr. Iconoclast.” Hakurin froze. Nobody called him that outside of his 
crew...had word spread? Or was there a traitor? Or maybe...maybe the hero had been on top of their 
car for a while, before revealing himself and swooping down like a bird of prey? 


“Allies? How...why? What are you offering?” 


“Information. Just information.” Hakurin looked around, moving his head as far as he could, 
finding speakers to his right and left, producing binaural sound. Otherwise the room was barren 
and grey, with no mirrors or windows, and the roof taken over by a LED panel glowing a soft, 
greyish blue. “I won’t offer you support, or funding. Your little quest piqued our interest, and we 
want to see it unfold, but without intervention.” 


“You’ve got at least one pro hero that strong on your side, why don’t you do this yourself, then? 
Why don’t you kill All Might and all his loved ones, and everyone that once served All for One?” 
Hakurin answered. Again, he didn’t know what to expect for an answer. 


There were a few seconds of silence that Hakurin used to further examine his conditions. He still 
had his clothes and shoes, but he couldn’t feel his cell phone or wallet in his pockets. He was, most 
likely, fucked, unless he cooperated with the voice. 


“To put it simply, we have other things to do with our time. We had someone keeping an eye out 
today and...well, lets just say that the beetle camera you bought at Pervs R Us wasn’t as well 
hidden as you thought, and your car doors have never been airtight. My man has sharp ears, and 
you spelled everything out.” 


So they haven’t been following us. It was a coincidence. They were following the Pussycats, or All 
Might, or maybe Hatsume, and they stumbled unto us. And I thought nobody was there, and 
rambled on and on and on...I screwed myself over, didn’t I? “Alright, alright, our gear wasn’t up to 
speed, thanks for noticing. Now...can we speak clearly? You say you want to help us with 
information, what kind?” 


“There will be an event .” The voice almost seemed to smile, even with all the layers of cloaking 
hiding it. “An unprecedented event. A wedding.And most of the people you want dead will 
attend.” 


“WHAT? How do you know? Is that even possible? The people who fought for All for One and 


had a hand in the tragedy, them too?” 


If the voice had shown their face right then, Hakurin knew they would have been smiling. “Yes, 
quite a few. Shigaraki, Dabi, Mr. Compress, Spinner. Even Twice, who is not quite as dead as the 
newspapers said. Do you want the full guest list? All the heroes you can try and kill, take your 
revenge on?” 


“Yes! YES! Tell me, tell me all. Tell me your price, tell me how much this information will cost 
me!” 


“You’ve already paid with your time, Iconoclast. The rest...consider it a freebie. A test. We want to 
see how you do against them, see who kills who.” 


Hakurin was grinning. /t’s a fucking miracle. Some psychos with more money and power are just 
handing me this opportunity, this event... can break the Symbols. I can avenge them. I can take 
them away, See their legacy crumble! I WILL smash the ICONS! “How will I get the information?” 


“When you wake up, there will be an invoice in your pocket for a car mechanic, Monkey Miyuki’s. 
A nearby place, the hero who nabbed you saw it in the way. Your windshield will be good as new, 
and everything’s paid in full. In the glovebox you will find the names of everyone confirmed for 
the wedding, as well as a list of people who might attend.” 


“Alright, that’s perfect. I... am in your debt! When I kill them, I will find you and thank you and-” 


“No you won’t. Better think up a plan to save up for the plane tickets, Hakurin. Now breathe in 
deep...” Hakurin saw a green gas start floating upwards from some vents on the floor, and he knew 
it had to be a knockout gas. He hoped it would hurt less than the injection, and he took a deep 
breath, trusting the voice blindly. They had given him hope, even if it was a trick, even if it was a 
trap, he’d give his best. 


He drifted asleep, feeling exactly as he had when he’d had his tonsils removed as a kid. A slow 
count from ten would see him through...But then he heard a voice on the speakers, distant, only 
caught by error by the microphone. “Prepare observation teams | and 2, have everyone ready...” 


“So the elephant in the room...Are we gonna talk about it?” Toga said. It had been about half an 
hour since everyone else had left, and the two were sitting in their living room couch, lit by the 
soft, warm glow of a simple lamp. The rest of their home was dark. 


“Tt depends. Is it about not being sure about inviting my dad?” Izuku asked. The half light 
reminded Toga of their days in Okinawa, lit by glowsticks and the small rays of sunshine that crept 
through the rubble. But he’s hotter now! 


“Not really what I meant, but sure! What is that about, Izu-Izu?” 


He gave a sigh and pushed back a lock of green hair away from his forehead. “Reconnecting with 
him is...difficult. It’s just... he doesn’t insist. He reached out first but now...I don’t know if he is 
doing it on purpose, or if it was the bare minimum, but I don’t like having all the initiative with 
Hisashi, Himiko. He...Do you think he’s made the effort?” 


“You mean enough of an effort to get an all expenses paid trip to Hawaii? No. Not at all. If you 


want him out of this, I support you, but...must be pretty embarrassing for him to see it all, isn’t it? 
How he decided that his only role would be giving your mom money for you and not the rest of 
being a parent, and now All Might is doing both those things?” Toga let out a short, harsh laugh. 


She didn’t care much for Hisashi Midoriya. She didn’t outright hate the man, even if his neglect 
had affected Izuku markedly, because he was just such a non-entity . She’d met him and been 
mostly unimpressed, and the half-hearted attempts to reconnect with his son seemed mostly 
Izuku’s doing, taking time away from moments he could spend resting, or with friends, to see that 
man and try and get to know each other. 


If Izuku hadn’t felt positively about that, Toga would have suggested ending all visits and cutting 
off Hisashi from his life, but it had helped Izuku. He’d been a bit more confident and every time he 
met Hisashi he looked happy about it...but the time between meetings still had doubts and 
decisions. He could still choose to end it and let the man drift back to obscurity. 


“Yeah...[ am not sure how he feels about it all. He...I think he just focused far too much on the 
expectation to be a “provider” but...the months where he sent nothing just made it feel like he 
didn’t even care for that at times. And now when I meet him, he...How much of this is just me 
showing off everything I got now, without him? And how much is me trying to bridge the gap?” 


“Ts...1s it that bad? I mean, look at you now! Look at all you can be proud of! You’ ve got a career 
he never supported, your mom’s happy, you’ ve got a ton of friends. You’re an entrepreneur with 
Mei’s company, you know most of the top ten heroes...” 


“And I’ve got you.” Izuku said, smiling softly and getting closer to her on the couch. Even with 
years together, it still quickened her heart and brought some blush to her cheeks to be so close and 
feel his breath on her neck. 


“Damn right you can be proud of turning someone like me into uhbh...I wouldn’t say ?’'m 
honorable or respectable but...[ break less laws now?” Toga said with a giggle. She reached out for 
him, her hands idly rubbing his shoulders. He’d changed back in the First Response warehouse, so 
he wasn’t all sweaty, but it wouldn’t have bothered her much if he had been. 


“So we invite him? Spend some time in Hawaii with him, a couple hours, maybe, and then just 
have him be a guest? Tell him “Hisashi, you didn’t have time for me for fourteen years, you don’t 
have the right to be there’? I really don’t know.” Izuku said, letting out another sigh. “I don’t like 
treating this as something people “deserve” or not, Himiko, I...1 want the day to be about us and 
that’s what matters most but...” 


Toga smiled softly and gave him a kiss on the neck, giving it a playful nibble with her fangs. 
“Sleep on it. There’s a lot of time to decide. Mei can send the invites in two weeks if we need, we 
can distract her with some gear tests or something if she gets impatient.” 


She didn’t know what made her feel so calm about everything. Even the anger she knew she might 
show in just a few moments, when they addressed the actual issue, felt tempered. It wasn’t a gut 
reaction, there was reason behind it. Jt feels like the calm of a mission, of being behind someone 
without them knowing, of getting close and choking them unconscious... 


“Yeah, I guess you’re right!” Izuku said, smiling tiredly. He’d already told Toga about how his 
day had included some particularly exhaustive materials testing with Mei and a villain fight against 
three goons, which was more than usual for a daylight patrol. So she moved even closer and 
hugged him, and they stayed in silence for a short while. 


But there was still something more to talk about. 


“IT know you don’t want to have Kacchan there, Himiko.” Izuku finally said, separating to face her, 
backing up slightly as well. 


“That’s right. I don’t.” 
“T...1 think I know why. We’ ve...we’ve talked about why you-” 


“Hate him? Yeah. We have talked a lot. I don’t really have many more reasons beyond the ones 
I’ve told you. I...1 know you don’t want us hating each other, Izu-Izu, I know and I think I can be 
polite and all but...fuck, not in our wedding.” She didn’t want to budge or have her mind changed. 
Bakugou had no right to be there, not after all the damage he had caused, not after how much 
Izuku’s self esteem still showed the scars of a decade of bullying and abuse. 


Maybe they’d talked things over, and Izuku had forgiven Bakugou. What they had gone through 
when battling All for One had definitely changed things drastically. That was good enough for 
Himiko to not murder him on principle, after having killed his loved ones in front of him. Hurting 
Izuku consistently and deeply was not something she would forgive, or forget. 


She could be professional, even polite and cooperative, if Izuku asked her too. But she knew that 
there would never be mutual respect. In Bakugou’s eyes, she was still a villain, still unredeemable, 
deserving of nothing but prison or death. And in Toga’s, he’d gotten off lightly with the few bones 
Izuku had broken. Instead of suffering, the fucker had ended up with a new friend. 


But more than anything, she respected Izuku’s choice. It had been his battle, his trauma, his 
struggle. Toga could get angry on his behalf, could nurse a grudge forever, but she knew that it 
didn’t help him at all to do so. Maybe she could eventually let go. Most of the time she barely even 
thought about her hatred anymore, it was just the guest list bringing it up, so she knew that she 
might eventually forget... 


“T don’t want to be a goddamn bridezilla about this. It’s just that...the bad blood is mutual, Izu-Izu, 
even if I kept my cool, he could start trouble and you know that my first instinct is to cut off his 
thumbs! That way he’d never be able to fully control his Quirk again!” 


Izuku didn’t react to the cruelty in her statement, he just shook his head, thinking for a moment. 
When he finally spoke, he held Toga’s gaze with determination and a calming, soothing tone, 
“Tf...1f I talk to him, if I get him to just be there, be quiet and not make a fuzz, if he doesn’t even 
talk to us, would it be okay?” 


Toga considered it. In her mind, she felt conflict was inevitable. That Bakugou would say 
something like “Hah, you’re both just as broken and insane, you’II never last!”, or imply that she 
was taking advantage of Izuku’s kindness, or insult him in any way, shape or form, and she would 
do something she would regret, ruining her wedding and maybe even her life in a moment of rage. 


She feared that such a rage could connect her to who she had been, the brainwashed child soldier. 
The bloodthirsty assassin who had taken over when All for One had spoken, and had enjoyed 
killing and hurting as much as the blood it caused. 


And she feared that her own opinions would slip her mouth, if he didn’t cause the fight. That she’d 
speak about how he was a priviledged shithead that had life served on a silver platter, with his well 
off parents and a Quirk that made everyone overlook his flaws and instantly gave him a position of 
leadership and power over others, that all of it was based on a genetic lottery. 


He hadn’t chosen to be born with a Quirk like that, no more than Toga had asked for hers, or Izuku 
had asked to be born without one. And yet Bakugou had been beloved and admired, Izuku had been 


a pariah, discriminated against because of something he had zero control about. And Toga had 
been kidnapped and raised as a killer, simply because her Quirk was useful for an assassin to have. 


It was not fair, it had never been so. 


Izuku continued, plactingly, “If we put him and his friends at a table far away from ours at the 
meals? Don’t interact at all in the party and during the hotel stay? I mean, I had already decided to 
not have him as my best man from the start...1t was never really an option.” He gave a short, 
awkward laugh, and clasped his hands together, looking at his scars. 


“And neither was him being a groomsman. I want him there to see a new step in my life, to 
acknowledge it. He... don’t really aim to compete with him anymore, but he still thinks about it 
and...” 


“And this is rubbing it in his face how happy you are. Smart.” Toga said, realizing that it was the 
exact same thing she had mentioned in regard to Hisashi Midoriya. Hatred gives tunnel vision, 
tunnel vision gets you shot. Did you say that, Anna? Or was it old Texas Red? I don’t recall, but 
they were right . 


“Not exactly. I...1 want to show him something. That I can be a hero and have a family, that even 
with everything I will still be the number one!” You want him to witness this. He thinks it’s a 
handicap, marrying and having a family and all the volunteer work you do, all the charity, and 
you'll show him how wrong he is. 


“Tzu-Izu...you never, ever disappoint.” Toga said, grinning and showing him her fangs. 
“Tt’s...my reasons are really selfish, Himiko. I know they are, but-” 


“Don’t be a dummy, Izu-Izu, you’re doing something more than being selfish. You’re humoring 
the bastard. You’re acknowledging his competition, showing him you’re doing it your own way! 
I... think I see why you want him there now.” 


His face lit up slightly, and Toga felt her face grow as warm as the light in the living room, “So 
you’re okay with it?” 


“Fuck no. I see your point of view, but I’m still opposed. Fucker can watch this all from your social 
media feed, if you ask me.” She saw Izuku’s face fall slightly, and pressed on, attacking with her 
counterproposal. It’s a good opportunity, Izu-Izu, I know you’ll see it, and agent Anna will find 
some use for it... “But Ican accept!” 


“Yes?” Izuku asked, raising an eyebrow and his smile returning slightly, but with a certain allure. 
A certain /ewder allure. His mind was already thinking up ways to bribe her, she knew! 


“With some compromises! First, I want to know what we are supposed to do if he starts shit . I can 
hold my tongue and not call him a privileged, idiotic piece of shit with anger issues, but if he 
starts?” 


Izuku nodded calmly, “Dll talk with him about this. He’ll know what I expect of him. If he still 
tries to fight you, to fight us ...P 11 deal with him.” 


The way he said it stirred something inside Toga, something that was very anxious to get the 
conversation over with and go have some fun in bed. “Oh? That sounds so interesting, what will be 
your methods?” 


“T ubh...I could break his arms?” Izuku said, trying to keep a straight face, but when Toga started 


laughing, he joined her. 


“Deal! So far ’'m convinced but...I also want to add another guest. My only other request.” Their 
eyes met. Toga knew that Izuku might as well say no to her offer and she’d end up accepting 
Bakugou attending anyway; given the bedroom eyes Izuku was giving her, it simply wasn’t her 
interest to keep discussing. 


“Sure, anyone you want!” 
Toga’s grin grew, turning downright evil, “Anyone, you say? I want Stain to be at our wedding.” 
Izuku’s jaw dropped, “The hero killer Stain? Himiko, are you serious?” 


“Yes! And for several reasons! First, I used to really admire Stain and haven’t met him, but you 
have and he liked you, so we can both see him again and he will probably be happy for us! Next, I 
really want to see him talk with All Might...all his rhetoric about fake heroes and how All Might 
was the only real one could change if he actually knew him, don’t you think?” 


Izuku nodded slowly to her words, his expression changing from shock to curiosity, “That...that 
does sound interesting. It...it isn’t going to let me go, is it? This gnawing need to see how that 
would play out...” 


“Next reason; if anyone at the wedding tries something stupid, Stain can give a speech or 
something. He can make a scene, a big one. And that wouldn’t be on us, not completely at least.” 
And Id very much enjoy him calling out the flaws of every hero in attendance... 


“And, if he tried to make a run for it, there’s you, the Pussycats, Aizawa, my uncle, all of our hero 
friends...It will be safe.” 


“Safe, and he will get a chance to talk with All Might, and with us and...Himiko, we’re inviting 
Tensei lida...” Izuku’s face suddenly grew pale. “He...he doesn’t seem like one to hold grudges, 
but Tenya...and Uraraka...” 


“T'll talk with Ochako.” Toga said, feeling her voice turn sharper. “I think we’re on good enough 
terms that she’ ll Jisten but...It might end up being a conversation with our fists.” 


“T hope it doesn’t come to that but...oh, Himiko, this guest couldn’t be more difficult, could he? I... 
am really curious to see him again, though. And this could be a good chance, yes. I don’t know if 
it’s worth the trouble with our friends but...but you gave me your compromise. I accept this, and 
you accept my guest?” 


Toga reached out with her hands, touching his face and neck, “Yes! I do! I accept!” 


“Then I accept too! We’ll deal with everything later, okay? Now let’s just...let’s just head to bed, 
okay?” 


“T thought you’d never ask!” 


Chapter End Notes 
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“You heartless, insensitive bitch.” Ochako said, looking straight into Himiko’s eyes. They were 
sitting facing each other at a dining table at the Team First Response base, the only ones around. 
Ochako had earlier spent a few hours testing some new gear Mei had crafted for her, which was 
still in the trial stage, and Himiko had shown up right after she’d changed. 


Mei had quickly excused herself, then, eager to test some new materials with Momo, in the team’s 
workshop, so the two girls had been left alone.And then Himiko had told Ochako everything about 
her wedding plans, and, worst of all, her guest list. And how she wanted Ochako as a bridesmaid. 


“Did you think this through? Did you, Himiko? What the fuck are you thinking?” Ochako asked, 
filtering out the worst of her anger. She had many, many issues with Himiko’s plans, far too many 
to count, if she was honest. Only now she was learning about the whole thing, and it was digging 
out deep grudges and resentments, and Ochako only saw red. 


But she kept most of it in check. She would be the bigger person here and not fall prey to her own 
anger. All I wanted, all those dreams, you’re just appropriating them so casually , Himiko. And 
there was also the fact that they were friends. 


Maybe not the closest of friends, not like Tsuyu or Tenya. She was slow to forgive Himiko for all 
she had done, slow to understand her, but Ochako thought she had finally cracked it...Only for 
Himiko to come up with a childish, unreasonable, even dangerous plan. Their hard fought 
relationship, that slowly earned trust, could break at any moment now. 


“Of course I thought things through, Ochako.” Himiko answered, her eyes narrowing. Did you 
expect me to just laugh and nod? Grin as you talk about inviting the guy who left my brother in law 
in a wheelchair for years? “Is Stain attending the big problem?” 


“You don’t understand, do you? It’s not just that. Not by a longshot. It’s a series of things that piss 
me off, a series of details that show how little you’re caring for others, for the people you’re 
inviting to this. Open your eyes, Himiko, look around you. Deku is letting you do this because he’s 
in love . He’s not being objective, he is just giving you what you want. So someone needs to tell 
you that you’re crossing the line.” 


“And that someone is you?” she asked, her thin smile curling into a snarl. “You do Jove telling 
things straight, don’t you? You love telling people how you feel about things and not bottling them 
up until they explode, do you? Tell me, then.” 


Ochako had to take a deep breath before continuing. Her first instinct was to grab Himiko by her 
hair and slam her head unto the table, but she let that go. Identify where the anger is coming from, 
Ochako...how much of it is resentment? How much of it is anger that she is marrying Deku? That 
she is doing it in Hawaii, which was your dream once? Let go of that, let go... “I changed that 
about myself, Himiko. Started accepting things, got smart about my own feelings. That’s why I can 
tell you’re making mistakes.” 


“How so?” Himiko asked, coldly, fiddling with her prosthetic fingers. Those fucking metal fingers, 
she always slams my head with them when we spar. Sparring had been their first language of 
friendship, back when anger still burned hotter, before they talked like civilized people. Will we 


fight now? I can beat some sense into her, if it comes to that, though we’re too evenly matched to 
know for sure. 


“T won’t even touch the subject of Stain yet. Or your villain friends. But...first things first, the 
venue. Did you know? I said, DID YOU KNOW?” 


“Know what?” Himiko asked, genuinely confused. You knew everything about me at one point, 
didn’t you? How to get under my skin, how to beat me, how...how I felt, how I reacted to life, how 
everything inside me worked...Don’t play dumb. 


“You knew. You fucking knew. Don’t lie to me, Himiko Toga, don’t tell me you didn’t know how 
much Hawaii meant to me .” The confused expression on her face turned to focus, to all the pieces 
fitting together. 


“Y ou’re taking that personally? How does me getting married there change things for you ? You 
can make all of your fucking dreams come true, Ochako! What stops you?” Himiko said, her voice 
low, dangerous. When she slammed her fist on the table with a metallic clang, Ochako half 
expected her to have stabbed the table with a knife that she was sure Himiko was carrying. “What 
stops you, Ochako? Money? I'll give you everything I earn from my next bounty. That is how ’!m 
paying for your ticket to Hawaii, for your parents too, if you want.” 


“That’s blood money.” 


“Only if I kill .Do you know how many people I have arrested peacefully? Convinced to walk with 
their hands up? How many villains have I taken down without a single shot fired, a single throat 
slit?” 


“T don’t care.” Ochako said. “Hawaii...it meant a lot, okay?” 


“We’re friends. You’ ve said that, I’ve said that.” Himiko said, the words making Ochako second 
guess herself, consider how selfish she was being. “Does a whole archipielago get tainted for you, 
just cause I’m marrying your highschool crush there? If the funds offend you so much, Izu-Izu can 
just ask All Might to pay your part. I didn’t know , Ochako. I didn’t remember that fact about you 
and...and I’m sorry about it.” 


She sounded honest in the last few words, a little hurt, too. She’s right. I’m telling her how she’s 
making mistakes, but it’s all subjective, it’s all things that bother me . “‘It...it’s not that. It’s...you’re 
right on that. It pisses me off...and it shouldn’t.” 


“T’m not taking your dreams, Ochako. I’m living mine . Help me with it. I...goddammit, I will 
listen. Your opinion has value, okay? I wouldn’t be here getting yelled at if I didn’t care.” Himiko 
said, and Ochako felt a little bit worse, deciding to keep herself objective and forget the idea of her 
dream wedding being usurped. Taken, just like she took Deku, just like she took her freedom in her 
own hands, instead of facing consequences. Taken, like the friendship I have given her....God, I’m 
an idiot, am I not? 


“T am still not happy about it. I’m not bringing my parents to this, no. That trip, that one has to be 
me. Thanks for offering that, but no. Have you thought about how many will be unable to go? It’s 
pretty far, Himiko. A whole ocean away, in fact. Tourist attractions are expensive, restaurants near 
the beach always hike their prices. The logistics of getting all of us there-” 


“Are getting handled by people that can drop me by airplane six miles away from any villain 
hideout with less than a day’s prep. And I’ve been to that hotel already, Ochako; it has an all you 
can eat buffet. The research has been done for months . As for people who can’t go? Izu-Izu and I 


know it is a reality. That many won’t be able, and it’ ll be really sad to miss them, but the people we 
really want there have already confirmed. Honestly, the only person I was still missing with an 
RSVP check was...you.” Himiko said, her voice back to a usual calmer tone, the one she’d used 
most often after her year in the world assassinating villains. 


“Tm going. Whatever my misgivings, no matter how much I call you an insensitive bitch... want 
to be there. especially with my doubts about the whole...the whole “inviting villains” bit.” Ochako 
said, placing her hands on the table, careful not to touch it with all five fingertips. 


“T...I didn’t expect you to say that, honestly. And...I probably deserve getting called insensitive. My 
idea of adding Stain was just...just pushing back because Izu-Izu convinced me to accept having 
Bakugou there.” Himiko almost spat the name; the animosity she held for Bakugou had only 

grown with the years. 


How much of that is the nightmares, Himiko? They changed you, how much of that vindictive 
streak was Himiko Toga, and how much was the sleeper agent? Himiko had told Ochako the 
whole story a few months after the mission against Pestilentia, and that moment of vulnerability 
had probably done the most for Ochako to keep on reaching out to her. 


But she knew Toga had nursed her grudges for a long time, and with her new job as a hitman, it 
probably only got worse. When your day job is to hunt people and kill them at times, how does it 
affect your anger? Your hatred? “What even is your problem with Katsuki? He treats people 
rough, but as equals, never underestimates his friends. He has some issues with his temper, but you 
do too. Why all the hate?” 


“Equals?” Himiko snorted, “That’s a good word, yeah... When have you seen him treat someone 
weaker than him with respect? It has to be earned, isn’t it?” 


“T...I guess?” 


“Didn’t they teach you that all people deserve respect?” Himiko said, her voice low, her eyes 
dangerous, “That’s what Izu-Izu got taught, he’s told me so many times. Me? I don’t even 
remember anything before the Tselinoyarsk Institute, and a child soldier ain’t getting taught 
respect . But for a hero?” 


Ochako didn’t respond. Deep down, she knew there was some truth in her words, that even with 
Katsuki’s growth, most of his closer relationships had only earned his respect through strength. But 
once the respect was there, it remained for good! How could she explain that, make Himiko 
understand? “He only stopped looking down on you because you got this close to beating him.” 
Himiko said, reaching over the table and bringing her fingers together, almost touching. 


“That’s...that’s reductive and you know it, Himiko. He is a good person.” 


Himiko’s eyes went wide. “You don’t see it all, do you? You knew all along how he treated Izuku? 
How he hurt him? Him and many, many others?” Do you realize how much of a hypocrite you’re 
being? Two years back you were murdering people , and Katsuki was becoming better, kinder! 


“He changed! He apologized, and Deku accepted it! He wants Bakugou there, Himiko, you 
shouldn’t be getting angry on Deku’s behalf. He’s an adult, for god’s sake! Give him some credit!” 
He’s been a good friend to me. Listened to me, helped me, rooted for me. If I didn’t have Tenya 
and he didn’t have Kirishima, we could...maybe...he is worthy. He has surpassed his sins. 


“Tzuku is...he’s better than any of us can really get. And I know I shouldn’t , I shouldn’t take on the 
role of keeping a grudge he doesn’t keep, just because he won’t...Ughhh...” Himiko looked 


genuinely conflicted. Maybe if I bring Deku into the conversations more, I can get her to change 
her mind more and more. It’s Deku, after all, he has done so many amazing things... 


“Deku would want you to just enjoy the day, Himiko. To let go of old anger, start anew, that kinda 
thing. I guess I never got it, myself, and he probably wanted me to be less hateful myself, bear less 
grudges. I try that, now. Tenya and I try. But with Stain...I have to get angry on Tenya’s behalf. On 
Tensei’s. It’s a fucked up thing to do, Himiko.” 


“You see? We’re so damn similar! We hate, we begrudge, we take it upon ourselves to do it! So 
different, and yet we’ve always been alike, huh? I protest against having a bully that ruined a 
decade of Izuku’s life, you protest having the man who ruined almost three years of Tensei lida’s 
life. It’s not the same at all, and yet, it is.” 


“Shut up.” Ochako said, glaring at Himiko. “One of these days you’ll have to fix things up with 
Katsuki. Even if I have to drag you both by the hair.” 


“T'll deal with that, one day. And don’t worry, it won’t involve me poisoning Kirishima and 
making Bakugou look!” Himiko said, with a grin that didn’t reach her eyes. 


“If you did that, you’d lose everything. You’re not that stupid.” 


“Of course not. I will fix things one day, with words , but not at my fucking wedding. That day is 
for Izu-Izu, that day is MINE. I’m not sharing it. So, if he wants to make a scene, I have Stain. 
Stain can cause the biggest scene .” Himiko clicked her metal fingers, looking satisfied with her 
explanation. 


“You think that is clever, don’t you? That Stain will comply and be quiet, until you need him to 
mouth off at someone you dislike? You think it will be that simple?” You don’t even know the 
man, Himiko. I don’t think you can control him, use him. 


“No, I don’t. And I know he considers half of you to be fake heroes. So my goal is to change his 
mind, too. Have him talk with everyone, let him know how wrong he was. And when it’s done, 
when you’re satisfied, when Stain has questioned his beliefs and ideals, he goes back into the pit 
we’re taking him out of. Deal?” 


“And if he tries anything? Escaping, killing?” Ochako asked. Himiko shrugged and, in a flash, her 
knife appeared. She twirled it around dexterously, moving it with the ease and grace of a butterfly 
knife...but she was wielding a heavier combat dagger. She had once explained each and every one 
of the knives she owned, but the name of this specific blade eluded Ochako’s memory. 


“T haven’t told Izu-Izu or Agent Anna about it but... have one lingering question about Stain. Am I 
good enough to kill him in a fight?” Her eyes flashed under the light of the dining room’s lamps, 
full of violence and death. “If it comes to it, ’Il do it myself, Ochako. Trust me.” 


Ochako was speechless for a long moment. How the fuck does one answer to that? “So your 
answer to all my doubts is “if the dog turns rabid, [Il put him down’? Himiko, you’re only talking 
about getting more blood on your hands. That...that can’t be the solution.” 


“T wouldn’t let it be my first option. Or the hundredth. But if it has to be done...” 


“Enough. Stop it already with that dark talk. If the main goal is for Stain to talk with everyone...T’ll 
talk with Tenya. He...he has his ups and downs, getting over this, so...A chance to spit on Stain’s 
face, prove that he didn’t break the Iidas? Maybe.” As Ochako spoke, Himiko nodded, satisfied. 
She’s too clever, getting on her side like this...Bitch. My friend’s a massive bitch. Who is right this 


time, in a way. Also extremely wrong, and it will bit you in the ass... 
“Will you be a bridesmaid, Ochako?” 


Ochako gave an amused huff. With the conversation getting so tense she’d almost forgotten. “Sure. 
The best way to help you make less mistakes is being involved. But you are buying my dress, got 
it?” 


Himiko twirled the knife again and made it disappear into its sheath under her clothes, and grinned, 
“That sounds like a fine deal. We’ll go together! Mina already picked her dress, you know?” 


“Do we do it right now? Or would you prefer to spar a bit first? ’'m still pissed off at you, Himiko. 
And my fists might speak a language you understand easier.” 


Himiko laughed heartily, then let out a breath, “It always makes us feel better, doesn’t eat? 
Pummeling each other? Choking me out till I tap out? Kicking you so hard it leaves bruises? I love 
it 


“It feels honest. More direct. Almost...almost like we lived in some shonen manga where people 
can’t talk without fighting.” Ochako said, feeling a small smile start to appear. She’s stubborn. And 
her people have already given the okay for Stain. The only way to remedy her mistakes is to be 
there. I have to be that hero, save her from her lack of judgement in her anger. 


“T’d love to take you on your offer, but I can’t today. L..?’m visiting my uncle. And my brother....” 
Himiko said, looking down. Ochako knew it was difficult for Himiko to see her blood relatives, to 
try and be the niece and sister that those two had lost, to fit in with a family she still only knew 
briefly. The allure of seeing her found family for her wedding seemed to be pushing Himiko away 
from her biological one. 


“Good luck with that, then. I think Mei wanted to do some more tests with me and...honestly I was 
hoping for any excuse to leave...” she said, letting out a laugh, “Maybe I'll ask Tsuyu to rescue me 
from it!” 


“You do that...bridesmaid. By the way, you know how the Maid of Honour usually leads the 
bridesmaids and all that jazz?” 


“Yeah...you haven’t told me yet who she is. Mina has been quiet, too, said it would be a 
surprise...Who is she?” 


Himiko smiled, showing her fangs, looking feral. “I’ve chosen a Dude of Honour, and he is 
Twice!” 


The house felt tense, with auntie Ryuko and uncle Jin staying away from each other, very 
obviously. There had been some kind of fight between them, Kouta knew, something much more 
dramatic than Shino’s breakup with Mr. Shimano. Something had changed, and it was stuff he 
couldn’t understand too well. 


As much as he liked considering himself a grownup, almost a man, Kouta felt every bit the kid that 
he was when faced with adult drama that went over his head. Of course he knew that love could be 
messy; he’d been around back when Shino and Aizawa had been a thing, on and off, for a while, 
before he’d ended up dating Ms. Joke seriously and eventually marrying her. 


But the sad, interrupted stares? The silence? It was all weird and he didn’t like it. Somebody had 
lied, he guessed, and it had caused it all. 


He hoped that it would get fixed. That uncle Jin would smile again, and do that fun thing with his 
two voices arguing about dumb stuff, like the toothpaste flavour he’d choose at the store. That 
auntie Ryuko would be absolutely embarrassing again in public, making everyone uncomfortable 
with all those displays of affection for Jin. 


He hoped for it, but there wasn’t anything he could really do. He was only eleven, and he’d 
focused on having good grades and working with his Quirk to be a hero, not some adult therapist 
like auntie Tomoko or the lady who’d talked with him after his parents had been killed. 


He didn’t remember her name, only her kind words, and how angry he’d been at them. He hadn’t 
wanted to be soothed and calmed, he’d wanted them back . His mom, his dad...He’d been so angry, 
SO, SO angry, at the villain, at heroes, at everyone . So he’d hated that therapist, refused her help, 
even tried insulting her with all the curse words he knew. 


And when Deku had saved him, changed his mind about heroes, he’d once more gone to therapy. 
But it had been with someone else, and he’d never gotten the chance to say sorry. 


Is it something like that with Ryuko and Jin? That they can’t say sorry? Maybe they said ugly stuff, 
and now they are too proud to take it back? Man...I really shouldn’t be trying to fix this stuff in my 
head, right? 


He paced around the house again. With the decent resources that the Pussycats had, they had their 
mountain headquarters and a couple houses, including a beach house in the south. The house in 
Tokyo was the least spacious one they had, so he had walked around it in a few minutes. 


Jin was in the guest room, working at a computer, looking sad, focused and excited, all at the same 
time. Ryuko and Tomoko were both busy with research work, and Shino was out patrolling with 
uncle Tiger, probably the only calm person in their strange, wonderful family. Nobody was using 
the kitchen, or the living room, and it made it all seem a bit empty. 


He was used to loud noises, laughter, boasting. The Pussycats were wild, it was in the name, and he 
hated seeing them so sad and lost. He wished he could tell them cool words, stuff that Deku would 
come up with, but all he could come up with were simple sentences from his Grammar homework, 
which he’d finished an hour earlier, and those would help no one. 


“This sucks.” Kouta said, freely cursing without his aunt around. “It’s bullshit. I wanna hang out 
with Eri instead, I’m just a kid, I can’t help much.” He picked up his phone, which Shino was very 
insistent on him carrying around, for safety, and he sent her a voice note, cause he preferred not to 
get her kind lectures on how he mixed hiragana with katakana in his texts. “I’m gonna go to Eri’s. 
Be back by sunset, auntie. Bye.” 


Next he picked up a sweater, his backpack with a couple action figures, and most important of all, 
his cap. It had been a gift from his dad and, when he wore it, he felt that he was still around, still 
looking over him, feeling proud. Jt’s probably a really dumb thing to think, but...but Pll think it 
anyway. And I'll keep my cap when I become a hero! 


“Sweetie, be careful on the train, okay? Send a message to the Aizawa’s first, please!” Shino had 
replied, in a voice note too. Tiger would probably scold her and tell her it was only enabling Kouta 
and furthering his lack of experience with texting in Japanese. Well, I’/l learn some other time. I'll 
ask big bro Deku, he always seems happy when he gets texts, even when it is at weird times and 
have pics of foreign food that sis Toga sends. 


It had taken a few meetings for Kouta to start trusting Toga, after going trick-or-treating one 
Halloween and a lot of convincing on Deku’s part to let him and his girlfriend be Kouta’s 
babysitters at times (which he didn’t need, as he was almost a man grown, but he still enjoyed 
playing and talking), but in the end he’d come to like the blonde villain turned secret agent. 


She was usually chill, even when she was constantly armed with at least one or two hidden knives, 
and, while their public affection was gross, it was clear that she and Deku loved each other, and 
were good for each other, in some way. I wonder if they’ll ask them to babysit while the grownups 
figure out their issues? It would be fun, might finally beat Toga in All Might Ultimate Tournament 
8: Gran Torino’s Mech Suit Pants. Maybe even big bro. And Eri must join too! 


Given that the Pussycats moved around the country quite a bit, he’d not seen Eri in a while, and he 
worried that at some point he could end up moving more permanently to another city or region, 
and not see her in a long while. At least until I return and join UA! It’s the only school I want to go 
to, I think she will, too. 


The thought of studying at UA made him grin as he walked towards the Aizawa house. The old 
dude would probably not be his teacher by the time that happened, but he had helped a few times 
with math homeworks and history, for example, and he could be very kind and understanding; hero 
class with him was probably a walk in the park! “Uhh...Mr. Aizawa? It is Kouta. I’m coming over 
to play with Eri!” he said into the phone, and a few seconds later got a response. 


“ Sure, Kouta. Emi is at school so I’m cooking dinner. If you have any homework left, we can take 
a look.” Kouta read the message and felt a shiver run down his spine, realizing he had never seen 
Aizawa cook and had mostly eaten takeout when visiting. The old dude’s pretty nice to me, even if 
he’s a serious dude and barely ever smiles. Wait...I'm a bit like that too, haha... 


The streets of Musutafu were among the safest in Japan, especially so close to UA. “A suburban 
dream town”, the lady selling the house that the Pussycats now used had said, when they were 
looking for places. Kouta thought she had been ridiculous, and talking pure nonsense, but it was all 
in all a pretty nice place to live, and the elementary school wasn’t that bad, either. 


Mostly because Eri and Satsuki Asui studied there, and they were his friends from before, and that 
Katsuma and Mahoro Shimano had joined too, Mahoro in the year above him. Mahoro was...she 
was pretty cute, he had to admit, even if he currently thought girls were gross. She was a bit bossy 
and didn’t like heroes that much, but she made him feel shy and clumsy and embarrassed. 


But then again he felt even more embarrassed and shy when he remembered all those little kid 
games where Eri and him played “house” and they were the mom and dad, or when they told 
Aizawa that they would get married... That was so gross! So instead he tried thinking about ways 
to convince Mahoro that Deku was much cooler than Ground Zero. 


She and her brother had come to Musutafu after that typhoon All for One had set off had ravaged 
their home at Nabu Island, after the Pussycats had rescued them, and their dad had later on started 
something with aunt Shino, but that was gross adult stuff, all he cared was having new buddies. 
With their little crew of five, school was always a blast. 


All of them (except Mahoro) wanted to be heroes at UA, and all five of them were certain that they 


would study there. And for that they needed two things; to pass the written exam, and to pass the 
practical one. Kouta had no idea how the practical exam worked, all he had were vague anecdotes 
Deku had told his friends about “zero pointer robots”, that he’d not really listened to cause Eri was 
doing funny faces that time. 


She could make the funniest faces, if Kouta was honest. Emi, after marrying Aizawa, had really 
take the role of mother to heart, and somehow that included teaching Eri a few thousand jokes, 
puns and pranks, most of which she was unwilling to do, as they were too nasty, but one time she’d 
caught Katsuma with an absolutely masterful whoopee cushion prank, and Kouta had laughed so 
hard he’d cried. 


It was so difficult to see Eri without a smile nowadays. Life had really improved. Being an orphan 
too, Kouta understood her pain, even if their circumstances were different, even if they didn’t have 
the vocabulary yet to express how he knew what it was like. And, as gross as it was to him, if 
someone asked him “Hey, Kouta, who has the nicest smile?”, he would always say Eri. 


Shaking those embarrassing thoughts away from his head, he rang the doorbell at her house. A few 
seconds later, Aizawa appeared, grim faced like always, wearing a hideous pair of pink sweatpants, 
a faded black longsleeve and an apron with Fatgum driving a giant hamburger with wheels printed 

on it. Just as usual. 


“Hey.” Aizawa said, with a little nod. 

“Hey.” Kouta replied, returning the nod. 

Aizawa looked at his backpack and raised an eyebrow, “Homework?” 
“Nah”, Kouta replied, “Just a few snacks.” 


“Remember that sugar addiction is highly illogical, kiddo. Change your shoes, Eri’s at the living 
room.” Kouta thanked the old dude, gave him a fist bump, and changed his shoes as instructed, 
then moved into the house comfortably, knowing every nook and cranny. 


When it had just been Aizawa and Eri, the place had been a mess, with clothes and toys and papers 
everywhere. And for a while after Emi had joined, the chaos had become even worse, which had 
shocked Kouta, who had imagined that they height of disorganized homes was auntie Ryuko’s 
closet. 


Thankfully, at some point they had sorted it out and now it was pretty clean, closer to aunt Shino’s 
room or big bro Deku’s. The only thing out of place was a couple of cats sleeping in the hallway, 
instead of their expensive beds. 


He found Eri at the living room, looking at a video on her tablet with a lot of focus, that made her 
frown and pout a little. “Oi.” he said, as a greeting, joining her. 


“Hey, Kouta! What’s up?” Eri asked, keeping her eyes on the video. It was animated and showed a 
wedding, which made Kouta remember those old games, and he fidgeted uncomfortably at the 
thought. “Oh, this? Haven’t you heard?” 


“Hear what?” he asked, looking at the video as they talked in a simple language about what a “best 
man” was. Clearly the best man is the one who is the better hero, duh. He looked at the title, 
“Explaining weddings for kids”, and it made sense what the video’s content was, but he was still 
confused. 


“There will be a wedding! We’re invited! You, me, my parents, your family! And it’s at the 


beach!” Eri said excitedly, as if somebody had mentioned candied apples within a mile of her. 


“Ughh...do we really have to go? It sounds boring!” Kouta answered, and got a little punch in the 
shoulder for it, that he laughed off. 


“Yeah we do! We’re getting jobs for it!” 
“Jobs are for adults!” Kouta said, even if he constantly thought he was pretty much one anyway. 


“Aaaaand there will be APPLES!” Eri added, with a feral grin that she had adopted either from Ms. 
Joke or sis Toga, or perhaps some other wild beast. 


“So they bribed you. Cool. Will they give me merch?” Kouta wasn’t especially materialistic, but 
he could not refuse quality items, especially when they were made by Mei Hatsume. She’s THE 
coolest non-hero, to be honest. He was probably biased because Mei gave him a lot of prototypes 
as gifts, though, whenever he visited them. 


“Yeah probably...” Eri said, waving her hand casually. Then she swiped back on the video, 
showing two kids, one in a suit and one in a dress. “These will be our jobs! Flower girl and ring 
boy!” 


“Ah so I'll be like that barefoot dude from those ancient nerd movies bro Shinsou likes?” Kouta 
quipped, as the video explained that it was basically bringing the rings over to some dude with a 
hat and the two getting married. The flower girl, meanwhile, held a bunch of flowers, then gave 
them to the gal getting married, and then she threw it at the audience for some reason. 


“You give some respect to Mr. Frodo, Kouta!” Eri said, giving him another light punch at the 
shoulder and laughing happily. Kouta couldn’t help but join. They watched the rest of the video, 
with Kouta imagining they would do those jobs for some friend of their families, some old dude or 
lady, maybe even in their thirties, extra ancient. 


But then he realized it was dumb to just assume that, so he said, “Hey Eri? Who’s getting married? 
If our families are guests, it probably is someone old as hell, right? Is it uncle Mic?” 


“Nope.” Eri said, with a grin that was 100% Aizawa, that looked right on her face, as if she had 
been born as his daughter and not just been brought together by chance. “The ones getting married 
are big bro Deku and sis Himiko!” 


Kouta was absolutely shocked . Getting married was for old adults, not young, badass ones like big 
bro! Finally, he decided silence was not enough, and that only bro Kacchan’s words were enough to 
describe the confusion, “What the fuck?” 


Toga had visited her uncle Sekijiro a couple of times recently; one to tell him about the wedding, 
the second to invite him and her brother, Koichi, and this one she hoped to hear their response in 
person. 


It was still very weird to have them. To have an actual, literal family, with shared blood, with the 
biological bond that she had never expected to find. It was difficult to accept them, to feel accepted 
by them, to know she was far different from the idea they had of her, not as Himiko, but as Ako 
Kojima, the little girl who’d been kidnapped and taken away, and raised as an assassin. 


Her whole identity had been a source of grief. Two names, one serial number, dozens of aliases, 
each of them associated with memories and feelings. With Ako she only had faint memories of 
love and tenderness, a nebulous recollection of her parents. With 98, she had torture, knowledge 
and fighting, a whole childhood stolen and replaced with violence. 


And with Himiko she had the League. She had her exile, and killing twenty five people for the 
dead villain All for One. She had the mission to hunt Pestilentia and avenge everything she’d lost 
on his orders, and then she had all the rest...And she had Izuku. She had changed everything, and 
that was why she had chosen to keep the name moving forward, even when she’d been given the 
chance to change it. 


“So...uncle?” Toga asked, sitting at Vlad King’s living room, scratching one of his dogs behind the 
ears, “Did you get a chance to think it over?” After about half an hour of small talk, headpats for 
the dogs and other polite stuff, Toga had decided to finally ask the question she had wanted 
answered. 


“T did!” Sekiyiro said, smiling softly. On another couch sat Toga’s brother, Koichi, who also 
nodded. “I think we can attend, though airplane fares are a bit expensive on a teacher’s salary!” He 
laughed, and it only made Toga feel more at home, which was only stranger. Why do I feel so 
reluctant to visit, but when I’m here it’s all alright? 


“T still haven’t graduated so I can’t really put money for it...” Koichi added. He looked so similar 
to Toga that it was eerie, yet they were very different too. Koichi was still held back by guilt, and 
his trauma had left him with many nasty side effects, like anxiety and nightmares, while Toga had 
mostly fought off her trauma directly and it was less apparent... 


“The HPSC are sponsoring the Aizawas and the Wild Wild Pussycats, so...why not volunteer for 
that, too?” Toga offered. 


“And be there as a safeguard against your guests ?” Sekijiro answered, shaking his head. “Ako, 
Ako...I won’t lie; I wish you hadn’t invited them, not the League and especially not Stain, but it 
was your choice to do, and...and I wouldn’t like being the government’s face against them, okay?” 


Toga considered her answer for a moment; it was a much nicer, warmer answer than she had 
expected, much more thoughtful towards her imprisoned friends. Js it cause he has had to grapple 
with the concept of me being a villain before becoming who I am today? Does he give them the 
benefit of the doubt, like he has done with me? 


“In that case I can get your plane tickets, or you could take Mei’s plane to Hawaii?” 


Sekijiro’s face immediately turned pale, “Normal plane, please. Hatsume is...not a safe pilot...” 
Toga couldn’t help but laugh out loud, while the dogs around the house barked happily. With the 
big garden behind and the dog houses being pretty much full-on kennels, it was a Jot of barking. 
“And we’ ll need a dogsitter!” 


“Yeah! Count us in!” 


Toga nodded, mentally adding the expenses to what she would be spending from her bounties 
collected, her bonuses and her salary, which thankfully still left her with some breathing room for 


unexpected costs such as extended hotel stays, or someone cancelling and needing to change stuff, 
or simply wanting to buy some tasty burgers. 


“Awesome!” Toga said then, clapping her hands together, “In that case, would you like to know 
how it is all planned, so far?” 


They nodded and she told them about all the little details that she and Izuku had worked on, and 
what Inko and All Might had suggested, plus the comments of Agent Anna and the insight she had 
on the HPSC’s moves. 


In the end she decided to take her leave before the next meal, not wishing to impose, even when 
they mentioned she’d always have a seat at their table, which of course made her feel guilty. J wish 
it was easier to see them, to have more energy for it, to give them the sister and the niece they 
missed all along...I feel so selfish focusing on my found family so much in my head instead of 
them...But they never needed me, and with the League, I can change things? Fuck! 


She checked her ankle monitor was in green, said her goodbyes, and started to walk off... “Ako!” 
Koichi’s voice called out, and she stopped at the outer gate. 


She waited for him to speak and catch up to her, and saw he was alone. “Wait, just a moment. L...I 
wanted to ask something.” 


“Sure.” Toga said, trying to keep her tone cheerful. She suddenly felt tired, and wanted to leave 
already. 


“Tt’s about...about Stain?” 


Toga had to keep the annoyance away from her voice. After the discussion with Ochako earlier, 
she was completely done with the topic. “What about him? If he makes you feel unsafe, if any of 
my fa-” Toga saw his eyes go wide as she started to say “family”, and he looked hurt. “If any of my 
friends try anything, it will be dealt with. And they won’t.” 


“Tt...it wasn’t about that.” Koichi answered, averting his gaze. “I... was curious about his ideology. 
You...you had been a fan, right?” 


“Once, yeah.” Toga said, “Now...now I know it has never been so black and white.” 


“Do you think...do you think that, if he talks with Izuku or All Might about it, I could record?” 
Koichi asked, which took Toga by surprise. 


“Record? That...that would be...interesting.” And if it goes public? If the world knows how much 
Izu-Izu is a man of values, of integrity? They will know, but this could make it happen even sooner, 
even better! 


“Uncle used to talk about Stain and how his students had reacted to him. Hero students. I...I got 
curious, too. In fact...’m curious about meeting everyone . Shigaraki, Dabi...I have heard their 
names a lot and...I know I am nota hero, I don’t really know much about the business, but...’m 
curious!” Koichi’s face was lit up with the same kind of energy Toga knew from her own face, 
their features acting so similarly... 


“You'll meet them all, brother! And they’Il all accept you, just like they accepted me!” 


Chapter End Notes 


Thanks for reading! From now on this fic might go either weekly or biweekly! See you 
soon! 


The RSVP Reveal 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


It had been a couple of weeks since Hakurin had been spotted and taken by a hero, waking up to 
find himself contacted by a mysterious benefactor, instead of a jail cell. He was still a little shocked 
at everything, from the attack to the benefactor’s digital voice, to the fact that he had made it 
through the ordeal without shitting his pants, to the fact that they had actually repaired his car’s 
windshield, as promised. 


The guest list had been a godsend, and had allowed him to change his strategy somewhat. Now he 
knew exactly who could be there; half of Deku’s UA class, half a dozen pro heroes, most of the 
League of Villains, absent Kurogiri, probably to avoid easy escapes. It was a list of strong fighters, 
and only a well planned strike would be able to kill most...But if it worked, it would kill everyone 
he wanted. 


It would fulfill his revenge completely. 


All he needed was a gas mask and for the wedding to happen in an indoor venue, and his White 
Phosphorus Quirk would torch them all. It would be cruel, it would cause pain. It would be what 
he wished for, every day since that fight at Kamino. 


When All Might died watching all his loved ones choke and burn, it would all be set right. 


But there were many moving parts; the pro heroes included Eraserhead, who could cancel his 
Quirk and break half the bones in his body without blinking once, and the entire Wild Wild 
Pussycats team, who included a hero who could control dozens of earth constructs, and with a 
beach nearby, it would be a big threat. 


Then there were Deku and all his friends. They had a very dangerous set of powers, which were not 
fully disclosed by hero guides, but checking back on UA Sports Festival footage gave Hakurin and 
his crew an idea of exactly how strong they were. And it only made it all more dangerous. 


One person had left the plan since they’d gotten the list. Kazuhiro Kitami, one of the mercenaries 
that had attached themselves to the project. A former Yakuza from Osaka’s Sotenbori district, 
Kitami had been all boasts and bragging, loudly proclaiming how he’d kill a dozen heroes by 
himself...until he’d heard who they could be. 


He hadn’t waited until the list was confirmed with the RSVPs, or even given the crew an 
explanation. The bastard hadn’t even left a text; he’d left in the night, taking all the loose change he 
could find. It had left everyone pissed off, on top of being apprehensive about the attack, and there 
was only one way Hakurin knew to fix the mood before it dipped even further. 


Having called everyone back to the apartment they used as a base, Hakurin waited until they were 
all sitting down. Ghost had brought a couple boxes of pizza, and everyone had a slice in hand, 
waiting for him to speak. 


“We’re all feeling a bit down, right? We lost a few hundred yen we had here, we thought that guy 
was trustworthy, or at least honorable enough to tell us he would leave. And we’re a bit nervous, 
now that we know that our best opportunity to kill those we want to kill will also be very 
dangerous.” He paused, took a bite of his own slice of pizza, giving Ghost a nod. 


“It’s not something we can half ass. It’ll be difficult to match our powers to theirs, in case I fail the 
first attack. I can’t promise full success, you see? There are many ways it could go wrong. So, how 
about we stop moping around? Enough tears on your faces! Remember why you want them dead, 
for fucks sake! Let’s brainstorm the how of killing them, alright?” 


Grease and Runt, his childhood friends and fellow orphans, hooted along with his speech. They 
were the least daunted by the possibility; they had nothing to lose. Grease, legal name Aoi 
Shinoda, had lost her mother to rubble caused by the “United States of Smash” shockwave, and 
ended up in foster care, as her birth father had walked out on them from the start, and her 
grandparents on both sides were dead. 


Runt, legal name Sadao Matsubara, had gotten his name from the age of three, when his Quirk’s 
side effects had shown up and he’d suddenly grown to be six feet tall and as strong as a full grown 
man, and his parents had jokingly called him the “runt of the litter”. 


With parents and brothers on his side, he would have grown up to be a hero, but all of them had 
been killed when All for One had unleashed his might against Best Jeanist, and Runt had only 
survived by holding the rubble above him for a full day. 


Grease had a Quirk better suited to gardening; her presence made soil richer in a ten foot radius, 
while Runt had strength and resistance augmentation along with being almost twelve feet tall now, 
with a Quirk he had called “Big”. 


“So we can send Runt against Deku.” Grease suggested, “You can probably survive a few seconds, 
right?” she said, elbowing the big guy in the stomach. With her being only five foot five, they were 
a very unique pair to see, but they got each other, and Hakurin too. 


“Yeah, I think I could match him. What’s your idea?” 


“T shoot him!” Grease said, finger guns in the air. With a useless for combat Quirk, she had soon 
opted for guns, both pistols and rifles, which she could easily get for the crew. “He’ll be wearing a 
tuxedo, those ain’t bulletproof....” 


“Not unless Hatsume designs it and makes it a support item.” Ghost said, joining the 
brainstorming. Their slice of pizza had been eaten while Hakurin had looked away, so none of their 
face had been revealed. “If it was, could he shoot him in the head?” 


“Yeah.” Grease answered confidently. “How about you?” she said, pointing at one of the mercs, a 
nondescript woman from Hokkaido who had a few murders under her belt, called “Datura” by her 
friends. 


“Maybe if I get close.” Datura answered, patting one of her shotguns. “Actually, I have always 
wondered...Was All Might bulletproof? In his golden age, not as a lanky skeleton.” 


Her words spawned half an hour of heated discussion, with Datura and the other two mercs, a guy 
with reptilian features and decked in gold chains, called Sobek, and a foreigner, Joao dos Santos, 
the Rio de Janeiro Ripper, who hid augmented prosthetic limbs under his baggy clothes, arguing 
that All Might was bulletproof as a side effect of his power. 


Meanwhile, Hakurin, Runt and Grease argued that he definitely was vulnerable to bullets but he 
had simply been too fast to get shot. Maybe it was a way to diminish the man that had caused their 
misfortune, to tarnish his legend even if it was just in the eyes of three mercs, but it felt good. And 
if it had been so for All Might, it had to be for Deku. 


Ghost didn’t speak, simply watching the exchange while painting their nails. The freelancer hadn’t 
yet told Hakurin what they had experienced when captured, and he didn’t quite know how to 
approach it yet. 


“Guys, guys...I think we’re going in circles now....We’ve been at this for half an hour?” Hakurin 
said, as Datura suggested that All Might could tank a railgun blast with his pecs back in the day. 
More and more she was considering her motives as more suspect, and questioning possible 
backers. 


While Ghost had outright stated they would not reveal who had ordered them to kill or damage 
Hatsume and her loved ones, Sobek had revealed he was taking revenge against the League of 
Villains on behalf of a villain group they had decimated and Joao openly bragged about being 
employed by some pirate king at Roanapur, Datura had simply stated she had a grudge against All 
Might and not elaborated on it. 


“Right, maybe we can accept that 99% of the people at the wedding will be killable with bullets?” 
Grease added, to which everyone could agree, “And how about getting ant-” 


Someone knocked at the door. 


There were no takeout orders placed. In fact, they had never asked for delivery for the place, and 
Hakurin had only shown the place to the crew after they had agreed to join the plan. The 
apartment’s old owner had been Hakurin’s grandfather, and getting the deed for the property had 
been a difficult task, and ended up with less than a dozen people knowing he now owned the 
place... Who could it be? That hero? Someone else? 


His hand shot inside his coat and took out the revolver that he usually kept in his car, and he 
motioned for everyone else to get ready. A rifle was instantly in Grease’s hands as she took 
Hakurin’s left side, and Runt stood from the couch, hunching over to Hakurin’s right as they 
walked to the door. 


Behind them, the others readied, with Joao wielding a high-frequency blade, Datura a couple sawn- 
off shotguns, Ghost a small submachine gun, and Sobek wielding one of his rubber boots, for some 
reason. 


“Who is it?” Hakurin asked, placing the tip of his revolver at the door’s peephole. One wrong 
move and I'll blow your brains out, stranger... 


The voice that answered was unexpected. It didn’t speak Japanese, but rather a heavily accented 
English, with rich tones that Hakurin couldn’t quite place, “It is a friend. An unarmed friend. You 
can open up.” 


Hakurin got curious about the height of the voice, and exchanged the gun at the peephole for his 
eye, coming up with a man’s chest. He’s got to be 8 feet tall, shit... He opened the door, and 
watched a dark skinned man outside, even taller than he imagined. We’re gonna need a taller 
base. 


“A friend?” Hakurin asked in English too. The man was dressed in a black overcoat and the clothes 
underneath looked clean and squared off with military discipline, and Hakurin instantly knew that 
the guy was dangerous. 


“Yes.” The man offered his right hand, “I have reasons to hunt Izuku Midoriya and Himiko Toga, 
too. And their friends. Especially their friends.” 


“Right...how did you find this place?” Hakurin asked, as he shook the man’s hand, “If the people 
we want dead are the same, I’m game for teaming up.” 


“Advanced recon.” The man said, as if that explained anything, “I have an offer, for the team up.” 


“Come on in, then! Watch the ceiling...” Lost a team member, got a new one smart enough to find 
us, with an “offer”...Let’s see what he says. The man walked in and stood next to Hakurin, 
looming over him. With him so close, Hakurin knew that the man could kill him in a flash, with his 
bare hands, and that only excited him further. “This is the team,” he said, pointing at each person 
he mentioned, “Grease, Runt, Joao, Sobek, Datura, Ghost, and I’m-” 


“The Iconoclast, yes. I know.” The man finally accepted Hakurin’s invitation to sit down, and 
addressed him again, “It is a good name. My name is...probably difficult to pronounce for you. 
And my people have been here in this land for too little a time to earn local nicknames. Call me 
Silverback.” 


“Done. You mentioned “people”’?” 


“Yes.” The man took a hologram projector from his coat, something alien looking in Hakurin’s 
eyes, “I have half of what the Americans call a “platoon”. 25 soldiers, myself included, recon 
trained, armed, armored. I am not their original officer, but they follow me after I broke them out of 
prison.” 


“Soldiers? Prison?” Hakurin asked, feeling the connection formed. In that case, his accent could 
be...African? And the weird tech? Is he from...what were they called? “What do you mean?” 


“T am one of the Mlima Kikosi . From the...it sounds different in this savage tongue...” Mountain 
Brigade”. A “supersoldier’, you would call me. Toga and Midoriya killed my comrades, at Europe 
and the island. That is my vengeance. But two others have been spotted along with them, enemies 
of my nation itself.” Fuck me, he is one of those Quirkless fanatics from Africa, fuck, fuck, fuck! 
Also... just how many people are spying on Deku? 


“If your targets are on this list, let’s join up on this.” 


“Hitoshi Shinsou. Mina Ashido.” Silverback almost spat their names, “There was another, but she 
has not been seen since.” 


“What did they do?” Hakurin asked. Behind him, the rest of the crew listened in silence, some with 
distrust, some with curiosity. It would absolutely wreck the current team dynamics, but 25 soldiers 
for the plan? Even if they weren’t supersoldiers like Silverback, they would boost their capabilities 
enormously. Compromises could be reached. 


“Shinsou and Ashido stole a remote pilot shuttle, flew to our country, walked into our capital and 
used their Quirks to arrest a leader of the War Ministry, and our King. The guards injured them, but 
they accomplished their objective. They took our monarch from his own palace! By honour, all 25 
of us must avenge this.” Silverback’s words floored Hakurin. J thought that those two heroes were 
just...small fries. Weak. But this? They ended a giant war almost on their own. Goddamn. 


“They are all yours. And having twenty-five people more...that gives us more options. Any 
objections?” Hakurin asked, looking around. Nobody spoke up against it, instead peppering 
Silverback with questions, especially about Quirkless supremacy. 


“T have travelled for months through Quirked lands, lived among your people...Even if I consider 
all of you different , for the sake of revenge, I see you as possible allies. Am I wrong?” Silverback 


asked, his black eyes moving from face to face. If there was disdain or hate in him, his expression 
did not show it. 


“Fair enough.” Grease said, “One final question, then. Do your people have anti-Quirk bullets?” 


All throughout, Silverback had been stoic, only showing some muted anger when talking about 
Shinsou and Ashido. But now he smiled, “We do.” He gave the guest list a quick look and nodded, 
“We'll have more than enough bullets for everyone .” 


“Tt’s time!!!’ Mei yelled, as a cloud of drones started approaching the back garden of All Might’s 
home. The RSVP responses for the wedding, that she had sent with those drones, had now been 
sent back, days ago for some of them, others just a few hours back. They had all gathered at a 
warehouse she owned, safe from prying eyes, like Himiko’s, who was curious as hell to see who 
had accepted coming to the event. 


The RSVP forms she had sent included three gatherings that they could opt to join; the 
bachelor/bachelorette parties, the wedding reception, that would take place in Japan, and the 
ceremony at Hawaii, with the priest and the tuxedos and all that stuff that Mei had quickly 
absorbed into her brain. 


If she had to be honest, she expected diminishing returns for every subsequent party, with the first, 
wilder events getting more attention, and the ceremony being a much tenser affair, with the other 
guests invited, the need to travel, and that some might be required in Japan by that date, even if 
they wanted to go. 


But still she had given it the “Hatsume touch” and made the invitations almost an advertisement; 
showing off the hotel and premises, as well as the food catering that Mamma Inko had arranged 
with a short talk with the hotel, and also adding a little video montage of Himiko and Izuku’s 
Sappiest moments...or at least in the opinion of her “focus group”, which included Momo and 
Tsuyu, and the lawyer guys that Hatsume Industries pushed legal matters too. 


They had all thought it was sweet as hell. Diabetes inducing, even. One had even said he “shipped” 
Izuku and Himiko, which Mei hadn’t understood at first, and she had told the lawyer guy that if he 
tried stuffing her friends to a shipping container and sending them by ship to Taiwan they wouldn’t 
just let it happen... 


Then they had told her it meant ship as in relationship and she had felt dumb for a milisecond. 


“My Babies! They rule the skies!” Mei yelled, laughing madly, as wave after wave of drones dove 
and placed the responses to the invitation onto the Baby #1275, the Smart Counting Box Baby. 
Outwardly it looked like a rounded plastic box, the type one would stuff odds and ends into, but 
inside it was filled with laser sensors, liquid crystal walls refracting the lasers and a matrix of 
interpretive circuits, that turned out information, both handwritten and digital, to useful data, that 
was immediately sent to her tablet. 


The invitations themselves had options for filling either in hologram projecting chips, fancy 
gorgeous stationery paper that Mei had adored, and voice messages, and the Box Baby counted 


them all as the drone fleet dove and dropped their cargo. 


Everyone at the little barbecue party looked in awe as Mei made the drones perform acrobatics and 
still score into the basket. Because, as focused as she was on the Babies, she had almost forgotten 
about everyone else! 


Izuku and Himiko, and their immediate families, had been invited for a little cookout at All Might’s 
backyard, as had been Gran Torino and Mei, who had decided to reveal then and there the RSVP 
results. J still don’t get why RSVP comes from the French and we still use that, instead of just “yes 
or no confirmation+convenient excuse”. Anyway at least Himiko and Izuku are excited about that . 


Himiko’s family included her uncle, Vlad King, and her brother, a guy that looked just like her but 
also completely harmless, as if comparing two yellow cats but one was shy and housebroken and 
the other one completely feral. And by the way she is looking at those steaks All Might just put on 
the grill, a feral cat that is hungry . I wonder what the brother’s like? Would he like to buy a 
Baby? 


Meanwhile Izuku’s was Inko and All Might himself, and apparently Gran Torino, who was 
congratulating everyone with the smugness that only a crotchety old man could muster, while 
drinking a beer and lazing around as he waited for the results, his meal, and an evening nap. For a 
moment Mei wondered if Izuku’s grandparents were close with him, then she considered how he 
barely even mentioned his father, let alone that man’s parents. 


And if anything, the easy, casual banter between Izuku, his parents and the old guy was probably 
more than enough grandparents for the family. Soon Mei’s attention was again caught by her 
Babies, with the RSVP responses reaching the halfway point, and then caught again by the scents 
of beef cooking. 


She was hungry, of course. Izuku had made sure she usually ate at least three meals a day, but 
today she had skipped it to oversee a delivery of high grade titanium at the warehouse, that she 
intended to make into some training tools for the team...so of course now the steaks and burgers 
had her mouth watering. 


“Yes! Yes! Now ALL the Babies have arrived with the invitations! Hahaha!” Mei said, as the final 
invitation dropped into the box. The box closed off at the top, emitted a low whirr and data 
updated on Mei’s tablet in real time, forming neat graphs and panels for comments in negative 
responses. 


“Well, what are the results? Anyone we hate not attending?” Himiko asked, getting closer to Mei. 
The others were waiting a bit more patiently by the big charcoal grill that All Might was working 
with more dexterity than anyone had expected, even flipping burgers in the air to Inko’s cries of 
delight. 


Inko stood next to the lanky former hero, and Izuku a few feet back, talking with Vlad King. Mei 
had instantly accepted that Himiko’s secret brother was her brother, but she still couldn't wrap her 
mind about him being a secret uncle to Himiko. 


It’s statistically very unlikely for that to happen, it would be like...like Shinsou actually being 
Aizawa’s son. But then again they are cousins! Fuck! Maybe that equation I drafted for Todoroki 
to explain Secret Lovechildren mathematically was wrong in some figures? Perhaps...but I'll neve 
admit to that. 


She scanned through the results quickly, skimming over irrelevant stuff that she didn’t give a damn 
about, like the Police once more confirming that the prisoners invited would attend as stated, until 


she found who she wanted. There you are, Melissa Shield, with your inborn ease for social 
gatherings, with that clean aura, mocking me with that smile in your profile selfie! 


She was going, which was unsurprising. As was her dad. Mei wondered about Melissa’s mom for a 
moment; had there been a divorce? Was she dead? I would feel bad if I faced her and terms were 
not equal. I’ve got both my parents but...’m not heartless, not merciless, if she is my rival, mt 
nemesis, I must fight her with honor...I1l ask Izuku later how to do that. Her dad...I admire the guy 
a bit, it will be interesting to meet. And then he’ll see me defeat his sheltered, mollycoddled 
daughter in a contest of brains! Haha! 


“Mei?” Izuku asked softly, approaching from the side, taking Himiko’s hand into his as if it was 
the easiest thing in the world. Both looked just so happy together...and that had been the only 
reason that she had readily accepted Himiko Toga. Now she knew Himiko had good and bad sides, 
and considered her a friend on her own right but back then? 


It had only been to protect Izuku’s smile. 


Because he meant the world to Mei, as her first true friend, an equal, the first person who had 
treated her with respect and not as a useful weirdo to ignore the moment she started being more 
annoying than helpful. She had developed feelings, of course she had, but even now she didn’t 
fully understand them, and she could still live most of them with Izuku as her best friend. 


The connection, the understanding, that humanity ...she still had all that. Those strange feelings 
and fears, though? Would it have been good? Would I have been “too weird” for him, if I had gone 
that route? I wasn’t ready to accept the feelings when I chose to let go, like the goddamn boss I 
am, so it was easy...right? 


“Oh right you were saying something? I had various genius ideas and uhh...marketing strategies 
going through my mind, sorry!” 


“Oh I just asked if you had the results?” Izuku had most certainly noticed how distracted she was, 
hopefully the excuse was good enough. Maybe I will get some marketing ploys to go along with 
this whole thing...Yes, yes... Tuxedo-wearing Deku action figures, ultra-limited edition! And maybe 
something for Himiko too, must check on my “reporters”... 


As part of her friendship to Himiko, Mei had taken it upon herself to clean up the public’s 
perception of the girl, through subtle means such as articles, mentions in books and news sites, 
some bots spreading the message of “Himiko Toga is good now” through forums and all kinds of 
social media. Oh, and she had her main hacker, Maria Kestrel, periodically alter her wikipedia 
entry, just as part of her job. She could already see it work, but she would continue until she either 
got bored or satisfied with the results. 


“Right then! Yes, I have them...hold up, let me...” Mei fiddled with the tablet and projected the 
results as a big, glowing hologram, with the brightness up so it would be easy to read even in the 
sunny weather they were having. 


“75% of the invited will go to the bachelors! 62% to the bachelorette! 51% to the reception! And 
ubh...33% to Hawaii...Specifics to follow!” Mei reported, as Inko chuckled at something All Might 
had said before placing the first burgers on the grill. The two old lovebirds were quite cute and 
Mei made a bit of money from the ad revenue in the gossip articles her reporters wrote about the 
couple. People liked sappy love, and their views got cash for Hatsume Industries! 


As the meat sizzled, everyone moved closer to the fire and Mei used the chance to report more 
data. 


“The "important" people are all going,” Mei stated. She knew that Izuku’s priorities were his 
closest friend group and then the “Bakusquad”, then some other classmates, then older pro heroes, 
then distant relations, and finally Hisashi Midoriya. Most of those that truly mattered had 
confirmed for everything. “Most except ummm...Sero? Is he from the “Bakusquad”? I get 
confused with how Mina and Jirou get sometimes included as members or not, and...Well...Was he 
vital?" 


Mei saw Izuku's eyes sadden slightly. “All of my UA friends are really important to me...Why 
can’t he be there? Is it...is it something we decided?” 


“Too cowardly to sit next to Stain or Dabi?” Himiko asked, hugging Izuku closely. 


“Assignment in Mexico, says here, starts next week...Coward? I wouldn’t know, to be honest. I 
have only ever sold him a pair of high impact combat gloves, standard sized so not much 
interaction. Oh well, who cares?” Mei shrugged, “Next! I have the whole roster of excuses, 
explanations, alibis, apologies and well-wishes-but-no-attend-ees!” 


Mei then quickly went through the list, with the rest of Class A and B joining for both bachelor 
and bachelorette parties, as well as most joining the reception at Japan, but most of them couldn’t 
simply plan so far ahead in the quick changing world of Pro Heroics; half of Class B had ended up 
assigned to Hokkaido and Okinawa, another quarter to Osaka, and it was the same for some in 
Class A, with a few of them ending up in Kyoto. 


“So that’s them. We have Aoyama promising fifty bottles of red wine and a wheel of cheese the 
size of All Might...Big All Might, by the way...oh and Monoma offering to hang out with you, as 
his extra gift, since he can’t make it to Hawaii?” Mei reported. She saw some fierce pride in Vlad 
King’s expression as she explained where each one of his students had ended up, and he also 
looked a bit saddened not to have them at the event. 


“Where would Monoma want to hang out at?” Izuku asked, his free hand idly imitating note 
taking. 


“Patrol around Kamurocho, here in Tokyo, he says. You in?” 
“Sure thing! Now, how about the pro heroes?” 


“Right, I was just getting to ‘em! Endeavor, who I have zero idea why you would invite in the first 
place...” 


“Shouto and his other children are getting a bit concerned by his radio silence...” Izuku said, 
worriedly. After the HPSC had given temporary command of Endeavor’s agency to Bakugou , of 
all people, during the short time that the Quirkless War threatened Japan, Endeavor had seemed to 
disappear, quickly replaced that November by Miruko on the top spot. 


If Mei was honest, she missed seeing the angry hero’s action figures and plushies for sale, 
whatever else she may think of the man. 


“Well he refused cause he has vanished, unimportant, he buys Shield stuff...” Mei said, with a 
scoff, "Speaking of, they will arrive here in three weeks." 


"Mei, play nice..." Izuku soothed, raising his hands. 


“Sure, I'll have an open mind." Mei lied, grumbling. /’// get you, Melissa Shield, and I'll show you 
who is the only one capable of making Izuku’s gear. “ Next...Hawks sent a selfie with the drone 
cam, but he has a mission currently and he might have to travel too. Says he is “following a 


massive happening”.” 

When Mei said “massive happening”, she saw Himiko whisper something in Izuku’s ear, with a 
shit-eating grin on her face as she mimicked a big belly, probably implying that Fuyumi, Hawks’ 
wife of about a year now, was probably fat now. 


Then she heard her whisper, “And I'll be the same one day, isn’t that hot? To be pregnant? Or is it 
weird to you?” She saw Izuku blush madly. Pregnant then, not fat. Apparently Fuyumi isn’t just 
fat. Good to know. 


“Another “massive happening”, weirdly, same for Edgeshot. Why did you invite that guy, Izuku?” 
Mei said, making a mental note to have Maria hack both Hawks and Edgeshot, if she had the time. 
If one said that, sure. Normal excuse. But if both say this? Sounds like sneaky business. Bad for 
profits, bad for investments, bad for Izuku...And I can’t let that be. 


“Curiosity?” He shrugged, “I have never had the chance to speak with him about some...stuff from 
a few years back, when Himiko was on the run...” A question from back then ? Such old news, 
man... 


“Tough luck then, buddy!” Mei said, deciding to move on instead of asking Izuku more about it, 
“Let’s move on, then. Gran Torino is already here...Are you going, old man?” 


“Nope! I am wishing you all the best from right here but you don’t want an old geezer there, 
ruining the fun.” 


“But sir-” Izuku tried interrupting, but Gran Torino cut him off with a raised hand. 


“You know it’s true, kiddo. Or do you want an old man around for your bachelor’s party? Getting 
drunk at the reception? Starting fights with Stain and the League with century-old insults? Of 
course you don’t.” 


“When you put it that way...I guess so.” 


“[Tll give you your damn gift, Toshinori. I mean, Izuku. But I don’t want to slow everything down 
for it. Hatsume, kiddo, continue” 


“Sure thing, old man. Fatgum will only go to the reception; he has a number of investigations that 
could come to a head at any moment...and also he says he might eat the entire catering table to 
survive the sweating that a tuxedo at the beach entails, Tamaki and Mirio are...Preparing for a 
vacation they have been waiting for. They say sorry.” 


“T understand.” Izuku said. Again, Vlad King looked pretty interested in hearing about UA students 
post-graduation, as was All Might, who asked a little about Mirio, especially. Mei had acquired all 
the action figure, paraphernalia, movie and ad rights for the Big 3 (after Izuku had told her that 
Mirio had also been a candidate to receive One for All), so she knew up close how much they had 
grown as pros, and how close they were to Izuku and some of the other attendees, like Kirishima 
and Tsuyu. 


“It would have been fun to see them in tuxedos, yep...Anyway, moving on, Ryukyu got a rather 
nasty knee fracture in a battle against a Nomu, one of the last few around, probably, and she can’t 
be sure she’ll be walking by the time the ceremony happens. Miruko has too many missions as the 
number one, but she sends a coupon for protein powder...oh and an offer for kicking the asses of 
anyone here who wants to spar. Izuku, should I try against her with the Iron Mei?” 


The Iron Mei was one of her long running projects, starting from her jetpack in first year, to a 


comprehensive exoskeleton and thrusters after graduation, and slowly building up on it, as a 
combat platform to give close support to Team First Response...and maybe feel firsthand how it 
felt to rush into a fight and be invincible. 


And she was working on an expansion for it that would use all the suit’s in-built controls as an 
interface for a medium sized bipedal tank that she had not yet named. It would probably be weird if 
I called my biggest weapon “The Izuku”, wouldn’t it? Especially with him getting married and 
all...Maybe I'll call it after myself again, easier to be honest about my gigantic ego than anything 
else. The Mei Gear Solid, maybe? Mobile Suit Mei? Or perhaps just Titan Mei? Good ideas, all. 


“Headmaster Nezu is afraid of airplane food, so he excused himself, so that rounds up the teachers 
invited...Then let’s move onto Hades Experimental Prison; Shimura, Todoroki, Sako, Confirmed. 
From that regular-ass prison that is too old school to buy Hatsume tech, Iguchi, confirmed. From 
Tartarus SuperMax Prison; Kurogirir, not cleared, as we knew. Akaguro...confirmed! Himiko! This 
one's for you; Stain added a note to his response!” 


Himiko seemed to lean forward at the exact same time as the others, which once more made Mei 
question reality being a simulation. /f I'm ones and zeroes I better get my source code and remove 
sleep algorithms...Maybe add a lower back pain relief subroutine ? 


“Yesssss?” Himiko asked, her fangs out. 


“He says “Who the hell are you? Who thinks about inviting me to stuff?” And “I have never worn 
a suit, it makes my ass look flat.” And that's it!” 


“If he had chosen the path of justice instead of that dark road he took...” All Might started, his 
voice dramatic as the smoke from the grill gave him an intense backdrop. J can use this for an ad. 
“If he had followed the side of good, he’d have ended up with a better ass!” 


It had all been the setup for a joke, delivered with such dad-like glee that Mei couldn’t help but 
cringe, even as Vlad King laughed and Inko giggled. She also saw Himiko cup Izuku’s ass and 
whisper “justice buns” as he went completely red. 


“So that’s pretty much everyone, right?” Mei said, looking around the crowd. She was happy that 
it had all ended up smaller and more manageable, and all the budgets she had proposed would far 
exceed the needs of the smaller group. “Now all I need to know is if any of the guests will want to 
save up on airline costs by travelling in my plane?” 


Even on the relatively warm, delightful day, they all seemed to go pale, except for Izuku and 
Himiko, who had (probably) flown in worse conditions than Mei’s reckless aviation. Vlad King, 
who had flown once in her jet in the aftermath of the Battle of Shibuya, as it was now called, 
looked the palest, like he was about to throw up. 


Thankfully, All Might butted in with some lifesaving topic change, “Anyway, who’s hungry? Let’s 
have an ALL-AMERICAN BARBECUE MEAL! OH YEAH!” He grew big again, with whatever 
embers of OFA remained, flexed and posed with his spatula, stretching the “Mighty Chef!” apron 
he wore to the fullest...then shrinking back to his regular size, coughing a bit. 


Katsuki Bakugou walked purposefully towards a certain area of Musutafu that he knew was 
patrolled by Team First Response. He’d called Ochako before, to finally get Deku alone and talk 
with him, and the time for it had apparently been a high-speed late night patrol through Tokyo, 
starting at Musutafu and moving building to building until he reached the other end of Tokyo, all 
the way to Hosu. 


It would be easy enough to intercept Deku and give him a piece of his mind as he unofficially 
joined the patrol, maybe they’d even race to the finish or team up against any villain activity they 
came across. 


Because Katsuki had a ton of mixed emotions, after receiving the invitation to the wedding and 
brooding about it. He had considered answering “no”, but all his friends were going (except Sero, 
who'd left to travel to Mexico, both for a mission and to discover some distant family he had over 
there), and a part of him wanted to be there and be happy for Deku, even if he knew the whole 
thing was a huge mistake. 


Katsuki knew Deku could make mistakes. He made them ail the time. But none were quite as huge 
as marrying Toga. 


As intelligent as he could be for some things, in others he was a complete idiot, an utter fool and 
hopelessly naive. It was one thing to date Himiko Toga; with the story he’d told Katsuki, and with 
the giant-ass saviour complex he had, it made sense. She’d come to him with some sob story, he’d 
felt more pity than sense, and it had happened. 


And with his fear of abandonment, holding onto someone like Toga, who promised him 
unconditional love, made sense. That fear...that deadbeat Hisashi caused it, didn’t he? Leaving 
right after you turned Quirkless? After I turned on you, and everyone else followed? All vanished 
in an instant and now it turned you into this. 


But it was one thing for him to have a stupid relationship that endangered him and got him 
entangled in a mess of international intrigue and annoying spies, caught with supervillains in the 
calibre of Pestilentia and Ndege Mweusi, and added about ten new scars to his already fucked up 
skin, and another thing altogether to actually marry Toga. That was pretty stupid, and Katsuki had 
not expected it, even from Deku’s crazier moments. No, you idiot. You should have seen this 
coming all along. 


Because, if he was honest with himself, he should have seen the signs. Deku’s insistence in always 
treating their enemies with “dignity” and “respect”, how he had always looked at Tenko Shimura 
as a valued ally and friend when working together, and even outright asking Katsuki if he believed 
that villains could find redemption. Yeah I was a dumbass not to see this. Hindsight’s 20/20, 
fucking bullshit. I still hate her and think she’ll end up hurting Deku, someway or another... 


He didn’t know all the ins and outs of how Toga had gone from runaway League of Villains 
member to working for a shady US intelligence agency. Deku had skimped on the details 
purposefully, no doubt embellishing wherever he could and even Ochako didn’t know everything 
that had happened in that year Toga had been missing. 


But Katsuki’s instincts told him it had been something bad, something cruel and evil, and that 
Deku had known all along, and that explained his sad eyes whenever he thought nobody was 
looking during their third year at UA, it explained all the text messages he got and those stupid 
little smiles...He had probably been in touch with Toga all along, somehow. 


And that was how they had ended up together. 


Was she toxic to Deku, to his life? Katsuki would be a gigantic hypocrite to say that, but he could 
still think it. Out of all the people in the world that could hold feelings for Deku, Toga was among 
those he respected the least. 


He knew much of it was probably blame he had shifted once Shigaraki had turned out worthy of 
his respect. He probably bunched all of the League’s sadism into the image he had of Toga, and 
that year missing only filled his paranoia. He knew that there were still Nomus roaming around; 
Ryukyu had gotten injured killing one just recently, a “Near-High End”, it had been classified. And 
Deku’s team had come across dozens of them in Europe, handled by Pestilentia’s forces... 


Katsuki felt Toga was much much more deeply connected with All for One and his legacy, much 
more involved than Deku would admit. He did not know how much of that was the fear he held, 
and that she was a convenient face to put to it, and how much was his instincts being right about 
her. 


But she had some connection to all of it, he felt. AFO, Pestilentia, Ujiko...there was something 
there, and the version Deku had told him only hinted at it. He said she was kidnapped as a kid, 
trained as a killer...and that sounds like the Nomus. Why don’t you see that, Deku? She could be a 
fucking sleeper agent, ready to stab you through the heart whenever someone says the right 
words... 


“Fuck me...Who ever knew I’d care about this? Deku being in danger upsets me? Fuck me...” 
Katsuki muttered, parking his motorcycle close to the building where he’d intercept Deku. The 
slow hover between buildings, after his every jump, would be calm enough to speak, but for now 
he blasted off into the skies, the cool air of the night turning sharp around him as he blasted 
upwards with a practiced explosion that caused no damage for anyone around. 


Three blasts and he’d reached the building’s roof. From above he surveyed the city; Musutafu’s 
buildings grew in size as one approached the rest of Tokyo’s urban area, then grew even more at 
Tokyo proper, and kept their sizes about uniform until one reached Hosu, before once more turning 
to suburbs. 


He remembered how the third year midterms had been a timed urban exercise with the objective of 
grabbing a flag in a park in the middle of Tokyo and returning to UA, navigating the city as best 
they could for speed and efficiency, with the least damage caused (which had detracted some 
points for Katsuki’s annoyed team), and with Deku’s team being barred from using their plane as a 
vehicle. 


Of course, Katsuki’s team had won. 


Now where are you, you fucking bastard... Katsuki scanned the horizon, cursing that Deku had 
gone more and more with darker greens for his suit and legs, and only the arms had remained white 
and blue... And there you are, with a flashing light on your chest to protect planes, helicopters and 
flying assholes like Hawks from hitting you. “OI, DEKU!” 


He saw Deku’s eyes grow wide with surprise and he almost missed his landing, which might have 
caused some injuries. But the distraction had been only an instant, and Deku corrected his 
trajectory, safely making it to the roof next to him. 


“Hey, Kacchan.” Deku said, politely but with less enthusiasm than Katsuki would have liked. 
“You’re joining me for this?” 


“Damn right Iam! We have to talk about the mistake you’re making here!” 


“Mistake?” Deku paused, his gaze coming up to face Katsuki instead of searching the ground for 
potential villain attacks. “What do you mean?” 


“Your wedding, dumbass!” 
“Oh.” Deku rolled his eyes, “I guess ’'d known you’d say that. Can you save it, please?” 
“No, fuck no, you still have time to-” 


“T am not changing anything, Kacchan. We’re losing time here. I need to move.” Katsuki didn’t 
have a moment to get another word in, as Deku leapt again, aiming for the next building, a 
kilometer away. With a few short bursts of explosive energy, Katsuki matched his parabolic arc 
and settled beside him as they “fell”. 


“Look, I get why you’d date Toga. Even why you’d catch stupid feelings. But this whole thing is a 
mistake, Deku. You’re not even 21 years old, you goddamn idiot, what the fuck are you doing 
getting married? And to her ?” Katsuki yelled. Wind flew past them, but with his flight experience 
he could keep his eyes wide open, and see the look of annoyance pop up on Deku’s face. 


“We seriously haven’t talked in ages if you can have any doubt that I would marry Himiko. Didn’t 
you ever notice the engagement rings we have both worn for almost a year now?” 


“Motherfucker, the only thing I look at her hands for is to check they have no weapons.” Katsuki 
replied, but it was true that he had ignored it all along. 


“Kacchan...1 know you don’t understand. I know you wouldn’t even if I told you the whole story. 
In fact, you might hate Himiko more. You had already promised me you wouldn’t start drama...” 
Deku said, as if every word frayed his patience to the limit, as if he might try and solve things with 
violence. 


Katsuki might have welcomed a fight instead of talking, truth be told. “Then don’t give the the 
whole fucking story, protect her “feelings” or whatever...How do you know she isn’t tricking you, 
has been all along?” 


“Because I believe in her.” Deku said, adjusting in midair to come real close to Katsuki’s face. 
Now he was angry, that was plain to see. “Himiko has been through hell and back, the control she 
has over herself is real, it was hard earned. I trust her with more than my life, Kacchan, I trust her 
with everything . With the future. With...with my children, one day.” 


“You can’t be completely sure. That year she was missing-” 


Deku sighed, “She wasn’t missing. I knew where she was. It was when she got caught, okay? 
That’s all I will tell you.” 


“Come the fuck on! TELL ME, dammit. Who was she murdering, that you cover it up? That is 
what she was doing, wasn’t it?” They landed on the next building, and for an instant, Katsuki 
thought Deku would simply jump to the next and not answer, but instead he took hold of Katsuki’s 
shoulder, eyes burning. 


“You want the truth? You want to know what Himiko sacrificed? What she did to avoid collateral 
damage and untold death? No, Kacchan, you don’t. You’re only looking for validation, you still 
want Himiko to be your League of Villains bogeyman.” His voice turned sadder and sadder as he 
spoke, and the grip on Katsuki’s shoulder was never threatening. 


“You don’t want to consider that she is human, just as flawed as you or me. Just as broken. With as 
much good inside her. Doing her damnedest to make the world a little bit better. Did you know that 
she has arrested more internationally wanted criminals than you ? And done it non-lethally? She’s 
improving every day, Kacchan...I’m proud of Himiko. And I’m more in love with her every day. It 
is a fact, true and simple. If you can’t accept it, I’m okay with it, just stay away from us.” 


Where is shy, stuttering Deku? When did he become so grim and determined? I was there all along, 
I watched you grow and now...Damn you, Deku. Damn you. “Accept it? Deku...fucking hell. I 
knew you’d end up with someone insane but-” 


The gentle pressure on his shoulder grew to a painful clutch, as Deku spoke, “She is not insane, 
Kacchan.” Are you willing to break my shoulder over this, you fucking asshole? 


“Fine, then. So she just goes to therapy and gets antipsychotic meds cause she likes the taste?” 
Katsuki said. He knew that he was crossing a huge line, and that if Deku decided to crush his 
shoulder, he’d have it coming, and he would not be as insensitive against anyone else’s mental 
health, not nowadays, at least. “Ochako told me about it, in passing. If she is clinically insane, does 
it count?” 


“You...you don’t know about the problems she has.” Deku said, with more grief than anger, “You 
don’t know the effort it has taken her to get the help that you use to condemn her. You don’t know 
how much it takes every day to improve. She does it all with a smile on her face and...and with my 
support. She’s not insane, she has never been insane. But they...but they...it was like with Tenko. 
His memories, everything? The people that “made” Himiko were just as bad. She is fighting that , 
Kacchan. Understand that, please. She’s not evil. Temperamental, emotional, vindictive, even a bit 
cruel? Yes. But not evil.” 


“T’ll believe that when I see that, Deku. For all I know, she’d still love to feed me my own 
entrails.” 


Deku sighed, “...she would. I did say “vindictive”. She keeps the grudge...maybe because I won’t. 
Because I’ve forgiven you. And because you’ re “a privileged piece of shit failing upwards because 
of his Quirk”. Umm...her words, not mine...” He scratched his hair, smiling awkwardly. 


“Yeah well, if she asks, tell her I called her a psycho bitch who seduced you in cold blood and is 
only biding her time to snap and kill again.” Katsuki said, flipping off Toga, wherever she was. 


“T am not saying that.” Deku replied, stony faced. “If you think all of this, why did you accept the 
invitation?” 


“Oh I have like three hundred other little grievances about the whole thing. The League attending. 
Stain. The choice of snacks before the main meal. That white tuxedos often used in beach 
weddings look tacky as fuck. That we’re seated next to Tenko and Mrs. Stockholm Syndrome with 
the blue hair. Fucking hero killer Stain.” Katsuki complained, every word louder and louder, “But 
fuck it. Eijirou thought it sounded fun and...ughh.” 


“And?” Deku asked, looking somewhat happy for the first time since Katsuki had intercepted him. 
“And Id like to be there for this. For you . To keep making amends.” 
“That...[ really appreciate it.” Deku said, smiling softly. 


“Besides, the rest of the League might know something about Ujiko’s research. Or your spook 
friends. Maybe even Aizawa. It is a convenient place for it all, isn't it? Like the fucking wedding at 


the Godfather. I...1 won’t make a scene unless some villain asshole starts.” 


Deku’s smile grew even larger, “I wouldn’t ask anything more, Kacchan. I’ll keep the peace 
between you and Himiko, and we can all enjoy the party!” 


Chapter End Notes 


Thanks for reading, see you next week or in two, hopefully with a chapter for 
Liberation Day too. 


Stag Night, part 1 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


Things had moved quickly once the guest list had been completed with all the confirmed attendees, 
and the last checks with the hotel and the staff had all been dutifully completed by Mei, so Jin’s 
Dude of Honour duties had been extremely lax...and he’d had a lot of time to think. 


Which was dreadful. 


He had not come to a conclusion or a solution to the issues he had with Ryuko. He knew he loved 
her, but he also knew it had been wrong, and that, even if she had already apologized, and some of 
her reasons were logical, he simply wasn’t ready to forgive her just yet. 


So instead he focused his mind into organizing the bachelorette party for Toga and making sure 

she had a fun time with her new friends. And that he got something to smile about for once. At least 
this we can do, right? It’s an easy task, Twice, an algorithm could probably pick a spot and make a 
budget better than you. Oh no, not better than me! I have good taste and am smart! 


He had chosen a few activities that he imagined would be fun for Toga and everyone else, with a 
game of paintball, a short metalworking class (for knives), karaoke (with extra drinks) and finally a 
steak dinner with extra bloody steaks for Toga; he imagined it would be a blast. 


Jin had considered a more “traditional” approach to the bachelorette with some strippers, but 
everyone in the group was in a relationship, so he imagined it would be awkward...and also with 
how downtrodden he felt, he didn’t think he’d properly appreciate strippers of any gender. Maybe 
when things are better and Ryuko and I can go gawk at the strippers in a club? Idiot, you think it 
will be a nice makeup date to go stare at tits and man butts? Yes, you don’t? I mean...yeah... 


He had also considered a cake baking class and found it too bland, going shopping had been too 
uneventful, and going on a secret trip across the Tokyo underworld to beat up villains in a high- 
speed vigilante adventure sounded like an easy way to get caught and scolded. And then he had 
considered golf, bicycle riding, go karts, skydiving, going gambling... 


In the end, he was happy with his plan, and he counted the days to it eagerly. And the chance that I 
might come up with a solution the moment I stop overthinking my problem. That has happened 
before, right? Like that time we were tied up in a chair by other me’s and the need to pee got so 
overwhelming we forgot about being tied up and remembered there was a knife nearby? Yeah, 
kinda like that, Twice... 


“Come on, Tenko, come on! Let's go, let's go!!!” As usual, Nejire was a bundle of energy and 
smiles, and their now weekly dates were a constant source of joy. 


But that didn't mean he was used to it, at all. As he donned his gloves, they were let out, and, for 
half a day, he would be free. 


The old arrangement had given him a day a month, with a tracking bracelet, but there was 


apparently some change to his sentence happening and the guard had informed him last week that 
it now gave him weekly outings, to “acquaint him again with free air’. 


He assumed something was about to happen, and his instincts told him it would happen soon. /f it 
is a mission, like with All for One, can I refuse? I don’t want to kill ever again, but...if it gives me 
freedom? No, push that away, focus on having fun with Nejire... 


He gave Hades prison a quick look back, then joined Nejire at her vehicle, a quaint little moped, 
painted in a shiny pastel blue, with little spiral stickers all over it and a plush Fatgum secured to the 
license plate, for some reason. 


“So ubh...why are you torturing that plushie?” Tenko asked, giving it a poke with his index finger. 
Half his fingers were uncovered, leaving the ring and pinkie behind the calfskin leather of the 

gloves, with the Hatsume logo now stitched with some elegance instead of simple branding like in 
the first pair he had gotten, back when he had entered an uneasy alliance with Izuku and Bakugou. 


“T'm taking part in a social media challenge with Tamaki and Fat and the agency! We take the 
Chubby Plushie to as many restaurants as we can, and he will try and visit and give a nice review! 
Isn't it cool?” As she talked, she pinched the plushie's belly and then Tenko's cheek, “Hello 
cheek!” 


“The cheek says hi too.” Tenko replied, a bit flustered, as Nejire picked her helmet and somehow 
fit her huge hair under it, looking as adorable as always. Then she handed Tenko a second helmet, 
which was bright pink. He had been flustered using it the first time, and the second, and third, but 
by now he mostly just got giddy about the prospect of hugging Neyjire's waist as they travelled at 
the scooter's (extremely slow) top speed. Just think about this helmet as having the best stats and 
try not to be a creep about how soft and adorable and comfy she is... 


“So! I have a cute plan today! A friend gave me a suggestion about a store, I wanna go check it! It 
will be fun, fun, fun! For you too, I know it. But! It's a surprise!” 


Before setting off on the moped, Tenko clinked his helmet with hers, almost a helmet kiss, if such 
a thing existed. “Sure thing, Nejire. Besides, we spent all day last time playing games in my cell so 
it's your turn to decide anyway.” 


“Aww don't say it like it wasn't fun! I liked that little game where the loser had to give the winner a 
backrub!” 


“And I found out you had been practicing! You were nowhere as good before!” Thanks to the 
gloves (and letting her win a few times) Tenko did end up giving Nejire about three dozen 
massages...besides other rewards. 


“Did you like when I did that fun thing with the blue boys and the thingy?” 


“Blue boys? Oh, right, the characters. Yep. Getting T-bagged was just...” he gave a quick laugh, 
“really hot.” About as hot as his ears and face felt currently. 


Nejire drove as quickly as the quaint little scooter could go, helping it along by making “nyooom!” 
sounds and even narrating for a bit as if it was a race, and soon they were parking in a shopping 
mall in Zakera Ward. 


Zakera Ward mall brought memories back in droves. Being back in Musutafu, a stone’s throw 
away from UA, made Tenko feel uncomfortably close to being Tomura Shigaraki again, and he did 
not like it. J am different. I am...I am Tenko now, not Tomura. I’m not here to stalk my enemies and 


plant a bug in their stuff to follow them to a camp. I am here to have a fun time with my...with my 
girlfriend . Everything has changed! 


“Wait...is this the one I threatened Izuku at?” Tenko asked, thinking for a second that he might be 
mixing up this mall with another. 


“Yep!” Nejire confirmed, which made Tenko a bit sad. J was right, then. Ughh...I wish I hadn’t 
done anything back then. If I had known Izuku would be my friend... 


"Man, time flies." Tenko said. Deciding not to let the mood go dark, Tenko focused on the soft 
feeling of hugging Nejire on the way, and found himself flustered but level headed. 


“Did you buy anything that time? Or just do evil things?” Nejire’s casual way of asking seemed to 
strip away the grief of remembrance, to take power away from the regret. 


It was all he could do to answer just as casually. /’m a new man. Working hard to improve, to be 
good, to be righteous. I can look at my past objectively. I can remember. If she’s with me, I can 
remember and find the good... “uhh... bought a can of Pepsi?” 


“Nice!” Nejire said, winking at him. She reached out for his hands, both of them, intertwining her 
fingers between his. There was nothing that filled his heart more than holding hands, given how 
his Quirk robbed him of a chance to touch another person under normal circumstances, and Nejire 
knew it, so she often initiated that kind of contact. And Tenko revelled in it. “ I prefer boba tea! 
Wanna try some?” 


“Sure!” Tenko replied, as Nejire pulled on his hands. He couldn’t help but grin like a dumbass, 
feeling the warmth of her hands on his, the softness of her touch, how confident and kind her hold 
on him was. She dragged him along down a couple of rows of stores until they found a large 
standing selling ice cream, boba tea and various drinks. 


Nejire ordered a drink that was called tea but looked more like what Tenko imagined unicorns 
puked, with a pastel coloured slurry that was likely 100% sugar. If someone sweet takes a lot of 
sugar, does that give others diabetes? Sounds legit, but my only medical experience is Kurogiri 
operating on me so...oh and also Doctor Mario. 


Tenko ordered an ice cream cone, paying with a debit card that the Hades guards had given him, 
with just a few thousand yen for his expenses, like food and drinks, but nowhere near enough to 
buy a new phone (he had one, but it was monitored by Hades security, even the extra sappy 
messages he exchanged with Nejire) or hire someone to remove his tracking bracelet. 


And then Nejire gave his ice cream a quick, cheeky lick, smiling as she did so. “Ooh! Is this that 
soda flavour you like? The red one for video games?” she said, licking a bit of the ice cream off her 
lips. 


Tenko found it extremely attractive. Not just because of how she had licked her lips, so alluringly, 
but also because it had been an indirect kiss! Even after having done much, much more than 
kissing, he still felt extremely flustered about the smallest things... “Yeah. I had no idea it existed. 
Did it taste good?” 


“Yep!” Nejire replied, taking a sip of her boba tea. Tenko was still pretty mesmerized by her lips, 
and it gave him the idea to ask to try her drink... “You’re looking at my tea? Or at me? Is there a 
bug between my eyes right in my blind spot?” 


Nejire tried turning both her eyes inwards, pouting slightly with the effort, looking completely 


adorable. “No, no bug, it was umm...yeah, the drink.” 


“Here you go!” Nejire placed the straw of her tea to his lips, her hands idly touching his ear and 
cheek as she smiled. Touch was so easy for her and so difficult for him, that it might just balance 
out to a healthy level. 


Tenko gave it a sip and almost choked when a chewy tapioca ball came up with the tea. He 
suddenly understood that those balls were the boba, and he gave it a couple bites, and it tasted 
sweet, but also weird. “This is...new? Nice?” 


“It’s an acquired taste, right?” Nejire said, as Tenko returned her drink and licked at his ice cream 
absentmindedly. 


“Yeah it...it takes getting used to, I guess...” Tenko looked around the mall, letting the cool air 
make him a bit less flustered now that they had indirectly kissed twice over. Maybe we could kiss 
properly but...in public? I’m not sure...Besides, we had a reason to come here, right? “So what's 
the big surprise?” 


“Oh! True! Finish your ice cream first!” Nejire said, taking a few final sips of her tea and giving a 
sigh of enjoyment and patting her stomach a couple of times. Tenko finished his ice cream a little 
slower, while Nejire told him an anecdote about a particularly rude cat, a couple of UA training 
robots and a fishing pole, that somehow ended with her friend Mirio appearing behind a highly 
wanted villain and knocking him out with a brick to the head. 


Finally, when he had finished the ice cream and eaten the rest of the cone, he saw Nejire wiggle 
her fingers and bring her hands closer to his face. “I'll cover your eyes!" Tenko hunched over a bit 
to let her place her hands over his eyes, loving every second her hands touched him. 


He'd been deprived of gentle touch all his life, so now he cherished it. 
“Now walk! Straight line!” 


Tenko walked in darkness, and all the while Nejire told him about fun, cute or exciting stuff she 
saw, “Oh my gosh! It's a kid with a giraffe Quirk! She's gotta be three meters tall! I'm gonna go say 
hi, keep your eyes closed!!!” 


A minute later she returned, and Tenko had dutifully kept his eyes closed, secure in the knowledge 
that he didn't have a wallet to steal and that he kept his phone in his boot, an old habit from his 
villain days, as it was easier to fish out the phone from the side of a boot while using two fingers, 
instead of risking touching his pants and dissolving them while in public; the last thing he needed 
was to add indecent exposure to his crime record. 


“Hey hey! I'm back! The giraffe kid is called Maria de los Angeles Garcia y Benavidez Esperanza 
de Dios and she is from Spain!” 


“How...how can you recall that name but forget where we parked?” 


“Hey! I haven't forgotten where we parked...not yet...” she answered, pouty faced. Or at least 
Tenko assumed she was pouting, his eyes were still closed. 


When he felt her silky smooth hands over his face again, he started walking, until she poked him 
repeatedly...on his buttcheek. 


“Hey hey! We're here! You'll hit the glass!” Tenko opened his eyes and found himself a step away 
from a glass window...and a rather skimpy bikini behind it. 


“What are we...” 

“We're going to Hawaii! I need a bikini! You need a swimsuit too! We gotta pick!” 
“Oh fuck, oh fuck, I have to whaaaa?”’ 

She smiled so bright that he was almost blinded, “Help me pick a cute swimsuit!” 


“So...” Tenko said, looking at the ground as they walked into the store and Nejire picked up a few 
bikinis she liked off the racks, “...why me? Wouldn't it be better if what's-her-name... Yuyu? If 
Yuyu helped with this?” 


“Yuyu has good taste, yep! She also says you look less “like shit” ever since we are dating, I think 
she's finally starting to not hate you.” 


Tenko rolled his eyes, knowing that it was unlikely that Yuyu would ever truly approve, “That's 
such a huge relief. Seriously, like a shiny health potion in a dark cave.” 


“Oh silly Tenko, you're doing your sarcasm face again! Also for the “why”? Oh dumdum, cause 
you'll be the one seeing a lot of me in these bikinis so I wanna know which you like!” 


“Oh. Ooooh. Oh fuck...” Tenko lowered his gaze even further, hoping the staff wouldn't focus on 
one walking tomato with a dry skin problem. 


“Oh hey! Is this your size? It says a “medium”...you're not chubby and less skinny so...maybe? Try 
them on! I wanna see you shirtless now!” It was no secret that he thought about a moment like this 
every time he exercised, but to actually live it? Tenko was a nervous wreck! 


Tenko was swiftly pushed to a changing room and handed several pairs of swim trunks, and he 
found that Nejire had guessed the size correctly and they fit nicely... “Oh fuck. I'm pasty white. A 
fucking Shy Guy from Luigi's Mansion has a better tan. I'll be a fucking beacon in the sunlight.” 


Coming out of the changing room took some courage. But he reminded himself of everything he 
had been through, how he was a changed man. “Come on, I’m Tenko fucking Shimura. I assaulted 
Tartarus with foreign mercs. I fought All for One. I saved lives, even. I can show my girlfriend how 
I look in a swimsuit...Oh and maybe the store staff. And the shoppers. And maybe someone could 
recognize me...Fuck it, just do it.” 


He left the changing room and found Nejire ready and looking his way, “Hey hey! You had a fun 
speech going! Dark red looks good !” She reached out, touched his chest and giggled, “You should 
wear less baggy clothes, Tenko!” 


It was still far too strange to be thought of as attractivet it and recoiled at it, but the rest...the rest of 
him liked it. He felt worthy , noticed, sexy even, when she looked at him like that. But even then, 
he was still awkward. “Wait so...I got all stressed and you just...touch my boob?" 


“*’..We have seen each other naked, Tenko.” And done much more but...that was in my cell, not...not 
a Store! 


“Yes but...I'm pale as fuck.” 


“T don't care, you're super cute pale or tan. So! No butts except these two!” she said, pointing at her 
own and Tenko's. “I like that one! Get two! Now change so I can use the changing room!” 


In a flash, Tenko was back in his regular clothes, waiting outside while Nejire changed. He tried 


not to dwell on the fact that she was naked behind the door, and waited, until she knocked at the 
door and said, “Here is the first one! Behold!” 


Tenko would have been perfectly okay with going blind, if he could keep that image in his mind. 
She had chosen a simple, white bikini, that was modest and sexy at the same time, “Should I use 

that skirt thingy? Or just show my butt?” He knew which answer he preferred, but words escaped 
him. All he could do was look. “I dunno... You like it?” 


“YES.” Tenko said, almost yelling. 
“Awesome! I'll try on the next one! Oh, check your phone!” 


She gave him a wink and went back inside, and a second later, after fishing his phone from his 
boot, Tenko saw that she had documented how she had changed, with many, many selfies in every 
state of undress. “She...she is trying to murder me, I see.” Best death ever, though... 


She showed him swimsuit after swimsuit, trying on different colours and styles, and showing off 
accessories she had picked up, like a hat and a towel that she modelled over her shoulders. And 
Tenko adored every instant of it. He had not fallen in love with Nejire’s looks, what he felt was 
deeper but...but he still had to admit that she was just stunning, and he loved every last bit of her. 
Especially in a bikini. 


By the time they left the store, they had two bags full of swimsuits each, and Tenko was about as 
red as if he was already sunburnt. Maybe it was cause Nejire had decided to pull him into the 
changing room when the store attendants were not looking and have some fun...In the end, he was 
just grateful that they weren’t banned from the store or anything. 


“So ubh...Hawaii? Nejire I'm still in prison 6.5 days of the week...” Tenko asked, as they walked 
around leisurely, with a few hours left on his time away from jail. He had been so caught up in the 
moment that he had not even pondered how and why he would go to the beach; the image of Nejire 
splashing in the waves and of the feeling of freedom the clear blue skies would give him had been 
too overwhelming to question. 


“Oh yep, I forgot, I was too amazed by the giraffe kid and it slipped my mind!” 
“Oh yeah, Maria something-” 

“De los Angeles Garcia y Venavidez Esperanza de Dios! She is from Spain!” 

“Oh yeah...that.” 

“Toothsy is getting married!" Nejire said, “She didn't tell you? You're invited too!” 
“Toga? WHAT? That little gremlin...For real? She can do that?” 


“Yep.” Nejire said, a cute smile on her face. “We are both invited, right? Or do you have plans to 
invite some other cutie?” Tenko assumed that the invitation had already been answered for him by 
the Hades guards, which he resented slightly, but he was too happy with the situation to dwell on it. 


“Of course I'm bringing you! But...I don't have a suit.” 


“Yuyu says she will help! Says she will only hate you more if you dress bad!” 


“You'll be the designated driver for the main squad, Shinsou.” Mei all but ordered him as more 
and more people gathered for Izuku’s bachelor’s party. After weeks of planning, she’d come up 
with a day full of fun activities especially selected to cater to Izuku’s tastes and interests, with the 
help of many of his friends and of course All Might. 


Shinsou had helped a ton, as groomsmen should. With Shouto and Tenya he’d helped deal with 
phone calls, budgeting and with the paperwork nightmare that would be created by half a hundred 
young heroes rampaging through Tokyo. Thankfully Shouto and I delegated most of that to Tenya, 
haha...Dude’s a machine, he probably filed a thousand permission slips for the party. 


Alcohol was expected, good food guaranteed, and the activities themselves were known only to 
Mei and the groomsmen, with Izuku very much unaware of what was coming. The only hint he had 
was that there would be no strippers, which Tenya had let slip one time at the First Response base, 
when Tokoyami had asked if they would visit “the temptresses of fate and darkness” and then 
clarified, ““Mineta pleaded that I ask.” 


Mei had considered the stripper idea quite seriously, though, even researching a few dozen cabaret 
clubs and similar establishments, even sending Shinsou and Mina to one that offered both hostesses 
and hosts, all of them wearing popular hero costumes. 


After getting over the fact that the staff assigned to their table, a hostess for him and a host for 
Mina, were dressed (and acted as) Mt. Lady and Majestic, and spending quite a bit of yen on 
drinks, they’d actually had a very fun time and it had been a really unusual date for the two, that 
they still talked about once in a while. 


But Mei had looked at their tab, extrapolated the costs from two people to nearly sixty, and then 
surmised that a cabaret or a strip club was probably not a very “Izuku” thing to do. So instead she 
had focused on yet more hero-themed places, as well as some hidden gems that she got from Gran 
Torino and All Might, and it had all been set up, well strategized and organized. 


All that was left was to have a fun night out, and make sure Izuku enjoyed himself. 


“Sure. I’m fine driving cars, even if I prefer my bike.” Mina preferred his bike as well, since the 
passenger needed to hug the driver, and she had used that to her advantage for a long time before 
they’d started dating. By now he was more used to it, but it would always feel close and intimate, 
he was sure of it. 


“Here’s the keys! It’s a rental SUV so don’t worry too much, but if you crash it and I have to pay 
insurance, you’ll be my unpaid intern for a month, got it?” Mei said, somehow menacing once the 
concept of paying got introduced in the conversation. 


“Yeah yeah, got it. Who’s with me?” Shinsou asked, as more and more of the party guests started 
arriving at Izuku’s team headquarters, which tended to be the unofficial spot for about half the 
house parties for the UA graduates nowadays. 


“For now, nobody, but at 1 a.m. you return here, pick up the SUV and take it to the last spot! If 
everyone’s still conscious enough to keep on going, you park it there, if my calculus is accurate, 
everyone will be absolutely drunk; you see, if you apply the usual rate of alcohol consumption and 
add in the values of an average hero’s metabolism...” Mei rambled on about the science behind 


everyone in the party getting absolutely smashed with booze, while Shinsou nodded along. 
“Who else will be a designated driver?” 


“Tsuyu volunteered. lida, my dad, Shishida, Vlad King. My two Legal team lawyers; I promised 
them they could eat and drink whatever they liked after ferrying everyone home. When it’s time, 
you pick up Izuku, Shouto, Tokoyami, Kaminari, Bakugou, Kirishima and of course, me! This 
whole thing’II put a dent into Hatsume Industries’ emergency funds, but who it’s the easiest 
decision of my life to invest in it!” Mei laughed and patted Shinsou on the shoulder. “Seems like 
almost everyone’s here, shall we begin?” 


Shinsou nodded, looking around at the dozens of people gathered. Some were there for Izuku, but 
he knew that more were just there as “friends of a friend”, looking for a good excuse to party 
instead of celebrating Izuku. And some others were simply there to eat and drink. 


If it had been him, Shinsou would have invited much less people. Jf] get married to Mina, my 
bachelor’s will be tiny. This giant group will only end up splitting off and it’ll be no end of trouble, 
with three or four good friends would be more than enough for me. But this is Izuku we’re talking 
about, he earned the love of so many here... 


“All of you!” Mei said, standing on top of Tsuyu’s green Toyota truck and addressing everyone 
from up there. enhancing her already loud voice with a megaphone, “Welcome the GROOM!” Mei 
raised her free hand and beckoned for Izuku to join her. 


Shinsou had already greeted Izuku, but other early arrivals had soon shown up with congratulations 
and well wishes, and by the time Fatgum had arrived with a plate of snacks to offer to Izuku, 
Shinsou had felt uncomfortable, overcrowded, and had left to look for Mei. 


Now Izuku moved through the crowd, joining Mei on top of the green pickup, and Mei raised his 
hand, as if having won a boxing match. “THE GROOM IZUKU MIDORITYA! The badass hero, 
the friend to, well...probably most? Yeah, let’s go with most of you. The green haired dude! I...I 
should have prepared a speech but I spent that time planning instead so...here’s how it'll go. Oh 
right, Izuku, say something for the crowd of pals and parasites, please?” 


“[’m...’'m really happy to have you here with me! I hope we all have as much fun as possible!” 
Izuku added cheerfully, and it seemed like the crowd was happy enough to get called parasites 
(which some were, if Shinsou was honest), as they cheered for Izuku 


Shinsou stayed some distance from the main body of people, looking at who had arrived. Most of 
the guys from class A and B were there, as well as some from other years, like Mirio and Tamaki, 
as well as a few underclassmen that looked at Izuku and the others with some awe. I’/l have to ask 
them to stay behind when we get to places that serve booze. Unless they are legally allowed to 
drink... Then again we used to drink that young... 


He saw Fatgum, Hawks and Rocklock from the pro heroes invited, but he assumed that the latter 
two wouldn’t stay for the entire thing. Hawks had a baby on the way, scheduled to arrive ina 
couple of months, according to Shouto, so Shinsou imagined it was more than likely that Hawks 
would fly off at some point to get her some strange craving. 


As for Rocklock, it had been extremely polite, but still pretty clear in his response to the invitation 
that he didn’t wish to be at the same ceremony as Himiko, even if Mei had told Shinsou that she 
had purposefully brushed over that fact when telling everyone about the results. So J would guess 
that he is here to talk with Izuku and then leave. I'll be on top of that, be with Izuku if they talk. 
Better keep an eye out...Man, between this and the UA students around, I might be a babysitter 


tonight. Woohoo. 


There were also Mineta and Kaminari close together, talking with Shindou from Shiketsu. /zuku 
you dumbass, if somebody gets blackout drunk and starts congratulating Shindou instead of you, 
you only have yourself to blame. Nearby were Kirishima and Bakugou, talking in low voices. 
Bakugou kept throwing glances at Izuku, eyes narrowed, but besides from that he seemed to be in a 
good mood. 


In the edge of the crowd he saw Tokoyami, dressed in all black techwear and platform sneakers, 
standing out markedly from the others who mostly dressed in button up shirts and jeans, with a few 
jackets and blazers, as well as some extremely stylish streetwear, and Fatgum being outfitted in his 
hero suit. 


“Greetings, Fell Speaker.” Tokoyami said, nodding his head slightly. Shinsou returned the nod. 
Shinsou joined the bird headed lad at the edge of the crowd and waited for Mei to continue, after 
her megaphone had combusted suddenly and Izuku had needed to smash it against the ground to 
prevent a fire. 


“With some string, a few turbobatteries and a spare megaphone Izuku brought, I have invented a 
MegaMegaphone! Anyway, the plan! The groomsmen are Shinsou, Todoroki and Iida, and I’m the 
Best Girl for the wedding, so you all follow us! Now we will charge down the street and into the 
train stop, where the Party Tram will pick us up! It is plastered with All Might parafernalia, filled 
to the brim with beer and snacks! Every stop it takes we go down and depending on the place we 
do a challenge or a game, earn more and more alcohol and food! It’s a bar crawl through all twelve 
best Hero Bars, Restaurants and Clubs in all of Tokyo! Run now, RUN! The Party Tram arrives in 
five minutes! RUN!!!!" 


Mei cackled into the megaphone as she jumped down the lime green pickup truck and started 
sprinting as fast as her short legs carried her, laughing all along. The warehouse’s gates opened 
fully to let her pass, as well as everyone else. She was wearing a dress, but her speed was still 
quick, as she had her “casual” boots on, which were closer to punk combat boots than her usual 
work boots, and were not weighed down by steel toes. She was running pretty fast. 


Shinsou’s moccasins didn’t have quite enough grip to sprint, but he still hurried along with Mei, 
reaching her about the same time as Kirishima and Tetsutetsu passed them, having picked up Izuku 
like a bundle, rushing to be the first at the Party Tram. Izuku was laughing his ass off, his face all 
grins. You’re so worried sometimes that I can almost forget what a pure ray of sunshine you are, 
Izuku...Let’s all protect that smile, okay? 


“Run, Mei, the tram will leave us behind!” Shinsou said, laughing, as the short girl cursed at him 
with a mechanic’s colorful vocabulary. Her legs were strong from standing long hours and lifting 
heavy items in her workshop, but they were still among the shorter in the group and soon everyone 
had caught up, lighting up the street with laughing, hooting and cursing, with people racing against 
each other or tripping their friends or calmly jogging, like Fatgum did now, with a few lazier party 
people travelling on his shoulders. 


“The Party Tram!” Mei yelled into the megaphone, which meant that probably everyone in a 
mile’s radius heard. Thankfully this is more an industrial than residential area... “First come, first 
serve! Lemme at those fried shrimps! Wooo!” 


Mei and Shinsou arrived to find that Izuku and a dozen others were already there, with the Party 
Tram staff already serving big mugs of beer and passing around big plates of snacks. Mei made a 
very fast beeline towards the shrimps she had mentioned, fried in a garlic sauce, their savoury taste 
only making one thirstier for more ice cold beer. 


Shinsou got his mug and joined Izuku and Mei by one of the tram’s inner pillars, resting his back 
to the support and taking a good, long sip before stealing a couple of Mei’s shrimps and devouring 
them with gusto. 


“T was on the phone with the Party Tram CEO the other day, you know?” Mei said, “He gave me a 
discount for this whole thing cause I got this beer company to sell us an experimental batch...How 
is it? Pretty nice, no?” Mei took a gulp, looked around and then burped quietly, “It’s a new 
company, they want to branch out. I made the connection, we all win!” 


“T’d never have guessed this beer hadn’t been around long!” Izuku said, politely sipping at the 
beer. It probably had enough carbs in a single mug that every one of the heroes present would be 
working out extra hard if they still wanted to fit their tuxedos... 


“Tram driver! Everyone has boarded!” Mei used her megaphone again, but at a lower volume, to 
protect everyone’s eardrums in closer proximity to the sound. A few seconds later, the tram started 
moving, and music started playing on the speakers. 


Shinsou drank for a while longer with Izuku and Mei. He seemed excited as hell to see the “best 
hero places” in Tokyo, and that excitement was contagious, as was his bright smile. Shinsou could 
feel more years being added to his lifespan for every moment he spent with that pure boy, joking 
about everything and nothing, clinking their glasses to toast, first to his wedding, to him and to 
Toga, then to dumber and dumber stuff. 


“To pro heroes being happy and safe!” Izuku said, the slightest touch of red beginning on his 
cheeks, probably more from feeling a little shy when more and more people barged in to wish him 
well. 


“To cats!” 
“To All Might merch!” 


“To venture capitalists losing money and mechs stomping on their happiness!” Mei said as they 
toasted, “What? I hate the stock market, bunch of white collar criminals. True capitalists get their 
hands dirty, they work, they break their backs advertising their products, they bargain and barter 
like true merchants! Fuck those speculating pieces of shit!” 


“Fuck them!” Shinsou replied, and half a dozen others joined them, probably just happy to raise a 
glass and curse. 


“Next...to friendship!” Izuku said, and everyone in the tram cart drank to that. 


“Drink now, to Party Tra! And to our sponsor, Shiganshina Brewery and Winery, creators of the 
best wines in the south! They’ll make you think you turned ten meters tall and mindless, that’s 
how good they are! And this beer...drink if you liked this beer!” The cheering was loud, the 
drinking unanimous. Guess nobody can resist a few pints of stout on somebody else’s dime, eh? 


“Gentlemen! It is Mei again!” Mei said, sometime later, as the tram started slowing down again. 
Izuku had been dragged to a different conversation by then and Shinsou had ended up drinking 
quietly next to Shouto. They both planned to stop drinking in a few hours, and there were big 
bottles of Hatsume Sport drinks for them stashed at the tram’s coolers. With a couple of nods and a 
silent clink of their mugs, they stayed in comfortable silence until the tram stopped. 


“Ready?” Shouto asked, as everyone filed out of the tram cart, watching Kirishima and Tetsutetsu 
again carrying Izuku on their shoulders, yelling “DEKU! DEKU!” and “GROOM! GROOM!”, 


with a couple dozen others cheering around them. 
“Let’s go, man. I’m dying to see how he reacts to this first place.” 


Shinsou climbed down from the tram along with Shouto, feeling tipsy, the effects of the alcohol 
already making everything seem far away and more fun, and easier. Wooo the beer is doing it’s 
thing, now I'll love everyone for a while, unless I drink more and turn from a happy drunk to a sad 
drunk and call Mina to cry and tell her how much I love her...yeah I think I might not drink much 
more. Maybe just keep this buzz. 


“Izuku! Everyone! Our first stop of twelve: the Musutafu Hero’s Lodge!” Mei said, using her 
megaphone to be heard over the laughter and cheering. Shinsou could no longer see Izuku, but he 
followed the crowd and walked into the lounge, a rather nice restaurant with a Golden Age of 
Heroes theme. 


He saw Kirishima claim the Crimson Riot table, one of the larger ones, surrounded by 
paraphernalia of that “manly” hero, and all of Kirishima’s friends joined him, including Fatgum. 
He saw others take a Recovery Girl table, and a Gran Torino booth, and on the place of honour, he 
saw Mei and Izuku had already claimed the All Might table. 


Shouto gave Shinsou a nod and a soft smile and joined Izuku, while Shinsou headed for a different 
table, wishing to give his friends all the space they would need. Instead he found himself at the 
Nana Shimura table, clinking drinks with Neito and Kuroiro and sharing some fries with them 
while the waiters, all dressed like old timey sidekicks, took their orders. 


They joked and laughed and spent some good time together, with Neito telling Shinsou about how 
most of Class B would soon be spread all over Japan. He was so proud of all his classmates, that it 
was actually pretty sweet to see. He himself, though, had been assigned to an area of Tokyo called 
Kamurocho, and he was eagerly inviting anyone within earshot to go patrol the streets with him. 


And somehow Shinsou had ended up promising to patrol a few times with him and bring Mina 
along. It’ll be a double date, I guess. Neito, Pony, Mina and I. Will be fun, how many thugs and 
goons can be there in a little district of Tokyo anyway? 


The food was plentiful and tasty. Shinsou enjoyed a big burger, Neito stuffed his face with fries 
and boneless wings, Kuroiro spent half his time nibbling at a chicken parmesan sandwich and 
telling them anecdotes of times that his girlfriend Kinoko had made hallucinogenic mushrooms 
appear and they had taken them, which had resulted in some very, very entertaining shenanigans. 


He glanced occasionally to Izuku’s table, watching Mei laughing her ass off, Izuku smiling, Shouto 
and Tenya speaking happily, Tokoyami telling a story with all the gravitas and drama of a stage 
actor. It all seemed to be going great...until he saw Rocklock stand up from the table he’d shared 
with Hawks and tap Izuku on the shoulder, then point towards a hallway. 


So he followed them. 


As the rest of the Hero Lounge, the hallway that led to the bathrooms and the stairs for a second 
floor was full of retro decor and hero posters, even a couple mannequins outfitted with replica 
costumes of Crimson Riot and Nana Shimura to signal the men’s and women’s bathrooms. Izuku 
and Rocklock stopped by a Silver Age All Might poster, and Izuku waited while the older hero 
gathered his words. 


“Hey.” Shinsou said, joining Izuku, standing beside him. He looked at Rocklock and their eyes 
met. /zuku isn’t alone, Rocklock, so mind your words. Go on, then . 


“You too? Fine, my words aren’t a secret or anything.” Rocklock said, shrugging. 


“T’m listening, Rocklock. Please speak your mind!” Izuku said, still smiling, as if nothing the man 
could say would get his mood down. “I hope you have enjoyed yourself so far? Anyway, I’m all 
ears.” 


“Deku...no, Midoriya.” Rocklock said, his tone starting harsh but softening along the way. “First 
of all, I guess I should say that yeah, ’ ve had some fun. No alcohol for me, though, but...well, 
thank Hatsume for her generosity. And...thank you for inviting me. I know I have been harsh with 
you in the past, held you up to a standard beyond what was fair when you were a student and 
now...” 

Rocklock sighed and scratched his hair, “All I want to ask is if Toga has changed. If she is still the 
same person who stabbed me, I don’t know. She stabbed me, she took my blood, but...she missed 
any vital organs. That knife...she knew what she was doing. Just a kid and she took me down. She 
could have killed me, and she didn’t. Why? I thought back then that it was manipulation. Or a 
terror tactic. That she left me knowing that she could have left me bleeding out with a single twist 
of the knife. What was it, Deku?” 


“Back then?” Izuku seemed confused with the question. “Even back then L..I hoped she had some 
good inside her. I didn’t know for sure until later. I...1 don’t know why she didn’t kill you, but ?’'m 
glad she didn’t. I... won’t ask you to forgive her for that. It’s true that she could have killed you, 
left a baby fatherless, a woman widowed, all of your friends in grief. I’m...I’m glad she didn’t.” 


“Yeah. I...1 don’t know if Pd be okay asking her that to her face. Tell me about who she is now, 
then. I don’t want to make a scene, here-” 


“That’s good, if you did I’d have to ask you to leave.” Shinsou said, cutting Rocklock off. He’d 
been on board with Izuku’s choice of falling in love with Toga, because he trusted Izuku’s 
judgement completely. [f he chose to be my friend, to do so much for me, it is all I can do to trust 
his decisions. And if I don’t agree with them, tell him. But Toga? She was lost and her story...we 
all feel it close, once we know. All of us with “evil” Quirks... 


“[’m a grown ass man, kid. I’m not making a tantrum at a party just cause this kid’s bride shanked 
me years ago. But as a father, as a hero, as a man, | gotta ask things. I gotta know if Toga is better 
now. She’ll be in the public eye now more than ever and...shit, Deku. You’re a good kid. I 
appreciate all the work you put in. But Toga...think about the example you’re setting.” 


Izuku considered it for a moment, then smiled softly and said, ““Himiko has gone through hell, 
Rocklock. In ways I can’t even begin to explain, not without days and days of context. She’s 
changed, really and now her skills are put to good use. She fights for the greater good now!” 


“You'll forgive my skepticism but...I want to believe you, kid. I do. But what if-” 


“Sir, with all due respect... love Himiko. We’re getting married and that’s it. If she...if she ever 
did anything wrong again, there are dozens of ways she would be stopped, including me . She will 
not be going around stabbing heroes again, and I trust her with my life for that.” Izuku’s voice was 
still cheerful, but there was an edge to his words that reminded Shinsou just how dangerous his 
friend actually was. Izuku...if the whole world turned on Himiko, we all know whose side you 
would take. 


“And all of their friends would help in that case. Yes, Rocklock, I said “their”, I consider Toga my 
friend as well. She’s done bad shit, regretted it, become better. That’s all any of us can do, right? 
Or would you also hold my juvie record against me, huh?” Shinsou didn’t know where the anger 


came from, but he still felt his words turn mad and his eyes narrow. 
Rocklock’s eyes moved from Shinsou to Izuku, then back again. “Juvie record?” 


“Ran with a bad crowd. Got coerced into bad things. Then a person I trusted gave false testimony 
against me, all back in middle school. ’'m a hero now, what do you call that? A redemption story?” 
It seemed to give Rocklock pause. “Think the same for Toga. Congratulate Izuku, stuff your face 
on Mei’s money more, if you like. But feel confident that the Toga that stabbed you is gone.” 


“T...why are you so angry about this, kid? Why are you involving yourself in this? I wanted to ask 
this to Deku, alone.” 


“IT wasn’t about to let someone ruin my best friend’s mood at his party, rightfully angry or not. And 
isn’t involving oneself in trouble kind of a hero thing? Did we answer your questions?” Shinsou 
said, stepping closer to Rocklock. He knew this wouldn’t be the first or last time Izuku would have 
to defend his decision, and he felt bad for it. Not for the first time, he wondered if Izuku hadn’t 
chosen the most difficult path, by following his heart. 


“T guess so. Thanks for the hospitality but...that’ ll be it for me. Good luck, Midoriya, both as a 
hero and with this . You'll need it. Some will never forgive. Me? I... don’t know, man.” Rocklock 
gave a sigh, then grinned, extending a hand, “Congrats, anyway. I hope you two will prove 
everyone wrong.” 


“We will.” Izuku said, returning the smile, absolute confidence in his words. “Like Endeavor said 
once, just watch us!” Izuku gave Rocklock a pat on the shoulder, and the older man’s shoulders 
seemed to lose tension. Did...did we just convince this guy? “Would you at least stay for dessert? I 
know Hawks mentioned some of the pros would have to leave early but still...” 


“Thanks, man, but I gotta go. Maybe...maybe I should talk with Toga one day.” 


“She’d like that. Make amends, you know? I’m sure she’d be up for it, just say when.” Izuku said, 
and Rocklock quickly took his leave. “I...I thought for a minute there that I would lose my cool, 
Hitoshi. Get angry at him, just like with Kacchan the other night... Ughhh, this is not getting easier. 
I... can’t seem to convince people to see what I see when I look at her, you know?” 


“People will never see that in the exact same way. People don’t get what Mina sees in me, they 
don’t get what I see in her. Even if I explained it all to you, one of the people I trust most, it would 
never carry across fully, right?” Shinsou said, tapping Izuku on the shoulder lightly. “So don’t care 
for them. If they hate you for this, they can go fuck themselves. There’s plenty of us who will wish 
you the best, always. Fuck the rest. Rocklock, Bakugou...don’t let “em rain on your parade.” 


“T know you're right but...it still feels bad?” 


“Nothing that more booze and food and friends won’t fix. Now come on, we still have eleven more 
places to go and Mei is already on her megaphone...She’s such a champ. Focus on that, Izuku. 
People like that who are on board. Not the haters.” Shinsou said, pushing Izuku back towards the 
Hero Lounge. “Man...I am not looking forward to all of the cardio Mina will get me to do to work 
off all this food and beer...” 


Chapter End Notes 
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Stag Night, part 2 
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Izuku’s head spun. The laughter was everywhere and he was laughing. He didn’t remember the 
joke, and he knew it was probably something stupid someone had said, but he laughed. His bladder 
was full, way too full. He was having a lovely time, having just won some of the games at the last 
place they had stopped. They were about halfway on Mei’s list of places to visit...he thought. 


But right now he wanted to pee. And he didn’t know where the bathroom was! 


He knew that no young hero would reach the #1 spot if he drunkenly pissed himself, right? It 
started to become very distressing. He jogged one way, then another, looking for the stylized male 
figure representing the men’s room. J saw it before, right before we started doing shots...Oh god 
why did Monoma convince us to do shots? And so much beer...Tasty, fresh beer! Did the bathroom 
have an All Might sign or was it just a figure in a cape? 


He felt so woozy, his legs shaky...so he engaged Full Cowling and aimed at one of the building’s 
corners. /t is a restaurant bar that serves a lot of vodka! Izuku zoomed past, narrowly avoiding 
crashing against Fatgum as he went...but he didn’t find the bathroom. 


“Oh god no...” he said, crossing his legs. He scanned the room a little too quickly, getting dizzy, 
his vision tunnelling for an instant...And then he saw the reflection of the sign in a steel plate he 
was holding. Why am I holding this? When did I pick it up? 


“FRISBEE!” he heard Kirishima yell and, feeling his self control slip, Izuku threw it like an 
Olympic discus, not worrying about the fact that he was indoors in a beautifully decorated 
restaurant... And then Kirishima jumped on Fatgum’s belly and hoisted himself up to catch the 
steel plate between his teeth. 


Izuku started laughing. It was all just so bizarre...and he also laughed from the relief as he sprinted 
towards the bathroom. Within seconds, he was sighing and seeing what happened to all the beer he 
had drunk. Woah...so much pee...wooo! It ended there and not my undies! Hell yeah! 


He laughed again as he finished, then zipped his pants closed again and waddled over to the 
mirror. He barely recognized himself with those unfocused eyes and that lazy smile...so he gingerly 
took out his phone and sent a selfie of it to Himiko. 


Through a shaky, moving screen that made him dizzy, Izuku tried typing but ended up with a 
dreadful, unintelligible scribble that barely resembled the “I’m having fun!” message he wished to 
write accompanying the laughing face he had sent. 


“Oh shit.” Izuku muttered, as the phone suddenly slipped from his fingers and started falling to the 
ground. His adrenalin was suddenly triggered and he could feel it happening slowly as he caught it 
again before it smashed against the floor and broke. 


“Watch out!” he heard Bakugou say as he walked in. “There’s PISS!” He laughed and pointed at 
the wet floor which Izuku was sure was just cleaning fluid from a janitor recently sweeping. But he 
still made a face as he brought back up the phone and stashed it away safely in his pants. 


“DEKU you asshole! Where is my hamburger?” Bakugou yelled, but Izuku noticed that he was 
actually yelling at Yo Shindou, who had walked into the bathroom as well. “I...Deku, why are you 


taller? Am I small? Is this a fucking nightmare?” 


“[’m not Deku, man.” Shindou said, trying to get past Bakugou to one of the booths. “Come on, 
just lemme through...” 


“Not until you explain my burger, asswipe!” Bakugou said, turning even more aggressive, small 
explosions on his palms. Izuku stepped in between them quickly, which instantly confused 
Bakugou. “Waitaminute...Deku! If you’re here, who’s that motherfucker over there? Is it your 
cousin Jack Midoriya the salaryman?” 


“Tm Yo Shindou, we have met like a dozen times, man.” 


“Deku, tell Deku to shut up, his voice is fucking annoying.” Bakugou said, scratched his jaw and 
started walking out of the bathroom, with a furious and determined look on his face, searching for 
that burger... 


“That was weird.” Shindou said, looking more sober than Izuku felt, “You look a bit rough, 
man...How about we go back to the party, eat and drink something? I think a lot of us are...going a 
bit far. We’re just halfway there and you’re about...hmmm...three shots of vodka from showing the 
world if you’re a depressive drunk, an aggressive drunk, or a horny drunk...Is that why Hatsume 
didn’t get this gaggle of partygoers through a few soaplands?” 


Izuku could see that cunning, deeply intelligent and ruthless gleam in Shindou’s eyes. He was 
much smarter than he usually let on and was probably right about Izuku’s state of inebriation. If he 
wished to keep on enjoying the party, he did need to sober up and then pace himself better. 


“A soapland? Oh no, that...that wouldn’t really be my thing. That’s why...why Mei didn’t...” Izuku 
stammered. He suddenly felt really irritated with the idea of his party becoming a tour through 
brothels. “I would never cheat on Himiko, Shindou. Not on the excuse that it is my stag night, not 
ever.” 


“So a loyal, very smitten drunk, then. Let’s get some water in you, groom boy.” Shindou offered 
his arm to support Izuku, who accepted it. He was even dizzier now and he felt that, if he didn’t 
close his eyes, all the motion would make him puke. He was soon ushered to a set of couches that 
had some of his friends in drunker states, with Tokoyami clutching a bucket, Aoyama doubled over 
with a bag of ice over his stomach, Bakugou laughing as he ate a plate of chicken wings, covered in 
extra hot sauce, if Izuku could guess, and Sen Kaibara actively puking into a big trashcan shaped 
like Crimson Riot, with the top of his head being the lid that Sen had put aside. It was a pretty 
bizarre picture. 


He sat down and Shindou left, promising food and some water, and soon Izuku started talking with 
the others. More and more he felt the effects of those shots, still reacting with his body, and he 
identified it with how quickly his words seemed to leave his mouth, even before he had a chance to 
think...And somehow everything was funny. 


Until it wasn’t. Tokoyami started talking about some anecdote with him and Tsuyu and suddenly 
Izuku missed Himiko terribly, and he felt very, very lonely. “I...’m sorry...Fumikage, it’s just...it’s 
not your story, please ignore me...” 


“T...1 guess I would be moved to tears too, dear friend, if I had witnessed all that demonic mud 
upon a friend’s best black clothes when going rally racing on a Toyota truck...””» Tokoyami mused, 
as Izuku started to shake. Why do I feel so...sensitive? So...open? Someone had left a few beer cans 
around and he picked one up, opened it and downed it to try and distract himself...and only felt 
sadder. 


It’s...it’s all so....weird. All so sad! They all still think I’m Quirkless, don’t they? That I...that all of 
you... told Himiko and she ddn’t care! She...she said it made us similar. Kindred spirits. I...1 think 
it was why I trusted her so easily...Wait. Why are they... Izuku realized that he had spoken 
everything in his thoughts as the others watched. 


So he cried again, with Tokoyami patting his back softly, then Hitoshi, Shouto, Tenya and Mei 
appearing with Shindou and comforting him more. He eventually stopped crying, and took the 
opportunity to ask for some space. Then he called Himiko. 


He was sure that it was all a garbled mess on her end of the call, that the alcohol would be 
speaking just as much as him, and that it was probably a bit late...but she picked up the call right 
away. “Izu-Izu...having fun? I saw your picture! I loved it! That cute little smile...” 


“Himiko...I really, really love you, I miss you so much! I feel lonely!” Izuku said, starting to cry 
again. 


“Tzu-Izu, it’s the booze. You’re the cutest, most adorable, most handsome, kindest, strongest guy 
there is! The only one I love! And you gathered like a hundred friends there, that’s like...like the 
goals of someone I’ve read about, I think.” Himiko said, patiently, as Izuku kept repeating how 
much he loved her, and each and every reason for doing so. 


He could tell she liked all his reasons by the smug tone of her voice, but he also heard some 
concern. “You’re...pretty drunk, aren’t you?” 


“Yeah...and Mineta is beside me telling me to tell you lewd stuff...” Izuku said, as Minoru Mineta 
laughed to his right. On his other side, Mei was searching through a cooler and Shindou was 
looking for a spot to place the food. 


“Tell her uhh...your sex plans for whenever you recover from this hangover, Midoriya!” Mineta 
said. 


“T...Himiko, how about, when I return, we...actually, no! Shush!” Izuku said, shooing mIneta away 
and finishing the plans in a whisper that made Himiko giggle. 


“Oh my...that sounds a bit...risky. And creative. ’'m game, Izu-Izu...”” With the same speed as it 
had appeared, his sadness was now gone. He ended the call and started drinking deeply from a 
bottle that Mei offered to him. 


“DRINK, GROOM! DRINK! This new liquid Baby is the newest drink I invented! Think of it as a 
supercharged sports drink. The future of hydration is here, the future is now! And it comes in a 
bottle with a chibi me on it! Cute!” It tasted like lemons and made all of Izuku’s body tremble with 
energy briefly, but he soon felt his mind returning to normal. 


When he finished the bottle, Shindou offered him a large, double stacked hamburger with plenty of 
bacon. “Like half the stuff around here, it’s called Crimson Riot something...” Izuku heard Hitoshi 
say as he chomped on it, his metabolism bringing him closer and closer to normal. “So Kirishima 
already ate four of those and is currently negotiating with the manager to keep a plate, a mug and 
one...one of the bathroom doors.” 


“T.... can really respect that.” Izuku said. “Mei...can I have another drink? So I can keep going and 
ubh...drink more?” 


“It heals any damage inflicted upon the liver! I engineered it to be most useful to hospitals and 
patients dealing with all kinds of chems so...Bottoms up! You’ll be good as new and then...your 


next round is on me!” 


Hitoshi gave a quick chuckle at her words, as Izuku drank the second Hastume Sport, XTRA 
POWER version, which featured a rather crazy looking chibi Mei on it...shooting lasers from her 
eyes while holding a bottle in each hand. “Mei...the entire event is on your dime. Every round is on 
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you. 


“My best pal’s happiness is my best possible investment!” 


Twelve places to visit in one night might have been far too ambitious, even for people as tireless 
and energetic as Izuku. Mei Hatsume was certainly feeling less enthusiastic now, better 
understanding the calm “you won’t be this hyperactive in a few hours” looks that the Party Tram 
people had given her when receiving the party. 


But they were finally in the last place. 


It had been a long night, with people getting drunk, sobering up and getting drunk again, starting at 
the evening in the Musutafu Hero Lounge with a hearty meal, continuing to the Hero’s Courage 
Game Centre in the outskirts of the suburbs, then to the Tokyo Museum of Professional Heroics. 


The Museum had been a delicate thing to balance for Mei, as it had needed both buying out a 
couple of hours of the museum’s time, so they’d have it all for themselves, and wrangling the 
dozens of partygoers herself (with some help from Izuku and the groomsmen) so they would not 
drunkenly destroy some valuable piece of history that Hatsume Industries couldn’t afford or 
anything that would get them all banned from the place. 


Thankfully, besides a moment where Tetsutetsu had tried to eat Captain Celebrity’s battle damaged 
costume from a few years back, it had mostly worked out, and the gleam in Izuku’s eyes as they 
looked around had been well worth it. 


Of course he’d been there thousands of times before, but never with so many friends and 
acquaintances, and he revelled in telling them all the trivia he’d gathered over his visits. 


After that, and more refreshments from the Tram, they’d moved on to the Tokyo Radical Strength 
Test Zone, a facility operated by the multinational Quirk research lab Radical Dynamics, equipped 
with the conditions and equipment for people to break world records in strength, speed and all sorts 
of Quirk powers. 


So she had fanned the competition by praising Izuku and calling the others a bunch of weaklings 
with spaghetti arms and beer bellies, told them that they should work off the calories in all the beer 
they’d been having, and set them against a few of the equipment that she and Izuku had already 
used in their own tests. 


Some of the results had been obvious; Izuku was miles ahead in strength if he used OFA, but if he 
used just his muscles it was an interesting match. A deadlift competition soon started, only halting 
when Izuku tore the sleeves on his shirt while breaking the tie with Bakugou. He’d been too 
embarrassed to continue and in the end Fatgum had won the unassisted lift. 


Jumping tests and punching tests, throwing balls and discs, all of it was turned into a game by Mei 
as she pushed the guys to give their best, and she had a Jot of fun with it. A few dress shirts were 


ruined like Izuku’s, but the guys were all in great spirits as they returned to the Party Tram. 


And then she had made one of her better business pitches of the night by unleashing a cloud of 
deodorant that instantly turned the tram from smelling like a boy’s locker room into smelling 
decent and clean. 


“Ho! This is the HatsuClean Deodorant Environmental Aerosol! A derivative of Baby #9851, 
imagine it as a bath bomb but for the air! Smart nanites react with oxygen and hydrogen, targeting 
sweat and creating a better atmosphere! Now offered to the transport systems of the world and to 
all of you for a fair fair price!” 


More food had followed at the Crimson Riot Manly Cuisine and the Oficial All Might Bar and 
Grill (which wasn’t actually official; the typo in the name had been legally used to avoid getting 
sued one time Sir Nighteye had tried to fight them). In the first, drink had gotten to Izuku and 
several others, but Mei had “revived” them with one of her new drinks and in the next place, 
American style food had filled their bellies, then they had moved on through to the Big Bad Hero 
Store, a giant superstore stocking hero equipment and support items, some of which Mei was proud 
of having designed, which she pointed smugly at everyone who would listen. 


Since nobody had brought many bags or wished to carry heavy items, their shopping was minimal, 
and merely an excuse to hang out at a mostly empty superstore at night. The half-abandoned state 
got a few of them nervous, but most of them enjoyed the strange feeling; Mei felt as if she owned 
the place, with no employees on sight... 


Afterwards the tram had brought them to a seafood restaurant at the waterfront, called the Nautical 
Heroic Crab Company, where Hawks had picked up some fine lobster dishes and flown away, 
seemingly ready to fulfill one of Fuyumi’s many pregnant cravings that he’d been telling Izuku and 
Mei about throughout the night. 


While the words had gone in through one ear and out the other for Mei, Izuku had listened 
attentively, even making notes on a napkin before Hawks had left. It all seemed to excite Izuku, the 
prospect of babies. J guess I never thought too much about babies with a lowercase “b”. I was 
always focused on the inventions I called Babies! The ones we made together, that we still make 
together. Friendship stuff, right? 


A couple bars had followed, and the herd of guys had started to thin out more and more. By the 
time they had reached the tenth place, a small cinema called Silver Age Flix, less than half 
remained, clocking out due to being fully drunk, too full with food to continue, or simply tired. And 
by the eleventh place, a shrine for good luck often visited by heroes, less than a dozen remained. 


And now, at the final spot, they had reached a non-descript office building in the heart of Tokyo. It 
was almost 5 a.m. and Mei was more than a little tipsy, even after taking a few sobering-up sports 
drinks throughout the night. The air was not cold enough to further sober her up, and she needed to 
lean onto Shinsou a little, as she waited for the drinks to take their effect. 


Shinsou had already sobered up hours ago and taken a few trips with the Drunk Cars, and now 
waited for his final trip, the most important one. He’d been a big support, helping defuse a possible 
issue with Rocklock, restraining Tetsutetsu, when he tried eating Captain Celebrity’s suit, with the 
concealed capture weapon in his wristband, and overall keeping the peace, and Mei was extremely 
thankful. 


“Heeey...thank youuu. Keep me upright just...just for a minute.” Mei said, and Shinsou patiently 
placed his hand on her back, steadying her. Around them, Todoroki and lida were sober, but 
Bakugou and Izuku drunkenly argued with Monoma about capes, Tokoyami had fallen asleep on a 


bench, and Fatgum loudly declared that he was leaving on a quest for an egg McMuffin or death, 
whatever he found first. He was also quite sauced, his big cheeks red, and had been the soul of the 
party...as well as the biggest dent into Mei’s bank account. 


But it’s all good. Izuku had a great time, everyone else had fun, too, so I win in the end...even if I’m 
millions of yen shorter today than yesterday...Oh who cares, money is only as good as how it’s 
used! Mei Hatsume is not some gold hoarding dragon! 


Sen Kaibara and Juzo Honenuki were quietly eating some instant ramen that they’d bought in a 
convenience store nearby, while Kuroiro slept soundly back in the tram. Kirishima had already 
gone home, along with Kaminari, and Mineta was milling around aimlessly, quite drunk as well, 
and he approached Mei and Shinsou. Does he want a drink to sober up? There’s some in the car, I 
think, but I’m dizzy and don’t wanna get em... 


“Hassume!” Mineta said, sounding drunker than he looked. What a strange little man...very much 
not useful for action figure sales... While Mineta had grown a bit taller, he was still far shorter than 
Mei, who wasn’t especially tall either. 


She also had the sudden thought that she could probably lift heavier weights than him, and a little 
equation, painfully slow in her sluggish drunk brain, calculated that she could probably pick up 
Mineta and throw him some two and a half meters if she wished. 


“That’s me! Genius, entrepr...entrepren...ugh, my tongue feels too big...business MeiMei. Me. That 
me...” A headache seemed to be starting, and she wished to sober up some, show Izuku the last 
place and have Shinsou drive them home, where she would sleep for many hours and suffer the 
hangover that loomed in the horizon. 


“Why were there no strippers? No strippers in a cake?” Mineta asked. He was suddenly overcome 
with emotion and broke down crying, falling to his knees. Mei looked at him curiously. He really 
is a difficult hero to sell, huh? Less of a pervert now, if Izuku is right, but...nope. 


“IT wanted to make Izuku happy, not you.” Mei answered. The headache made the businesslike tact 
she tried to keep up disappear, and the drink made her quick thoughts become quicker words. “So 
hero stuff! And...Izuku says all the time...workplace safety? Is a cake safe for a...you know...” 


“T have no idea.” Mineta said, sobbing pathetically, “I just thought...Isn’t it tradition? To have the 
groom enjoy being single and stuff?” 


“Mineta, Japanese stag nights are mostly about drinking. I can smell the sake all the way up here, 
so you’ve kept with tradition quite enough.” Shinsou replied, his tone less harsh than his words. 
Shinsou didn’t like Mineta’s perverted side at all, but if he kept that to a minimum, he tried to be 
polite. 


“IT guess...Hassume! Why are you the best man, though? With those umm...honkers. Big ol’ 
badonkers. Absolute mil-” 


“What?” Mei asked, narrowing her eyes, trying to process what Mineta was saying. J drank waaay 
too much if I can’t figure out that. I mean, it’s innuendo, right? Something lewd? 


“That’s enough, Mineta. Apologize.” Shinsou said, staring down at the little man, who shrank 
even further. 


“Shinsou...are your eyes red or purple?” Mei asked, looking at her friend. For a moment she 
couldn’t really tell. Weird...sometimes they are...but also no? Is this like Tida’s eyes? Science can’t 


explain all mysteries... Then she remembered Mineta was still there. “Why is the apo...oh, I got it. 
Mineta! I organized this cause I’m Izuku’s best friend! Also the best at business, budgeting, 
administration and advertising!” 


“So...for him you’re “one of the boys”?” Mineta asked. 
“Boys?” 


“Yeah like...a girl you feel way too comfortable with and would be weird dating? Like...like I feel 
with my pal Setsuna?” Mineta said, scratching his chin. Wait, he has friends? Female friends? The 
fuck? Did he improve that much? 


“Sure, pal. That would probably be accurate. Now...if you get me a drink and some ibuprofen from 
the car, for once I have no brainpower to deal with you. Or anyone. Do I need to bribe you with a 
thousand yen?” Mei asked, feeling a wave of nausea hit and having to hold onto Shinsou tighter or 
risk slipping and puking all over both purple haired guys. 


“Get you a drink? Wha?” 


“T’ll pay in cash!” Mei said, her eyes blurry, trying to adjust as she felt dizzier and dizzier. 
“Ughh...I should sit down...” As Shinsou helped her down, she pulled a bill from her wallet, 
handed it to Mineta, and had the distinct feeling it would likely be spent on a porn mag, but the 
short guy soon returned and handed over the drink, and Mei gulped it down with a few ibuprofen 
pills. 


Soon she started to feel better, while Shinsou carefully watched over her and Mineta pestered them 
both with gossipy questions about personal stuff that Mei only answered with nods or shakes of her 
head. After Shinsou got annoyed at Mineta for asking stuff about Mina, they both decided to stop 
answering and got back up to their feet and finally reached the last place on the list. 


“Final...final spot!” Mei announced, as enthusiastically as she could, but she was tired. Her feet 
hurt, even while wearing her good boots and not some stupid high heels. Her headache was here to 
stay, and even after three 600 millilitre bottles of Hatsume Sport drinks she felt thirsty. One more 
place and we go home. “Everyone...here it is! 3 Chome-1-11 Sotokanda, Chiyoda City, Tokyo!” 


There was a brief moment as the address got recognized, first by Izuku and Bakugou, who had 
almost come to blows with Monoma in their talk about capes, then by everyone else. “Mei...” 
Izuku said, walking shakily towards her and scanning the nondescript building. Then his eyes 
focused on the small plaque commemorating the spot. “You...you didn’t. I didn’t think...” 


A tear rolled down his eye as he smiled softly and looked at Mei again. He was close, close 
enough that she could hug him, that she could kiss him...but she knew all too well that it was the 
alcohol talking, and that it would undo everything she had worked for, both for him and for herself. 
I accepted everything. His friendship was what mattered the most and I kept that. No what ifs, Mei, 
no what ifs... 


“Of course I did! I knew you hadn’t had any luck pinpointing this place here in Tokyo, with street 
name changes and reconstructions after villain fights and everything...” Mei said, finally feeling 
some speed return to her brain, and some self control to her actions. She stood on her own now, 
with Shinsou nearby just in case anyway. 


“This place is where heroes really started in Japan.” Izuku said, explaining what everyone around 
them was finally getting. “Here is where the vigilante “Dark Ronin”, turned legitimate by meeting 
with the police and became the first hero, Honour Samurai! Here was that meeting, and then the 


agency, and here was also where they made the first hero suits!” 


As the two of them watched the building, side by side, it seemed like the others were gone, like 
Izuku and Mei were the only two people in the world. The only two that were seeing the place 
where the first pro hero and her support engineer had changed Japan forever. 


We are changing it again, Izuku, you and I, just like them. Maybe...maybe it was all about this 
place. What I really wanted to show you. That our friendship will be even stronger than that. Our 
brains bigger, our arms stronger, our power greater! Was it...was it selfish of me to show you this 
in your last days as a “free” man? I don’t know. But I care about you more than anything and I 
promise I am going nowhere. 


“It turned to an office building. And the ground floor’s a fucking Wendy’s!” Bakugou said, 
breaking the moment. Mei looked back at him in annoyance, and saw that the explosive guy was 
sobering up with one of her drinks. If that wasn’t paid for already, I'd charge you. It was a nice 
moment, full of friendship! Fuck you. 


“Yeah! The original building was destroyed by the Banished gang ten years after the start of 
heroics, the next one seventy years later by the Lizard League and now...now there’s a Wendy’s. I 
didn’t even know they had locations here. Still it feels... don’t know...hallowed?” Izuku said, 
reaching for the ground in a wobbly way, touching the pavement respectfully. 


“That’s just a regular ass street, Deku. Take a selfie at the plaque and let’s go, I’m tired!” Bakugou 
said, and Mei somewhat agreed with the latter part of his argument. As wonderful as it was to see 
the respect and reverence in Izuku’s expression, her job was done. They had visited every place she 
knew he would love and it had been a night to remember. And no strippers needed. 


“Everyone! We have gone from Musutafu to the heart of Tokyo! And the start of pro heroism!” 
mei announced, cupping her hands around her mouth, as she briefly pondered where she had lost 
the megaphone she’d carried. “My job as your guide is done! It has been a helluva night! Lemme 
thank our sponsors and my business partners in this adventure; Party Tram, Shiganshina Brewery 
and Winery, Radical Dynamics and this Wendy’s over here...they didn’t actually sell us anything 
but they took my call and clarified their building was the spot! And of course a big thanks to THE 
GROOMSMEN!” Mei said, pointing at Shinsou, lida and Todoroki. 


“We all had fun, right?” Izuku said, addressing those remaining, “I had a lovely time, and it was 
thanks to all of you! Maybe I won’t get more chances to have wild nights like this now that [ll be 
married, but [ll keep this memory forever. Thank you, Mei. Thank you, Hitoshi and Shouto and 
Tenya! Thank you everyone!” 


There was some cheering, but also a lot of yawning. The bachelor’s party, the “stag night’, as it 
was called for some reason that Mei had purposefully decided not to research, that “last wild night” 
was over. 


She exchanged a glance with Izuku, then jumped into his arms, hugging him hard. For the first 
time, now that her main responsibility for the wedding was done, she felt that things would really 
change. She didn’t know how, she didn’t know how soon, but things would change and suddenly 
she was scared. So she hugged Izuku, and he hugged her back. She didn’t cry, but she felt tears 
stinging at her eyes briefly. She didn’t know how things would be and, for someone as smart as she 
was, that was the scariest of all. 


“Hey...hey...it’s okay...What is up, Mei? What is going on?” Izuku asked, as he hugged her even 
tighter. It was warm and comfortable in ways Mei couldn’t fully understand, and it gave her some 
measure of hope. 


“[’m okay, just...the alcohol and stuff. Emotions, shit like that. ’'m really okay!” Touch was 
difficult for Mei. While she could operate any kind of machinery and had hands steady enough for 
surgery and complex manual work, she had never been hugged by anyone besides her mom and 
dad before Izuku. After she’d hugged Shinsou and Himiko too, and Mina and Ochako, even 
Momo, but it still felt pretty alien. But not this time. 


How much of what I feel was caused by inexperience? With friendship, with feelings? I have moved 
on by accepting the feelings I could, forgetting those I didn’t understand. And I’m happy I did so. I 
can’t feel regrets, not when I still have him as all he is for me. It would be stupid. And I am not 
stupid. “Are you sure you’re okay, Mei?” 


“T don’t.... don’t know. Can I just...stay like this a minute?” Mei said, “Can I still hug you after 
you’re married? Be as close to you? Can we still be business partners, best friends? I...[ don’t want 
things to change. I’m excited but also...scared.” 


“Mei...” Izuku said, softly, patting her back and sighing. He smelled a little of alcohol, but Mei 
didn’t care. “Of course. Nothing’s changing between you and me. You'll still be the same Mei, Pl 
be the same Izuku.” 


“You sure?” Mei asked, “With something this big, I...” 
“Yes, ’'m sure. I'll do my best for it. ’m not giving up on any friendship, not as long as I’m alive.” 


“Good. Hatsume Industries would fall apart if it was just me. Without you Id be calling everyone 
an asshole and wouldn’t follow safety rules! So...so don’t stop doing that, okay? Don’t stop being 
my friend.” 


“T never will.” 


It was awkward to rejoin the others, who’d given them space and boarded the SUVs. And she 
hated herself for having worsened Izuku’s mood, even if his smile was just as bright after their hug 
as it had been throughout the night. But she could do nothing to undo it now, all they could do was 
go home. 


“Hatsume, you go a minute?” It was Bakugou, stopping her just as she was about to climb in the 
passenger seat next to Shinsou. 


“Yeah sure.” Mei replied, not too enthusiastically. She didn’t know what Bakugou wanted to talk 
with her, and she had a strong suspicion it was not about support items. 


“Oi, Troll Hair, give us a minute!” Bakugou said, and stepped away from the car. Shinsou gave 
them a nod and Mei joined Bakugou, a few meters away from the cars. “Now, I won’t beat around 
the bush or bullshit you, Hatsume. I know you liked Deku. I know that this whole wedding...it 
could have been you. Where’s your fucking anger? You’re just...going through with this? 
Accepting it?” 


Mei’s gaze narrowed. What the fuck? We’re not friends, Bakugou, I don’t just let random assholes 
tell me what to feel and why. “Bakugou can you take a step back? Who are you talking with? Me, 
Mei Hatsume! Who isn’t your friend or anything more than an acquaintance. Whatever I feel about 
the wedding, it’s none of your business. Hell, you’re not even my client .” 


“But... always supported you two, you know? You make him happy, that’s clear to see.” Balugou 
said, his words calmer than Mei had ever heard. It gave her pause. 


“Yes, we’re happy. Best friends usually are around each other, wouldn’t you agree? I... am happy 


for Izuku. Very happy. So I made all this happen. My friend’s happiness matters, and I made it a 
priority here, okay? That’s all there is to it. Now if it was something like him telling me that he 
hated me or that he’d change engineers and have Melissa Shield make his gear now, then I would 
be mad. Publically. But here? No, dude.” 


Bakugou raised an eyebrow. “So you'd be jealous of Shield, but you aren’t jealous of Toga?” 


“It’s not as simple as that but I don’t owe you or anyone that explanation. I'm okay with all this. 
Now, did you have fun here?” 


“Yeah. It was...it was pretty fucking amazing. I...1 might be starting to change my mind. For 
Deku’s sake.” Bakugou said, a grin appearing in his face. “I probably won’t ever respect Toga, but 
Deku I do respect. So I gotta trust him, right?” 


“You say that, a minute after you asked me if I didn’t have an intention of stopping it all. Not your 
exact wording, but I got your meaning, Katsuki Bakugou.” Mei said, lowering her voice to a kinder 
tone, “I know you dislike Himiko. Trust me, it’s very mutual. But keep the peace on this and Izuku 
will be the happier for it.” 


“That’s the plan.” Bakugou replied, grimacing as if the words themselves had tasted rotten. “If 
anything happens-” 


“Who the fuck do you think you’re talking to? I said I’m Mei fucking Hatsume! I designed the 
countermeasures for every villain attending. Including Himiko, but I don’t count her as such. As 
for any outside threats? Relax, Bakugou. I have people on it. If I can, I'll empty the hotel of other 
guests and limit the staff. Maybe give the priest some power armour, would that give you peace of 
mind?” That statement seemed to make Bakugou calmer. “Anything else? I could sell you support 
items another day, today I’m too tired and cranky. Even a genius needs sleep, Izuku was very 
specific on that!” 


“No.” Bakugou replied. “Nothing to ask. But...It should have been you, Hatsume. It should have 
been you.” 


Chapter End Notes 


What will happen next time? Will we move on to Toga's bachelorette or have some 
other fun first? We'll see! 


Guests Waiting 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


I Island was perhaps the best centre for Quirk research on Earth. A multinational effort 
spearheaded by the US and Japan, as part of the friendship they’d had after World War 2, with 
important contributions by unified Korea, Australia and New Zealand, I Island was a diplomatic 
milestone, and the exception rather than the rule. 


After the advent of Quirks, most nations had looked inwards. Wars had changed, and formerly 
interventionist states had been too busy with their rising crime rates to keep those “forever wars” 
running. The UN had faded in power and influence and was now a shell of its former self, with 
diplomatic efforts being handled on a case to case basis, and the closest thing to world unity being 
a gambit run by a US General that had tricked the world and almost joined them against a common 
enemy... 


And for Melissa Shield, it was home. It was the place where she had studied, where she had lived 
the last six years of her life, and the place where she’d created some of her best works, like the Full 
Armour, that her good friend Izuku Midoriya had politely refused to use. 


I Island allowed full use of Quirks on its streets, just like America, and was a pretty safe place now 
that she and her dad, the great inventor David Shield, had been put in charge of security as well as 
their usual work as “punishment” for that time David had hired a villain team as a false flag 
operation to test a new support item for his best friend, All Might. Oh god it sounds so bad when I 
put it like that! 


In the end it had been revealed that the villain had ulterior motives, and David had been 
manipulated, so the damage that night had not been entirely his fault...and the I Island management 
depended on him quite a lot, so a deal had been reached and it had all been brushed under the 
carpet...in exchange for the Shields overhauling the security forces and signing exclusive contracts 
with the island. 


They would work exclusively at I Island for ten years, or the world would know about David’s 
mistake, which was perfectly fine for them! 


And of course, it had all meant some boring paperwork now that they had an excuse to be a few 
weeks away from the island. Melissa had dutifully finished all her paperwork for Japan early while 
her dad...her dad had procrastinated on it, focusing instead on some new developments on a 
stretchy fabric that he hoped to use for hero suits. 


She knew that a part of him was still hoping for a way for uncle Might to return and be the hero 
he’d been, and how sad it was for him to know that hope was futile. Melissa herself had accepted 
her “uncle” and his real condition after some shock; it had been difficult to see him so skinny and 
damaged, but every visit Toshinori had shown them that he was still just as strong in character and 
morals as he had always been, even if his body was not as it had once been. 


He was still the same man, the same uncle. /t’ll be good to see him again. And Izuku. It’s been 
what, two years? Texts and emails and stuff aren’t really enough, I miss that guy! Though his life 
has been...pretty hectic, hasn’t it? All for One, Pestilentia, all that emotional rollercoaster with 
Himiko Toga, and all that bragging Hatsume sends me as “friendly rivalry”...He’s certainly been 
preoccupied. 


Melissa used to have a crush on him, that was for sure. She’d had a lot of fun with him in their 
short time together at I Island, bonding over Quirklessness. The battle against Wolfram and All 
Might’s words about how Izuku was his heir had made it pretty obvious, even if Izuku had not 
explicitly said out loud that the Quirk transfer had happened, and the kind, inquisitive way he’d 
asked about her experience living Quirkless had made an amazing impression. 


She hadn’t really liked the jealousy around him, though. Everytime his friend Uraraka had seen 
them hanging out, Melissa had been thankful that looks couldn’t kill. And then the distance had 
been added, and both of them leading busy lives, and that he already had someone filling the role 
that she might have had in his life by the time she had graduated and become a certified support 
engineer. 


So there hadn’t been much of a chance for romance, but friendship? They were as close as distance 
allowed, and she had enjoyed every update on the green haired boy’s relationship with Toga. She 
was not the partner Melissa had expected, not in the slightest (she had theorizedUraraka would 
push all interested women and end up with him) but the sheer happiness in Izuku’s eyes every 
videocall made Melissa think he had made the right choices. 


And it was very interesting to have an outside perspective on Toga. As someone who had never 
met Toga, Melissa mostly based her opinion on what Izuku said as well as news reports, interviews 
and opinion pieces, and she saw how the perception around her was changing, mostly 
internationally, where she was known as the Oni, a spy and agent that could turn up at any moment 
and destroy a villain group in a matter of hours. 


The Japanese were less convinced, but somehow the opinion seemed to be swaying in social media, 
and Melissa was happy about it. More than anything, she was curious to meet Toga. 


It was one of her priorities for the visit to Japan and then the trip to Hawaii for the wedding. 
Meeting Toga, outreach with the Japanese partners on behalf of I Island management, maybe 
convincing a few heroes to go work there...Perhaps she could convince Izuku to work for a year or 
two at I Island, offer him and Toga a good house there? The Island would benefit enormously by 
such a publicity stunt and the two would have a lovely time, she was sure. 


But there was the matter of Mei Hatsume as well. Hatsume seemed to view Melissa as a rival and 
have some negativity towards her, that was pretty clear, but it was not mutual. Melissa wasn’t 
especially competitive as a person, or arrogant. 


She knew she was good at what she did and didn’t need to aggrandize it, and she did not judge 
people that stroked their own ego. I hope I can solve any problems with Hatsume. I don’t want her 
hating me over beef that is just inside her head. And...I want her to meet dad! To work together on 
something! Maybe she’ll be too jealous to let me work on stuff for Izuku if we collaborate but still, 
I want to end that dumb rivalry. 


And if that’s not possible, then win it. She knew Mei was smart. Very smart, from what Izuku had 
told her; several PHDs and Masters degrees even before leaving UA and even more now, with 
specialties in materials, ergonomics and even avionics. She was a veritable genius, and for a time 
she had imagined that Izuku’s admiration was a crush blowing things out of proportion but now, 
now she wasn’t so sure. 


But if it came to blows...or the engineering equivalent of that, she did not intend to lose. 


“Dad! Daddy!” Melissa called, walking into her home. After a successful test of the newest 
security robots, this time more humanoid in shape, she was more than ready to pack for Japan and 
chill out for the rest of the day, maybe watch an All Might movie or play a game with her uni 


friends. “Dad, are you home!” 


“Meli! I’m over here! By the fridge!” David had crouched by the fridge and had one of his hands 
stuck under it, groaning with effort and concentration. Js he making some improvements? Will that 
fix the “fridge taste” for its water filter? What new genius idea have you, dad? “Aha! Here it is!” 
David said and produced a 50 cent coin from under the fridge, happily placing it into a coin pouch. 


“You...you were looking for coins?” 


“Yes. I’m going to buy myself a soda. To get in the right headspace to fill the paperwork!” David 
added, smiling softly. 


“We leave in two days, dad! Shouldn’t you already have done it?” David laughed at her question 
and waved casually. 


“Oh no, I was far too close to a breakthrough and now it’s done. Superlycra is now ready, and I can 
finally focus on boring things in boring paper...Have you picked a gift yet for Izuku, his mom and 
Toshinori?” David said, pointing at a set of fortified metal boxes piled up in his study. 


“Ah, so it was for the gift? Good going, dad. I have something picked, yes. Not sure if Mrs. Inko 
will like the one I picked? I don’t really know what to expect.” As much as both Shields approved 
of All Might and his decisions, they were not entirely sure about Inko just yet. Would mom have 
approved of this woman? I mean, she raised Izuku and he’s a good guy, so I guess...but we'll keep 
a close eye! “I just need to pack more dresses and a good pair of jeans, the gifts will be sent 
through delivery all the way to Japan. We won’t get there in time for the bachelor’s and 
bachelorette but the rest we should still be on time...” 


“Cool! I can’t wait to see Toshi again. And all the rest. You had mentioned we were meeting 
another inventor?” 


“Yes dad, Mei Hatsume, Izuku’s current engineer. She’s a good one but a bit arrogant.” 


“Sounds fun. Do you have coins for the machine? Do you want a soda?” Melissa handed him a bill 
and gave him a smile, asking for some lemon soda. “We’ll be ready, Meli! I’m off now!” 


She was sure that he’d procrastinate all the way to the machine and she sighed, smiling as he left. It 
was just like him. Those moments of simple humanity were not what people usually saw when 
David presented new items, or hero suits, or inventions that changed the status quo, they didn’t see 
the relaxed, goofy man that he could be, blindsided by the suave, soft spoken genius. 


It was probably why Melissa’s mom had fallen in love with him. Rosemary Shield, was her name, 
and she had been a renowned scientist on her own right before marriage, and the half of a power 
duo after. 


While David created the very best hero suits in the world, Rosemary created all the added 
hardware. Gloves, belts, buckles, boots, capes...She’d done her doctoral thesis on capes! They had 
been unstoppable, and Uncle Might’s Silver Age suit had been their masterpiece... 


Until her cancer had started. She had fought it off again and again, after it had started in her larynx. 
Rosemary had beaten cancer once, a year before Melissa was born and that victory had been sweet 
for her and dad, and the cancer had remained dormant for years...until Melissa had been five. 


The cancer had returned with a vengeance, moving from her larynx to her lungs, and yet again 
Rosemary had won, soldiering through chemotherapy. David had forsaken his work to stay by her 
side and together they had survived, keeping Melissa in the dark. She had not known about the 


cancer, only being told that her mom was sick. 


The third time, though, had been deadly. By then Melissa was eight, and was told the whole truth. 
It had been horrible, to see her mother wane away and finally pass away. Her final words still 
remained, pushing her to follow her dreams. 


And after that, it had been just her dad and her. All Might had been there with them, as much as he 
could, but his hero duty always pulled him away. Melissa and David had survived, then lived, then 
thrived. They were the best team now, completely inseparable...unless he took another hour with 
her lemon soda! 


“Dad...I already had time to pack everything! Where’s my soda!” 


“Here!” Luckily, David had arrived, throwing her soda with a deft move of his Flexible Fingers, a 
Quirk that most underestimated until they saw him assembling and disassembling machinery. 


“Dad! It'll be all shaken up now that it flew through the air!” Melissa complained, although she 
couldn’t hide her smile as she waited a couple minutes to open it. 


“Now then! Let’s finish those three forms I have to fill! Each one is a page long, I’m hating it 
already!” 


Chizome Akaguro woke up to yet another day in prison. 


Tartarus had dulled his senses, even with the training he had tried to keep his muscle mass. Some 
inmates were allowed exercise equipment, he hadn't. He was too dangerous for that, all of the 
inmates in the lower levels were too dangerous for that and might try and use a dumbbell to escape. 


Of course it wouldn’t have been enough, not with the kind of locks that his door had. Heavy 
mechanisms, made out of steel and titanium, most likely, and the window he had was about half a 
meter thick and made of reinforced polymers that just looked like glass. 


Escape was difficult, and he had resigned himself to spending a very, very long time there, unless 
death took him first, which he wasn’t planning for. And it had been a demoralizing thought; fake 
heroes were still out there gallivanting as if the world belonged to them, as if all their sins, all their 
greed, would always stay a secret. 


Bullies in capes were still out there, and he was behind bars, unable to do a single thing but read 
about their exploits in the morning newspaper. 


The newspaper was an arrangement that had started from his earliest days in prison. Usually people 
got their news on tablets or phones, but the guards feared that he’d break the glass and make a shiv, 
or try calling the outside and add extortion to his list of crimes. Old fashioned as it was, physical 
newspapers still existed, and Chizome didn’t want to just forget the world outside. 


And besides, since the guards only handed a few pages at a time to him, he couldn’t just roll it up 
and wack someone over the head, as much as he’d otherwise have liked to. 


His dulled senses adjusted slowly back to reality, back from a dream in which he had a particularly 
long nose that grew every time he grumbled about fake heroes. It all made him glad he had cut his 
nose off, even though it had changed his breathing and sense of smell in ways he had never 
expected. 


But then again, the decision to chop off his nose hadn’t been exactly logical, so he couldn’t judge 
his old self too harshly for thinking that getting beat up by a Quirkless vigilante one had to start 
killing heroes and the best way to start was slicing off his sniffer. 


Did he regret it? Only when it itched, honestly. He regretted many things a lot more. Some of the 
heroes he had killed weren’t that bad, he saw in hindsight, and some that he hadn’t even thought of 
targeting were much worse. 


With heroes and their worth, or lack thereof, in mind, Chizome rose from bed, limbered up and 
started with an exercise routine designed to keep himself as sharp and agile as possible, which kept 
him at a decent enough fitness level, though not enough for him to just return to his old ways if he 
magically got transported to an alleyway and a knife dropped beside him. 


But at least he didn’t have a beer gut or love handles. 


If it had been a prison where the inmates interacted, it might have been a pragmatic approach to 
stay fit, just to keep himself from getting beaten, shanked or worse, but Tartarus isolated its inmates 
and did everything in their cells; meals, showering, exercise if they wished, reading, some were 
even allowed to watch TV and movies and have visits. 


As he dropped to the floor for another set of ab crunches, Chizome looked back at the few dozen 
visits he’d entertained. A few from All Might, a few from Izuku Midortya, the kid that had arrested 
him (and one of the few heroes Chizome acknowledged as worthy), one visit from Hawks, who 
had seemed more curious than anything, and a therapist that visited monthly. 


A strict, middle aged man, the therapist wasn’t the kind of person Chizome had ever expected to 
listen to or take advice from. But the moment he had opened his ears and started to /earn from the 
man’s words, it had started making his anger go away. 


At least some of it. 


He still hated some heroes, and he knew there was a Jot wrong with the current system that they 
protected. He knew that change needed to happen, and fast, or the collapse would shatter the 
nation, or even the world. Things just couldn’t stay the same; the system was not sustainable 
anymore. 


But the therapist had helped him see that stabbing random heroes on patrol would never have 
changed it, no matter how much of his message he could get across. He had been aiming too low, 
he realized, to his frustration, and the system would never have fallen with the deaths of a few 
dozen pro heroes. 


But now there was a wind of change. He could feel it even in a sealed, secured room in the depths 
of Tartarus. The changes of the last few years were all mounting up, and their consequences 
expanded ever forward. 


As he moved into a plank position, sweat covering his brow now as he trained, Chizome 
reconsidered his own story quickly, going from just Chizome, to Stendahl, to Stain, to the prisoner 
he now was. The prisoner who was a bit less mad, who judged less often and more carefully, the 
prisoner who knew that his vendetta could never have accomplished what he wanted. 


So instead of foaming at the mouth whenever he saw hero news, he watched. He watched who 
shone and who was pushed out of the limelight, how it was all handled. He started noticing the 
guiding hand of the Hero Public Safety Commission more and more; All for One’s death, the 
terrorist attack on Shibuya and it’s convenient villain casualties, the operations against weapons 
smuggled by the Quirkless army up to Japanese shores, Endeavor being phased out of the number 
one spot quietly and with no fanfare, to retire somewhere... 


They had their strings on several puppets, and they weren’t the only ones. And if Japan was to ever 
have true heroes, that would need to stop. 


And how would Chizome do that? As the ten minute plank started to get Chizome’s abdominals 
strained and in trouble, he considered exactly how he would approach it. He had a golden 
opportunity, with this wedding he had been invited to. He would have All Might’s ear, and would 
see Izuku Midoriya get married. Those two had influence, that much was abundantly clear just by 
the fact that Chizome could go at all . 


And it was to happen in foreign soil, too. Chizome deduced it had to do with Izuku’s involvement 
with several high profile missions abroad, in which he had no doubt befriended powerful people. 
And those people might just be the key to change Japan into what Stendahl and Stain wanted. 


With a groan, he returned to his feet. A ten-minute plank was not the hardest thing he’d ever done, 
not at all, but it still required some tenacity. And if he wanted to be done with training by the time 
the morning paper came, he’d need to hurry up. 


Shadow boxing and a lot of cardio went by in a flash, leaving Chizome drenched in sweat. He 
considered it a matter of anti-establishment rebellion and sheer pride to always meet the breakfast 
and newspaper guards while giving them a good whiff of armpit stench, no better way to fuck with 
The Man than watching the guards’s noses scrunch up in distaste. 


And as expected, the guard looked disgusted to deal with a sweaty hero killer, as he passed a tray 
of food; rice, a piece of bread, some fish. Green tea with no sugar, and some water in a strange 
gelatin “bottle” that he could eat after he finished drinking. Like in so many things, he spotted a 
logo of an eye with a crosshair, and the legend, “Manufactured under license from Hatsume 
Industries”. 


He didn’t exactly know who led Hatsume Industries, but at least one of their ads was in his 
newspaper every week, as he noticed in today’s when the guard started giving him page by page 
the paper and saw Hatsume fighting it out with Detnerat Heroics for the flashier promo. He always 
skimmed right over them unless they featured All Might or Deku, and when he saw the latter it 
made him scowl, as he had never imagined Deku selling out to a corporation. 


“Any interesting news this time, Akaguro?” The guard seemed decent enough...for a fascist dog 
that saw a prison like Tartarus as honest work. Chizome didn’t hate him, he just pitied his lack of 
vision or self awareness. Of course, serial killing was one of the reasons why somebody might 
rightfully be imprisoned, but that didn’t make the systemic wrongness of it any smaller. 


“If you hand me a page that doesn’t just have a Detnerat-made “Chain Ring Curious Flattener” 
occupying all of it, I might find some.” Chizome said, pointing at the full page ad that showed a 
petite woman fighting back against a High End Nomu, which looked very much like false 
advertising. 


“With civvies so outgunned, some people can make bank. Looks a lot less effective than some 
7.62.” The guard smirked and patted his battle rifle. Chizome nodded; as much as he disliked guns, 
he thought they were more effective than arming untrained civilians with gimmick Quirk enhancer 


weapons, marketing them as “support items”. 


“They’d be better off wielding an old shoe. So, can I have the next one?” The guard nodded and 
passed the next page through the slot that Chizome got his food, news, books, and clean clothes 
from.Bulkier items, like shoes, were dropped through an airtight chute in the bathroom, that locked 
mechanically a second after delivering a sealed box. 


“Let’s see...An opinion piece on why Miruko is better than Endeavor. Predictable. This “reporter” 
is clearly just in love with her.” Chizome said, quickly absorbing the article, titled, “A return to 
form: Kick Power Takes Down Crime” and which had the author wax poetic about the hero to the 
point that Chizome could picture a nine-foot-tall rabbit hero living rent free in the man’s mind. 


“Can you blame him, though?” The guard gave a whistle and adjusted his hat, trying to hide his 
stupid smile. 


“T can. She’s as much a killer as I am. She claims it was always in fights to the death, always 
honorable, straight fights. No cowardice. But I don’t believe her. She’s more like Endeavor than 
All Might, even if this article says she’s the best of both worlds. But at least they didn’t pick 
Hawks.” 


“Oh man, Hawks...My daughter adores him. She was so heartbroken when she saw that Hawks 
was getting married but now...well, who knows how a teenager’s mind works but she’s ecstatic to 
see his kid.” The guard tapped the Tartarus insignia on the middle of his hat absentmindedly, 
smiling at the memory of his daughter. 


A couple years back, Chizome would have used the new information gleaned from the guard as a 
weapon, as a possible tool to escape. Now...now he just rolled his eyes at the guard getting 
emotional, and let himself forget that it was a vulnerability in the man that could be his ticket 
outside. 


“Hawks is a direct tool of those that pull the strings. Or at least he was. He used to be as bad as that 
“Lady Nagant” woman but now...some think he’s gone soft. I don’t think so. Government, 
heroes...it’s all connected, and Hawks is just one of their pieces.” Chizome ranted, and it was the 
guard’s turn to roll his eyes. 


“And you got all that deep state conspiracy bullshit from this article? Hand it over, Akaguro.” 
Chizome exchanged the page with another, featuring business information that did not concern 
him, and waited for the guard to read. “This reporter is just talking about how strong her back 
muscles are. I don’t know if he means it as some kind of metaphor but...the more I read the less I 
think this is safe for work.” 


The next page was sports, then gossip. He passed through them as quickly as usual; footballers 
were shown wailing harder than pro heroes when Chizome had chopped off their limbs, a couple 
of arrogant-looking tennis players squared off, a boxing match in Las Vegas was billed as the 
“fight of the century”. Unless it is life or death, it hardly is worthy of being called a fight at all. 


Then there were rumours about who Midnight was currently sleeping with, a high-level politician 
being caught having an affair with a Chinese businessman (and likely a spy). Some scandal about a 
few heroes laundering money and being involved in rackets, too, but such sensationalist bullshit 
hardly felt as compelling evidence for Chizome to yell “Heroes are shit! I told you so!” at his 
guard. 


Then by the end, he saw an article about Izuku Midoriya and his future wedding with Himiko 
Toga. And that caught his attention. “Guard, this one does concern me. It’s about that wedding I 


was Cleared to visit.” 
“With Eraserhead babysitting you, I would hardly call that a vacation, Akaguro...” 


“Yeah yeah, whatever, I can beat that guy if I wanted to. I’m more interested in talking with All 
Might, though. Now, look, here it says that Midoriya just had his bachelor’s party, gathering more 
heroes with him than any one patrol that the HPSC could set up. And that is just from 
acquaintances. If he can get sixty heroes on a short notice just to hang out and drink, what could he 
do with time and preparation?” 


“Oh there you go again, with the crazy gleam in the eye. You really approve of this kid. Why?” 


“Because he gets what being a hero is about.” Chizome said, grinning. “His heroism starts from a 
base of empathy. He clearly has been defenceless and powerless before; he uses the power he has 
with one goal in mind. For the good of others. And all this with Himiko Toga...She was said to 
follow my way, wasn’t she? If Izuku could accept her, fight for her, then he too knows about fake 
heroes.” 


“You think you can convince the kid to make your broken dreams true, then?” The guard asked, 
sliding another page, with a crossword puzzle on it. Of course, Chizome wasn’t allowed to use a 
pencil to write in the puzzle, but it kept his mind agile to solve it all in his head. 


“No. The Hero Killer Stain didn’t complete his mission, and that’s okay. But, if Deku wants to 
change Japan, then I will speak my mind, state my vision. And with some luck, what will change is 
the fake heroes that still plague us.” 


“So that is how I will handle things. You find the villains, I arrive, take them out with no civilians 
in the crossfire. I kick them until they can’t get up, then off to a trial they go. Is it too much to ask 
for?” Miruko asked. She was proud, but not to the point of arrogance. Strong, but not as 
overwhelmingly strong as All Might had been. 


Balanced, assertive and even attractive, all qualities that made her a natural leader, though her 
fierce individualism prevented her from a lot of the coordination that Endeavor had engaged in 
during his last year or two as number one. 


But perhaps, in Hana Ishigami’s opinion, Miruko was simply a stopgap measure. Until they had a 
hero under their thumb in the #1 spot, there would be far too many variables in the game to be 
certain of anything. 


“Tt is simple enough, Miruko. Our informants will work harder, and set up routes for you to engage 
in this...campaign.” 


“Fuck yeah.” Miruko replied, grinning. “That’s all I need from you suits.” She cut the video call, 
leaving Ishigami in a grim mood. She immediately keyed in the code for her subordinate 
Kashiwagi’s phone. She didn’t have time to rest, not while so many of her plans were in motion, 
and any of them could become a failure if unattended. 


“Kashiwagi here.” Kashiwagi’s prematurely grey hair greeted her, as did the sharp figure beside 
him, the hero Edgeshot. Unlike hero enforcers trained from an early age, like Hawks or Lady 
Nagant, Edgeshot had been recruited as an adult. So far, he had been reliable. 


“Gimme an update, will you?” 


“Our friends have something big prepared, next year. It’s a long running plan. Lot’s of death 
involved, if it happens.” 


“Can we use it?” Ishigami asked, and Kashiwagi shook his head. 
“Not as it is. Not unless we intervene more directly.” 


“Do what you need. An event like that could seriously fuck things up for everyone. Do you need 
more people? Resources? Spies?” Ishigami asked. 


Kashiwagi seemed like he was about to talk, but Edgeshot interrupted, “We have enough, ma’am. 
For now. We’ll let you know if we need anything. I am already at work making counter plans. The 
Lurkers will be a valuable asset, I promise you.” 


Ishigami gave him a nod. If they could solve the crisis by themselves, good. If the plan needed 
more, then it would be dealt with. If the Lurkers had to die, that was okay. Just like most heroes in 
Japan, they were expendable pawns. “Do your other activities affect your capacity to deal with this 
matter?” 


“Not at all. That mission the other day was a welcome change of pace.” Ishigami couldn’t see if 
Edgeshot was smiling behind his facemask, but it was clear that he had liked donning more 
traditional ninja garb for that little deniable operation. 


If it had gone wrong, it would have robbed Ishigami of a very interesting chance to see up and 
coming heroes in action, and to evaluate the American’s plan of turning villains into a special 
missions force. If it proved worthwhile, they might have to offer a deal to a few. 


Like Lady Nagant. Once a hero agent of the commission, Nagant had grown a conscience at some 
point and ended up assassinating a few of Ishigami’s fellow officers. It had not been Nagant’s 
intention, but it had helped Ishigami rise even further. Now she was confined to Tartarus, but her 
skills were useful, valuable. If Ishigami could use her again, it would open many, many doors... 


“Very well. Kashiwagi, you and Edgeshot will now focus solely on your main objective. I will deal 
with our little game personally, directly. Channel all assets back to me. And book me a trip to 
Hawaii, I wish front row seats. The new developments promise a very interesting outcome.” 


“Yes, ma’am. First class?” 


“Obviously. Have a good night, you two.” Ishigami ended the call and switched her screen from a 
videophone to an array of cameras, that expanded from her computer to the walls of her office 
thanks to a holoprojector. In the feeds she saw heroes in their work, crimes happening, civilians 
going on with their lives. 


She saw a wild bachelor’s party rampaging through Tokyo, and a shadow tailing them for a while. 
She saw a drone flying over a mountain, where trees fell down, cut by flame. She saw 
Gigantomachia at his prison, hibernating still. She saw a feed from the Tartarus cells, where the 
most dangerous criminals were housed. Her eyes wandered over Stain, paused for a moment on 
Lady Nagant, lingered on Overhaul, then met Kurogiri. 


And Kurogiri was staring right at the camera, right at her . 


She had no way of knowing what Kurogiri was thinking, no way of knowing if he was actually 
looking at her or just the camera. But it was still unnerving. So she closed that feed, then all the 
rest. 


She would have to deal with Kurogiri, eventually. Let Aizawa, Yamada and Kayama know that 
their friend Oboro Shirakumo was still in there, somehow, his body and Quirk altered. One more of 
Doctor Garaki’s experiments, one more loose end. Ishigami would deal with it as soon as she had 
less on her plate. 


But she would deal with it. 


“These...I can’t believe these men are your heroes.” Silverback, the African supersoldier from 
Mbele, had been far too tall and conspicuous to follow Hakurin as he tailed Izuku Midoriya and his 
army of hero friends, so instead he watched from a spy camera embedded in Hakurin’s glasses, and 
spoke through a discreet earpiece. 


“They are plenty strong when aware. And sober.” Hakurin replied, muttering into his sleeve. 
Dressed again like a college student, he fit in well enough to tail the party for one or two places, 
before somebody noticed an outsider following. 


The plan had been a join idea of his and Silverback’s, after their mysterious benefactor had sent a 
packet of files to Hakurin’s phone with an update on the wedding guests and architectural plans for 
the hotel. 


It had turned out to be one of the two spots where Midoriya and Toga had offed some of 
Silverback’s fellow Mlima Kikosi (or Mountain Brigade in English, which they defaulted to after 
Datura spent two whole hours trying to get the pronunciation right, getting in everyone’s nerves), 
at a beach. 


Apparently one or two had been knifed to death, a couple more had perhaps died to superpowered 
blows, and the rest had been detained and sent to prisons in America where they might never 
escape. 


So of course the new information had Silverback in a vengeful mood, and Hakurin had suggested 
spying on one of the upcoming parties prior to the wedding, the bachelor’s, and identify clearly 
every target in the confirmed list. Since the only too notable female targets were quite distinct 
(Toga had a wanted poster that Silverback had brought with him, with her picture on it, and Ashido 
was...very pink.), Hakurin preferred to focus on the guys. 


Thus he had been forced to pay for two beers, that he slowly sipped while feeling like a complete 
outsider in the hero-themed spots Izuku Midoriya had been taken to. In the earpiece he also heard 
Grease and Datura dissing Midoriya for his party having no strippers, while Joao commented on 
the alcohol not being expensive enough. 


As discreetly as possible, Hakurin moved his gaze from face to face, trying to capture good footage 


for the team back in the hideout. Spotting Izuku had been the easiest, as he was in the centre of 
attention, and next to him had been a few of the other notables, like Todoroki and Iida. 


Ghost had been thrilled when Hatsume had been spotted and demanded that Hakurin focus on her, 
only for Sobek to call his attention to Katsuki Bakugou, Denki Kaminari and Ejjirou Kirishima, 
three heavy hitters in the confirmed guests. 


Bakugou looked dangerous even when relaxed, laughing and drinking, and Haukrin took note of it 
all. The other two, as well, might be dangerous to their plans, as Kirishima might shrug off a Quirk 
nullifying dart and Kaminari could use his electricity to fry the Mbele soldiers’ electronics. 
Hakurin heard Silverback talking with the others, while he looked at Bakugou. 


Look at you. Bastard. Prancing around like the world’s yours, like you didn’t cause grief for 
thousands of families. Your kidnapping... won't be as cruel as to say you deserved it. But it caused 
it all. My family died because of you, as much as All Might and All for One. I'll burn you, send you 
to hell. Have you ever seen what happens when white phosphorus does when it clings to skin? I 
will watch it as it reacts to your nitroglycerin sweat, see what it does to your palms. Kill all of you, 
avenge my loved ones... 


“Iconoclast.” Silverback’s thick accent tore him from his thoughts, and he looked again towards 
Izuku. As much as he was willing to torture and kill Izuku for the sins of his father, Hakurin didn’t 
feel particularly negative towards him. He seemed like a decent enough guy, except for the whole 
“marrying a serial killer” part. And he had been the one, along with Tomura Shigaraki, to kill All 
for One, so that meant something, right? Maybe I could give you a quick death. Not painless, but 
quick. 


“Iconoclast, look to the far right, by the ugly statue.” Hakurin’s eyes drifted from the tables in the 
middle, to the statue of a hero dressed in red with pointy hair. It reminded Hakurin of that 
Kirishima guy he had been staring at a few minutes back. By that statue he saw a guy with purple 
hair that he had seen a few times back when surveying the house of Izuku and Toga. There you are, 
Shinsou. Giving your friend some breathing space, I see. 


“That is Hitoshi Shinsou. I recognize the hair from the palace cameras, before the hacker cut the 
feeds. The Jackal gave us the pictures, when I released the soldiers, and him.” 


“The Jackal?” 


“T know not what he truly is. But he was clever. Intelligence, perhaps, but I do not know. He is 
beyond our reach now, but he is our source for information on who took our king.” Silverback 
sounded less certain than usual, which surprised Hakurin. This “Jackal” might just be like my 

“benefactor”. Some asshole sending idiots at people to see who lives and who dies. 


“This guy looks like he needs to sleep three days straight. Did he seriously kidnap your leader? I 
mean he’s in shape but...out of all the guys here, I would pick like...fifteen others instead if I was 
making a three person team to kidnap a king.” 


“Watch your tongue, Iconoclast.” Silverback had been pretty polite, so far, but now his words had a 
blunt edge to them, like the butt of an assault rifle being smashed into the back of a skull. “The 
enemy are devious, treacherous. They didn’t use force alone.” 


“He used his Quirk.” Hakurin said, and heard a grunt of agreement on the earpiece. “I think that’s 
most of those we were curious about. What did you get?” 


“Heights, builds, faces. Aggression or passivity, signs of intelligence...We have enough. You 


should leave. Shinsou and Bakugou have looked your way more than once, and following them to 
the next location would be unwise.” 


“Noted.” Hakurin said, getting up and placing enough cash to pay for his drinks by the cash 
register. As he left, he focused on keeping a low profile. “I’m out. See you back in the base. Runt, 
what’s for dinner?” 


“Mexican food this time.” His friend seemed quite excited about the prospect. 


“Silverback, will you ever prepare anything from your homeland for us?” Hakurin asked, hoping to 
keep easing the supersoldier into the group, and maybe earn his trust somehow. 


“Never.” 


“Well, it was worth a try.” 


Chapter End Notes 


See you next time! 


Bachelorette Party Part 1 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


“You look nervous, mister!” one of the girls, Tooru, said, looking attentively at Jin. He was , but 
mostly about the talk he had arranged with Ryuko the day after (in case drunk shenanigans made it 
impossible to meet that night). He was certain and confident about the evening plans he had set up 
for Toga! 


“Yeah I...how do I put this...I’m getting back with my ex tomorrow! Wait, no, she’s not my ex, 
we’re on a break cause she lied about my identity and all that and I hate it...But I also really miss 
her and...Anyhow! Ready?” 


Around him, the bridesmaids and a few others were already gathered in casual yet nice looking 
outfits, prepared after he had sent everyone a text of “bring something you don’t mind getting 
dirty”. It had felt just like that time he had helped the Pussycats run a weekend summer camp for 
Kouta’s school, though that time he had been texting teachers so they’d tell the parents. 


The bridesmaids, Uraraka, Ashido and Tooru, the closer ones to Himiko, all had started organizing 
the arrivals and putting their bags with a change of clothes in the back of a couple SUVs that they 
had rented, courtesy of Mei Hatsume. 


Jin had learned, while planning the parties, that Mei had some very lucrative contracts with the 
government, making the Tartarus, Hades and Abbadon prisons safer and more humane, but also 
more difficult to escape from, which included all manner of custom countermeasures for every 
major prisoner. 


Besides that, she had a contract designing planes with a couple of American aviation companies, 
had a majority stake in several industrial companies (which were all running cleaner since their 
takeover), and of course, the hero support industry. And the merch. 


Jin had come to admire the girl’s drive, had seen her give her all planning the stag night, and then, 
when it was over, had collapsed into a hungover sleep that, according to Himiko, was still ongoing 
three days later, only paused by quick breaks to eat pizza, shower, and go back to sleep. The whole 
thing had really zapped the girl’s boundless energy, but he was sure she’d be up and about in no 
time. 


“Yeah, all the bags are ready. How about you, pack a nice dress too?” Tooru asked, snarking at 
him a bit. That actually sounds like a lovely idea. Are you kidding? We have small calves, Twice, 
everyone would see them! Who cares, it would be more airy than wearing shorts! That 
is...compelling. Would we look cute? Yes! Probably no...Who gives a damn? We used to run 
around in spandex! A cute dress would be fun! 


“T should have!” Jin said, regretting that his change of clothes were a pair of leather pants, winged 
tip boots and a snakeskin jacket, with an eyepatch just in case he needed it. It was a damn awesome 
outfit, all the parts of his mind agreed! But a nice sundress might have looked cuter, now that the 
idea was on his mind! “So, who is here? Is all the list here? Who is Himiko with?” 


“Mina and Ochako, they are getting last minute details in order!” Tooru answered cheerfully. Jin 
was sure that, if she wasn’t invisible, he’d see a big smile on her face. Himiko had told him that, as 
Japan’s rising stealth hero, Tooru had started taking similar missions to her, although usually 


smaller in scale and resulting in no bloodshed. 


Just the other day, when she had arrived late to a bride team meeting, she’d told them about a raid 
that she had been involved in, a few days past, along with her boyfriend Ojiro and their former 
teachers, Eraserhead and Ms. Joke, where the objective had been to free fifty children from a small, 
uncharted island just inside Japanese territory. 


The children had been abducted from all over the world, and there were enough small boats to link 
up with entire fleets of larger ships and eventually smuggle them all over the world, where slavery, 
torture and worse might await them. 


It had been a nasty thing. Witnessing the condition that the children were in, the abuse they had 
already received, the heroes had gone berserk. After Tooru had opened their cages and safely 
guided the children, they had descended upon the traffickers with a vengeance. 


It had all deeply affected Tooru, both to see that cruelty and to witness just how far her own anger 
and that of her former teachers could do. She’s beaten a man so badly that her hands had been 
visible with his blood, Ms. Joke had made the leader laugh within an inch of his life, with Tooru 
never witnessing if he had died or not, and Ojiro had never been so full of righteous anger as when 
pummeling those kidnappers. 


She had told them all that, crying, and it had been very difficult to lift her spirits. Considering the 
experience, Jin knew it would stay with Tooru, and affect who she would be from now on. But so 
far, she kept up the same cheer as always, even if she was now much fiercer when hearing about 
any news that might involve a kid being hurt. 


“Do you think they need a hand?” Jin asked. He knew that Himiko could do her makeup well 
enough even back when they were in the League, but there was also the outfit change to consider. 
Would she want to impress the other girls with something complex? Are we gonna start thinking 
about a dress again, Twice? No, dumbass Twice. Or maybe with our mask and a dress? 
That...compels me, I won’t lie. “On a second thought, they can handle it! Or maybe she saw Izuku 
on the kitchen and they don’t want to let go of each other?” 


“That sounds plausible to me, kero.” Tsuyu, another girl close to Himiko, said, approaching from 
one of the SUVs where the others were waiting, some with their phones in hand, others talking in 
small groups. Thankfully they all looked to be wearing stuff that wouldn’t easily catch fire at the 
forge or rip while playing paintball! 


“Tsuyu-chan!” Jin said, giving the girl a nice handshake. The frog girl had decided that the 
bachelor party required her help a bit more, so she had gracefully declined being one of Himiko’s 
bridesmaids, but she had still been rather involved, so Jin mentally called her a mini-bridesmaid. 
But not because she’s short! Yeah, Twice, you don’t diss people over things like that! I don’t diss 
any people, I want to be LOVED! You’re so dumb. 


“Hello. Is Toga ready yet?” Tsuyu asked. Stoic and flexible, she seemed to have adapted to Himiko 
pragmatically, as if it had been a simple team change in a game of football. Jin knew that, for most 
people, Himiko was the source of a lot of baggage and they had not welcomed her with open arms. 
But the group present gave him hope. A lot of hope. 


“Hey hey! Tsuyu, Tooru!” Another girl approached, with very long blue hair, reaching below her 
waist. She had a curious expression on her face, and seemed accustomed to laughing and smiling. 
She reminded Jin of Ragdoll, for some reason. “Oh, hey! You are Twice!” 


“YES! That’s me! Us! You? I be Twice, also known as Jin Bubbaigawara! Dude of Honour!” 


“Oh! You really do that? I thought it was just Tenko being funny...” The girl pouted a little, 
thinking hard. “So! I have one big question, about an anecdote! I asked Toothsy if it was a bad 
subject but she said that most of your memories were back so...Is it true that once you and Tenko 
pranked Dabi to eat a caramel-covered onion?” 


“Tenko? I... Yes! We did! He puked a lot! But Tenko...you mean, Tomura?” Jin had been told by 
Himiko about Shigaraki’s life after they had separated, but he didn’t remember a name change. 
Maybe she still keeps him as Tomura in her mind? 


“Oh, I guess...I guess you two really gotta catch up! On a lot! He now likes getting called Tenko. 
Also possibly, maybe, perhaps ““Tomura Shigaraki” wasn’t a legal name and he couldn’t use it like 
that but...Tenko! It sounds nice, don’t you think?” 


“Sure it does! Is it like a secret identity or something?” Jin asked, thinking very seriously about 
getting himself a cool new alias. Twice is badass but how about “Mr. President CEO”? Or Milord 
de Vieux-Ville Sangreal? Or Twiceman? God, I’m a genius for names. I do like Mr. President 
CEO, Twice, good job. Thank you! 


The girl smiled softly, waving her finger as if teaching a small kid a lesson. “Oh no, silly! It’s his 
birth name, he reclaimed it!” 


“Ha! That’s great!” Jin said. So Tenko chose his old name. Himiko kept the one given to her, 
because of all the memories attached to it, to form her identity. It...it reminds me of Magne. I hope 
that you’re in Heaven, sis...Oh, it gets me sad all of a sudden... “Also...who are you?” 


“Oh, that’s right! I’m Nejire Hadou! ’'m Tenko’s girlfriend and a friend to all these gals, those gals 
over there, to Toothsy and to Deku.” Jin had never imagined a world where a cute, bubbly girl 
would happily proclaim she was Shigaraki’s girlfriend, but this Tenko version of him sounded 
cooler and cooler. 


Man, he probably even wears a watch now. Or has business cards. Twice, a prisoner wouldn’t 
really have business cards! But...but they’re cool! I have some! They...they are just pieces of 
cardboard that say “Hello my name Jim”. Wait, I misspelled it? Why did I just notice now? 


“It’s awesome to meet you! And...Toothsy is Himiko, right?” Jin asked, hoping it wasn’t a dumb 
question. Then again, he had seen at least one other girl with fangs in the group, so he preferred 
making sure. 


“Yep! I call Setsuna “Spicyguana”! Like a spicy iguana, it is a really fun story, you see, for a part 
of first year, after some exercises where they fought, Setsuna had a crush on Bakugou and he 
wasn’t with Kirishima yet so...” Nejire continued her ramble, going on a tangent about why mango 
jam was especially hard to buy in Musutafu. 


Meanwhile, Mina and Ochako appeared from the house, with Ochako tapping her foot impatiently. 
Mina seemed to be telling her some kind of joke. Finally, Himiko appeared, hugging Izuku, and 
giving him a final kiss goodbye at the door before joining everyone else. Izuku waved happily at 
the group before closing the door and walking back in. 


He looked somewhat beat up; apparently even with super strength, a hungover hero could get 
overwhelmed in close quarters, and take a black eye or two in the fight. But otherwise, he looked 
ecstatic. Every day that passed, his wedding approached and the kid really seemed excited. 


Jin quite liked Izuku, even back when he had just been “Uncle Jin”, something about Izuku had 
always seemed familiar, with that “he is loved by someone I care for” thought always in the back 


of his mind. He was a good person, kind and caring, and he had taken the role of big brother with 
Kouta quite readily, which meant that the Pussycats would always have a babysitter in case they all 
wanted to go out and do something. 


“Okay, ladies! Are we all here? Headcount!” Jin said, striding towards the group alongside Himiko 
and the bridesmaids. “One, two, three...Let’s see...Momo, Tsuyu, Jirou? There you are. Camie 
Utsushimi? Hey! What’s up!” 


Jin had totally forgotten his part in kidnapping poor Camie right until he saw her there, dressed 
stylishly and with her hair done. “Hey wassup nice kidnapper man? You organizing this par-tay?” 
Camie said, as Himiko moved in to greet her, all smiles. Camie also seemed close with Himiko, but 
perhaps the whole kidnapping thing would have made it awkward to have her as a bridesmaid... 


“Yes, Iam! It will be fun! Nah, it'll be chill...Hell no, it will be BADASS! Let’s see, who 
else...Itsuka Kendou? Kinoko Komori?” A strong red-haired girl in a leather jacket gave them a 
cool smile and a nod, and a short girl who looked like an unholy fusion of Himiko and Ochako 
raised her hand, too. She wore a cute t-shirt with a mushroom image on it, which Jin guessed was 
related to her hero theme or power. 


“Tbara Shiozaki?” A girl stepped forward, dressed in a white t-shirt and jeans, with a bandana 
around her neck and with a crucifix at her chest. Her hands were held together in prayer, and she 
dramatically looked up into the sky. Jin imitated her, thinking maybe she might have spotted a rain 
cloud or something on the distance, but the sky was not particularly cloudy, he saw. 


“T have come here to bear witness to a sinner who turned away from evil, with my own eyes. 
Redemption is...blessed, in this world where atonement is so often ignored.” Oh my god is she a 
chuunibyou? A fanatic? Is this some prank? bara unclasped her hands, trotted towards Himiko, 
and gave her an extremely awkward, painfully long hug. “Welcome back to the flock of our Lord, 
prodigal daughter! [’Il take you to get baptized to wash away your sins and-” 


Jin cleared his throat loudly, trying to take attention away from that and maybe give Himiko some 
room to breathe, “Anywho...Reiko Yanagi? Setsuna Tokage?” A girl with white hair covering one 
of her eyes, and a very distinctive Edgar Allan Poe t-shirt, gave a quick, short nod of approval, 
before putting in one of her earphones and returning to her phone, where Jin could briefly see a 
creepypasta playlist. And the other one, apparently Nejire’s good friend Spicyguana, raised her 
hand before wrapping an arm around Himiko. 


“It says that Pony Tsunotori had a patrol with some person called Monoma, at Kamurocho district, 
so she couldn’t be here...And finally Yui Kodai?” A black haired girl just looked at Jin stoically, 
saying nothing. He assumed that was Yui’s way of making her presence noted. “Okay, ladies! [am 
Jin Bubbaigawara, also known as Mr. President CEO Twice!” 


“Twice, nobody has ever called you that...” Himiko said, holding in laughter as Camie and Setsuna 
whispered in her ears. It was a joy to see Himiko having friends. 


“That is true! I just decided on a new nickname right now. Cause I felt like it. But just “Twice” is 

okay too.” Jin said, as the girls formed a loose circle with Himiko on one end and Jin on the other. 
“So, I got the honour of planning a fun evening and night for Himiko! I consider her like the little 
sister I never had, so of course I gave this my best, and it’s probably the most professional thing I 

have ever done in my life! The best planned...which is a bit sad, when I think about it...” 


Jin took out his phone, clicked on it a few times, and opened a video call with Mei, who picked up 
after six rings of the phone. She looked at the group of gals, squinting and frowning, “Hey 
everyone! Thank Mei for the funds for this party!” 


“Thank you, Mei!” they said, mostly in unison, but the loud noise only made Hatsume frown even 
harder. She reached out, wiped her eyes with the back of her hand, and then grimaced. 


“Yeah, yeah. Have fun. I’m still hungover here, you assholes! Give me a fucking break...” Then 
her eyes lit up and she smiled, a vicious grin that looked as predatory as Himiko’s, but decidedly 
more capitalistic. “Himiko! Remember to test the different steel alloys at that forge! Send pictures! 
Send videos! WE CAN MONETIZE IT SOMEHOW! Oh and enjoy the thing. Jin did his best. 
Good night.” 


With that, Mei collapsed back into her bed, and the call ended. 


“Well that seems unnecessary, kero.” Tsuyu said, as Jin put his phone back in place clumsily. “And 
a bit rude to call someone hungover.” 


“Y eaaaahbhh...my bad!” Jin said, shrugging, “Now who wants to have fun? Drink colorful, fruity 
stuff? SING?” While not exactly giving him an uproarious applause, the girls did look hyped, 
Himiko in particular. He could see her gossiping with Mina and Camie and Setsuna, and he could 
almost cry at the emotion...or maybe it was just some itch in the air. You see, Twice? I’m the smart 
one, planning on an eyepatch in case our eye gets all irritated and gross. But...what if the other 
one also gets all red? Two eyepatches? No, that’d be dumb. 


“Then let’s go! Climb aboard the trucks! Off to the forge we go!” 


Itsuka Kendou didn’t have a fully formed opinion on Himiko Toga, just glimpses . Partial readings, 
some of them derivative, some more direct. Toga had been there at a couple parties the year prior, 
brought by Izuku Midoriya, and the impression she had given Kendou was of a mischievous, 
somewhat feral, energetic girl, who clearly relished any and all company and attention. 


There was something very lonely about the girl, about the desperate way she clung to her closer 
friends, about the genuine way in which she seemed to love those around her, chiefly Izuku, that 
stood in stark contrast with her past. And with her current fame. 


Seated in the back row, with Mina Ashido and a rather introspective Ibara beside her, she saw and 
heard Toga talk animatedly with Camie Utsushimi and Setsuna. Camie seemed to have far too 
much affinity for Toga, considering that Toga had impersonated Camie for a few days, but Itzuka 
guessed that it simply meant that the Shiketsu graduate did not keep grudges. 


And Setsuna...was Setsuna. Flexible, tactical and ruthless in a fight, open minded in personal 
matters. A bit nosy, she loved talking about rumours and gossip and boys and girls she thought 
were attractive. Even when said person was right in her face. Which had been especially 
embarrassing one time she had decided to praise Itsuka’s green eyes with very flowery words... 


Quick and direct were the two words Itsuka would have used to describe Setsuna best. Quick 
thinking, direct acting. She knew what she wanted, and acted on that, and it seemed like she 
currently wanted to squeeze every ounce of gossip out of Toga, who snarked back at Setsuna’s 
more flirty comments, and joked just as much. 


Seeing those three start to share complicit stares made Itsuka very thankful that Toga had not been 
a UA student, or Camie, for instance, because the trio seemed to be chaos incarnate. And with 
Mina and Twice egging them on, it was a very loud car ride indeed. 


Which was perfectly fine with her. In fact, she was enjoying it very much, having a chance to see 
not just one but two villains’ changes up close. 


Itsuka had not chosen to be a hero due to hating villains. Of course, the idea of pitting her skills and 
her mind against villains in order to protect people appealed to her, and all the chances to lead had 
pushed her forward, but more than anything, she had wanted to do good in smart, measurable 

ways. 


Lifting the rubble to save ten people was measurable, as was arresting a ring of drug peddlers. But 
sometimes it was not all as clear cut, and Itsuka had needed to deal with it, too. Dealing with 
trauma, constantly pondering her own mortality and that of her friends and loved ones, and the 
crushing weight of consequence...those were less easy to measure. 


Trauma had not been easy. The battle against the villain Mustard had even made her consider 
quitting UA and becoming an engineer or something instead. She’d even talked about it, in private, 
with Tetsutetsu, who’d eventually become her boyfriend, and it had been pretty close to her final 
decision. 


But she had stayed, and she had graduated, and she had become a pro hero. And Mustard, that hate- 
filled kid who had tried to kill them? Instead of hating him forever, of letting that gas mask haunt 
her dreams and make her reach for Tetsutetsu’s hands the instant she woke up screaming, they had 
decided to face the boy again. 


He had turned out to be lonely, misguided, as much a victim as a perpetrator. As a minor, he’d been 
put in juvie, instead of being sent to Tartarus like the other villains captured in the forest, like that 
psycho cannibal Moonfish and the meathead Izuku had beat down, Muscular. And in juvie, 
Mustard had been at a crossroads, with a chance to get psychological help and counseling, and even 
lawyers that could get him released, or learn from worse criminals in there. 


So Itsuka and Tetsutetsu had reached out and started visiting. It had been very difficult, to 
humanize their trauma and give it the face of a scared kid, to spend their first couple of pro hero 
paychecks on lawyer’s fees, to accompany him in his first steps of freedom, all of it even before 
their third year at UA. 


Many had looked down on that, those outside class B, mostly. Itsuka’s class, while not all 
enthusiastic about it, trusted her judgement completely, and had not complained. But one time it 
had caused a big fight between Tetsutetsu and Bakugou, when the latter had called all their efforts 
futile. 


Tetsu was still proud of getting two days of suspension over that, and in the end there seemed to be 
no real bad blood, but he’d stood up for Mustard then, and Itsuka had only loved him more for it. 


And that was a pretty big reason why she had jumped at the chance to see how Toga acted now. In 
the other parties, she had not focused on her, just on her own fun with her friends, but now, with 
Mustard’s rehabilitation into society in the top of her mind, she couldn’t help the curiosity. 


And having Twice around, too, was making it a more “complete” experience. She didn’t have the 
full story of how a wanted villain, presumed dead, had turned up years later with no warning, as the 
sort-of-ex of the one Wild Wild Pussycats member that seemed too thirsty and pent up to be a 
functional adult. 


Itsuka guessed that the universe had seen fit to put those two together, even if Twice did say that 
they’d had a fight. He was pretty open about everything, it seemed, such as when he spent ten 
whole minutes praising the SUV’s driver for having leather seats, which got the poor driver really 
embarrassed. 


“How far are we, bossman?” Setsuna asked, extra loudly, her disembodied hands poking Twice in 
the shoulders. As much fun as they were having, the evening traffic was heavy from Musutafu to 
further away into the Tokyo outskirts, almost at the countryside, where they’d found a 
bladesmith’s forge. 


It wasn’t exactly a traditional, millenary forge with a great and storied history, but just a place 
where a few guys and gals had decided to hammer metal into knives and swords. “About...five 
minutes? Ten? Hang on, I can’t see my phone...” 


For some reason Twice carried an eyepatch with the change of clothes he had on his backpack, and 
he’d stubbornly refused to take it off on the car ride. While his current outfit was sensible and 
comfortable, with a bright yellow t-shirt and a pair of jeans, likely planned for the paintball game 
they’d be going to next, in the backpack Twice carried a much flashier getup, with a snakeskin 
jacket, leather pants, and of course that eyepatch. 


“Okay I can see more now. And I’m craving a drag of the vape too...Maybe I'll take a break after it 
starts? Anyway! Five minutes out!” The SUV made it in two, with everyone climbing down 
happily. Nobody liked city traffic, especially in a metropolis like Tokyo and the towns it had 
gobbled up into its urban sprawl, but they knew it would be less crowded when they returned back 
to Musutafu. 


The second SUV hadn’t arrived yet, so they took a moment to wait and hang out meanwhile. Itsuka 
joined Setsuna and Mina, who were talking about what they would most likely order in the 
restaurant later that night, while Toga and Camie talked in lower voices about something that 
sounded a little more serious than their conversation inside the car. 


Itsuka thought she heard a few words in their talk, like “geopolitics” and “Agency”, several 
mentions of the HPSC, and what sounded like an update on the situation in the African war. It 
showed hidden depths for both, but Itsuka didn’t want to actively eavesdrop on them, so instead 
she focused on the increasingly ethilic meal that Setsuna was describing. 


“Setsuna, you’re gonna need to balance the vodka you’re thinking about with something to eat.” 
Itsuka said. 


“It’s a steakhouse, so...Hmm...Maybe I could get a wine bottle and a steak! Oi, Toga!” Setsuna 
called, interrupting the clever talk between the former villain and the Shiketsu gyaru, “Will there 
be champagne at the restaurant?” 


Itsuka remembered one party where Aoyama from class A had lectured Monoma for about fifteen 
minutes about why the champagne he’d bought at a liquor store was just “sparkling wine’, and the 
whole thing had turned into a surprisingly organized debate when Momo had intervened. The 
memory made her smile. 


“T guess so! Then again...does it pair well with steak, extra bloody?” Toga said, a small flash of 
violence in her eyes as she said “bloody”. While that was concerning, she didn’t outwardly seem 
that dangerous, not like in her infamous reputation. 


“Bloody steaks and red wines are usually a thing.” Itsuka said, but she was no sommelier, “White 
wine goes with...fish. Maybe chicken. Rosé goes with...maybe seafood?” 


“Tequila goes with potato chips!” Mina added. She’d been to Mexico for far too few days to have 
likely had a chance to taste much Tequila, but perhaps she was just curious, in Itsuka’s opinion. 


A respectful distance away, Twice had lit up a vape pen and took drag after drag of it, looking 
blissfully relaxed as they waited for everyone else. 


UA had discouraged cigarettes and alcohol both, but the stress of hero life meant that many 
students still had started smoking at some points, like Shouda who had ended up with a pack-a-day 
habit in the first semester of third year, and had needed everyone’s help to quit. 


Itsuka herself had started smoking socially at one point in second year, but had weaned herself off 
it because the smell was absolutely gross, objectively, and she couldn’t stand kissing Tetsutetsu 
with her mouth smelling like death. 


She couldn’t help but wonder if Twice had started again with smoking, even if it was just a vape, 
the moment he’d gotten some of his memories back. With the story he’d told them in the SUV, it 
seemed like old habits he’d quit were suddenly remembered. Maybe that was one of them. 


The second SUV arrived some ten minutes later, and the girls quickly swarmed Momo, who they 
were sure knew what food to pair champagne with. As Twice started to talk with the smiths to start 
the planned activities, Momo gave them all a humble, sweet look that made her answer seem bereft 
of any arrogance, “Why, with white truffles or a fine steak for a classic, lobster for Extra-Brut!” 


“Truffles? Lobster?” Bringing up the back of the group, Itsuka saw that Uraraka had turned pale, 
so she tapped her on the shoulder reassuringly. “Well, if Mei is also paying all this...” 


“Welcome to Fireforged Experience! My name is Hattori, I come from a line of katana makers that 
got interrupted cause my great-great-great grandad refused to teach his only daughter his craft, so 
she rebelled and when she married she and her husband started smithing other stuff and then 
everyone forgot...I actually learned by myself and am not a true master. Not for katana, at least but 
these,” the owner of the forge held up a kitchen knife with a beautiful Damascus steel patina, 
“these sell rather well among chefs.” 


“Now, we usually have this class with smaller groups, but after some negotiation with miss 
Hatsume, it was all settled.” Hattori said. Setsuna was absolutely floored by Mei Hatsume’s 
generosity...until she remembered who was getting married. Even if they weren’t an actual couple, 
she’d always seen how close she was with Izuku Midoriya, and she was sure that Mei called all 
these expenses an “investment”. 


With the owner, Setsuna saw a couple other smiths. They looked like buff nerds, which would 
have been kind of hot, but they were all rather old, except for the owner, who was middle aged. 
She’d dated a couple of people from the support course while at UA, lasting a few months with 
one boy, and thus she knew a little bit about working metal, so it was pretty exciting. 


Standing next to Toga, she saw the former villain’s eyes dart from knife to knife lining the 
workshop walls, representing a variety of styles that Toga would describe in detail once the tour of 
the shop moved to the walls, before the smithing class began. 


Toga was interesting . Fun and quick, smart but not especially bookish, she teased back with every 
one of Setsuna’s little barbs, and that was amazing fun. Usually, Setsuna’s teasing either got 


someone flustered in a fun way or got some other predictable reaction, with few people trying to 
get back at her. So yes, Toga was fun. 


As for her past as a villain? Setsuna had seen a lot of stuff in her short time as a pro hero, including 
almost getting blown up by a nuke while she split up to fight ten super soldiers, so she was no 
stranger to the unexpected. And she was no stranger to people changing. 


Now that she was a pro hero she was even more focused on victory. Victory could take many 
forms; protecting a civilian, stabbing supersoldiers through the joints in their armour with her 
electro-sais, or simply finding an item of interest. She knew it was not a one-person job, she had 
always known it, and, if it meant accepting previous enemies as friends to win, she was glad to do 
so. 


Holding grudges was like pining after an ex, she thought. It was only overthinking, it only let that 
negativity spread and thrive. With so much to do, so many new people to meet (and occasionally, 
smooch), so many places to go, focusing on the past was stupid. 


If Toga was serious about being on the side of law now, Setsuna wanted to believe it. After all, it 
was one less cutie on the side of villains to feel bad for when arrested. 


“So for today’s class, we’ll split you into four teams at random. Your guy here, Mr. Jin-” Hattori 
motioned towards Twice, “Was nice enough to give us a name list in advance, so I have the names 
here in this hat.”” He showed them a chef’s hat, ““Oh this? ranma over here works as a chef at the 
sushi place a block away. Now who is the birthday...I mean, the bride?” 


Toga raised her hand excitedly and ran over to the blacksmith, “I’m Himiko Toga! I think...can I 
see that knife?” Hattori handed the blade on his hands, handle first, and Toga examined it 
carefully, with an expert eye. Setsuna could easily see the experience in Toga’s handling of the 
simple kitchen knife, and she immediately felt some around her tensing. 


“T’ve seen this maker’s mark before. This is excellent work, none of that mass produced bullshit.” 
Toga said, twirling the knife around, away from the smith. Setsuna saw Toga’s two prosthetic 
metal fingers glinting in the orange glow of the forges, and her eyes narrowing when the weapon 
had been placed in her hands. And then she handed it back. “I’m excited to make my own! Let’s 
choose the teams.” 


Twice stepped up and said, “After this, when we go play paintball, the teams stay for the first 
games! We can switch for rematches!” Setsuna was sure that, whatever team she got, she’d win. 
Was it overly competitive of her? Most definitely. Was it fun? Yes, it was. 


“Team one is Ibara, Ochako, Tooru and Momo. Second team is Kendou, Yui, Tsuyu and Mina. 
Third team is Twice, Camie, Jirou and Reiko. Last team is Setsuna, Nejire, Kinoko and me!” Toga 
joined quickly as the teams shuffled together. 


“Right then! Let’s take a quick look at every part of the forging process. The first part is picking 
your metal.” Hattori led them to the work tables they would be based at, explaining that the ingots 
of steel on the tables would each become a knife, if they were careful and worked together, “Now, 
you can make a knife on your own, totally. But it’s more fun among friends!” 


“Next,” he said, showing them the furnaces on each corner of the work area, “These are where 
you’ ll heat up the metal. Next to that are anvils and hydraulic hammers, so you can choose how to 
flatten the ingots into a blade. Hammering is essential so it goes into the fire, then hammered, then 
back! All clear?” 


The girls all gave a cheerful yes. It was certainly an unusual situation, and very much not expected 
for a bachelorette’s, but Setsuna was enjoying herself and she knew that her friends were having 
fun too. 


“You can pick and choose from one of the patterns at the books on the table.” Hattori said, flipping 
through the rugged stone paper pages of the nearest one. He gave them a few minutes to choose a 
pattern, shaping the knife they would make. Ochako’s team picked a kitchen knife, Kendou’s an 
outdoors survival model, Camie’s team decided to try and make a Bowie knife, and finally, as the 
bachelorette in question, Toga got to choose and picked a traditional Japanese tanto knife. 


“T used to have knives similar to these, but with plastic handles and the blades weren’t especially 
great!” Toga explained, as they picked the pattern and Hattori brought them a block of wood that 
had been laser engraved with that shape, so they’d have a template. 


“T’ll guide you through the process, making one knife here in the middle table. If you have any 
questions, just ask! The other smiths will also be on call to help as needed.” 


With the block of good quality steel ready, Setsuna’s team started the process by putting it in the 
furnace and jamming a thick piece of rebar into the red-hot metal, to more easily put it in and out of 
the fire for hammering. As it was a more precise, delicate design, they had decided that they’d 
hammer it manually, with Nejire volunteering to start. 


With her near endless stamina, that threatened to put Setsuna and the others out of work for a 
while, but that didn’t mean it would be boring, of course. With gloves and aprons and everything, 
they looked all adorable, so Setsuna had started teasing Kinoko, telling her that she looked like a 
gnomish housewife and that she should elope with her, which caused Kinoko to grin maliciously 
and make a mushroom sprout awkwardly on Setsuna’s forehead. It disappeared by the time they 
were ready to move on. 


As the metal bar started turning red when Setsuna brought it into the furnace, she started to 
maneuver it to melt into the softer steel that had been heating for some time now. She exchanged a 
glance with Toga and Kinoko, and started making fake moaning sounds as she connected metal 
with metal, “Oh, metal bar-kun, yamete kudasai!” Setsuna said, causing both girls to laugh 
uproariously, and Nejire almost choke with a bottle of water she’d picked up and started drinking. 


Then Setsuna brought that Jewd maiden steel ingot-chan up to the anvil, where Nejire started 
hammering it into less of a cube and more of a flat surface. While she wasn’t especially gifted at it, 
and kept glancing at how the expert smiths hammered, Nejire was tireless, soon flattening the 
metal. “Good, now into the fire again!” Kinoko said, playing rock paper scissors with Toga for the 
next turn at beating that metal. 


Kinoko won, so, after some time in the fire, Setsuna once more put it on the anvil, and Kinoko 
started hammering at it . While not exactly as strong as some of the other girls around, like Momo 
or Kendou, Kinoko could still pack a punch in her small frame, and the sparks that flew as the 
metal started cooling reminded Setsuna of it again. 


They joked and talked while they worked, timing their words in between the hammer strikes and 
the hiss of the furnace. Setsuna learned more about what Toga had been doing in between the 
couple of times they’d met, including a rant about how boring some trial had been. 


“So hold up...that General...set us all up?” Setsuna said, talking in between hammer beats, “So I 
almost...got nuked at Paris...because she....let the enemy do it?” 


“Yeah...Pretty much...She tried making some bullshit story...And turned on Izuku and I...We won.” 


Toga said, fiercely proud, “Looking a bit tired there, Kinoko.” Kinoko had stopped hammering and 
nodded, “I'll take over. Setsuna, you still up for holding the bar?” 


“Damn right. Let’s do this!” Once more they plunged the metal, which more and more looked like 
a knife, into the fire, waited some time, them took it out again, and this time Toga wielded the 
hammer against it. 


Her strikes echoed a fighting style that Setsuna immediately likened to Kali, also known as 
Eskrima or Arnis, a martial art from the Philippines, but there were also some other influences in it, 
that looked somewhat European in Setsuna’s eyes. There was a lot about Toga that was curious and 
interesting, and Setsuna was sure she’d only skimmed the surface. 


With Toga’s hammer strikes, the iconic, angular tanto tip started taking its shape, and they used the 
time between strikes to get to know each other a bit more. 


Setsuna probed Toga on her blood ties with her former teacher, Vlad King, a man she immensely 
respected, and was gifted with a long story about how Toga had been kidnapped by people 
connected to All for One, Doctor Ujiko, and foreign villains, been presumed dead, and her brother 
had ended up as Vlad King’s ward. 


“So, a secret brother, huh? Vlad-sensei never told us he had a kid he took care of...Is he hot?” 
Setsuna said, as Toga took a short break, panting and drinking greedy sips of water. 


“He kinda looks like me but instead of-” 
“Instead of being a murder gremlin?” Setsuna said, grinning and showing her fangs. 


“Instead of being a murder gremlin, he’s a good kid. A bit anxious. Thankfully he didn’t cut his 
hair in a bowlcut, it’d look horrid in our hair colour...” 


“You didn’t answer if he was hot! Or single. Because you’ re kinda spoken for, aren’t you?” 
Setsuna said, with a wink. Toga blushed a bit, which Setsuna didn’t expect, but she winked back 
just as quickly. 


“Very much so, girl.” They both laughed any tension away, to clear the air and make sure Toga 
didn’t get any wrong ideas. Setsuna did think the ex-villain was attractive, but then again she had 
been blessed to attend a school where a ton of people were hot, and after graduation, she worked 
alongside even hotter pro heroes. Being a homewrecker was completely against her code! 


“T’ll look up your brother sometime, then. Who knows, maybe [’Il call you sister one day?” 
Setsuna said, laughing. 


“That’s so gross!” Toga said, puffing her tongue out. “And with Nejire dating Tenko, I kinda have 
that already. Isn’t it a bit gross how we’re like sisters in law now, Nejire?” 


“Of course not, Toothsy!” Ah, so she also has a cutesy name for Toga, then? “I'd be okay even 
with all of us being actual sisters, but we also had different moms so it couldn’t be.” Nejire was 
absolutely adorable, and Setsuna had always felt a bit of a crush with the curvy, kind senpai. 


Though it seemed like her type were lean, long haired boys who might legit die if brought to a 
good party, and Setsuna had respected that. 


“Will you give it a few more hits, or will it be my turn to beat that steel-hard rod?” Setsuna said, 
moving her hand suggestively. Steel-related puns reminded her of flirting with Tetsutetsu in first 
year, in the first few months, but he’d always been oblivious to it. Nothing denser than a metal 


himbo, huh? 
“Tll give it a couple, then we switch.” 


Toga gave a couple more strikes, this time using her left hand. She was missing two of her fingers 
and had replaced them with prosthetics, American-made, if Setsuna could guess. Only having lost 
two fingers after so many years of knife fighting ? Lucky! Then they switched, Toga using the metal 
bar to plunge the half-finished knife in. 


“So, who here knows why you only have three fingers? Have you told these two?” Setsuna said, 
poking at Toga’s metal finger, that was warm from the fire, even with her using the big smithing 
mittens. 


“Oh, these?” Toga said, showing off the metal digits. 


“Yup. Did you like...put your ring and pinky finger in Midoriya’s but and then it clenched with 
super strength or something? I know you’ re a kinky gal, I see it in your eyes, Toga.” Setsuna said, 


giggling. 


“Although that does sound fun...No, I lost my fingers in a fight.” Toga said, going from jovial and 
teasing, to serious and grim, “I was raised with a group of other girls, you see. After I was 
kidnapped. They raised us as assassins, blindly loyal. They wiped my memories and put me in 
Japan so I would end up joining the League but the other girls remained. I used to be the best and 
the one after me...I couldn’t beat her without giving something as a sacrifice. We would have never 
made it to Pestilentia if I’d just focused on keeping my hands whole.” 


“Do they get cold at night?” Nejire asked, which defused the tension of Toga’s words. Having to 
kill someone she’d been raised with, for whatever the reason, was a pretty heavy subject, Setsuna 
knew. Toga had some dark depths, even now that she was on the side of good. “I once went to 
sleep next to my thermos as a girl, and it got so cold when I reached out and touched the metal, that 
I started crying!” 


“How old were you when that happened?” Kinoko asked, glad for the change of subject. 
“T was six!” 


“They do get cold, yeah. I take them off before bed with Izu-Izu.” While Setsuna had a few 
nicknames for teasing Izuku, none had that same reverence and sheer love that Toga managed to 
put in “Izu-Izu’. It was adorable to see. “And also when in cold conditions, I need a different pair. 
When Izu-Izu and I went to stop a plot at an island in Alaska called Shadow Moses, I had ones that 
were internally heated and everything so I wouldn’t get frostbite!” 


“Shadow Moses Island?” Setsuna asked, vaguely aware of the crisis Toga was referring to. 


“Yep. Ready? I think the metal’s at it’s point.” Toga said, reaching into the furnace while 
humming some vaguely Italian pizza song. 


“Okay then, team! [Il iron out the kinks, so if it starts talking about feet or an armpit fetshis, I'll 
beat harder. Then we’ll ask the smiths for help with the finishing touches, and finally we'll make 
the handle from some nice wood.” Setsuna said, raising an eyebrow at the last word. Toga laughed 
at it. 


Some time later, after finishing up the blade shape, hardening the metal by making it red-hot and 
plunging it in oil, adding the hilt and then sanding it down for an ergonomic fit to Toga’s hand, 
they finally took it to a whetstone, where Toga and Setsuna filed away at the edge and gave it some 


proper bite, while Kinoko and Nejire worked on making a sheathe for it with the same material 
from the hilt. 


“Now this,” Setsuna said, “Looks pretty damn good for the work of a team of people who don’t 
have a clue what they’re doing.” It was probably imperfect in a bunch of ways, but Toga’s eyes 


glowed as she examined every detail of it. “Hope you enjoyed that, because now my arms hurt and 
that also counts as your birthday and Christmas present, Toga.” 


Chapter End Notes 


Thanks for reading, see you next time! 


Bachelorette Party Part 2 


Chapter Notes 


Extra points for knowing all the songs they sing this chapter ;) 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Toga gave the door a quick tug, to see if it was locked. It wasn’t, but that didn’t mean there was no 
danger. The enemy could lurk behind the door, ready to shoot her. 


She placed her ear on the wall, hearing nobody on the other side. She knew just how loud the 
enemy could be, so she listened for a few seconds more, hoping for an outburst of laughter or 
someone tripping. “Seems clear,” Toga said, turning around to see her team. “After breaching here, 
they only have one more place to hide.” 


“You ready?” Setsuna asked, taking the other side of the door. Kinoko placed herself next to Toga, 
and Nejire readied to kick open the door and move out the way. “If they managed to keep quiet...” 


“We'll get shot then.” Kinoko said, matter of factly. “Shrooms shall grow on our poor poor 
corpses, ha!” She stuck out her tongue after the fake drama of her words, “Just like that time 
Ochako killed me and Yui killed Nejire, right?” 


Kinoko pointed at a couple of blotches of bright paint on their padded vests, which were a cutesy 
pink colour, contrasting with the gritty, realistic paintball arena. Tilting her head, masked with a 
paintball half-helmet, Nejire poked at the dry paint on the mushroom girl’s vest, “If you had not 
been wearing this, it would have bruised your boob!” 


“Thank goodness for the popular vote on playing paintball on “easy”, right?” Kinoko said with a 
chuckle. While they were all tough heroes (except for Toga and Twice), nobody had thought it 
especially “fun” to get paintballed on the ribs or collarbone, and they had asked for the padded 
vests in the package. 


Divided in four teams, they had played in three stages already; a “scrapyard” outside with “rusty” 
car wrecks and airplane parts (that were actually plastic models weathered to look like aged metal), 
with airplane cockpits as the bases; a stage based on a container ship, with speakers and a rain 
machine setting the mood amazingly, and finally, one based on a small motel stage, with the teams 
being based on rooms opposite each other, and the main battle area had been around a swimming 
pool where Tsuyu had sniped half of Twice’s team, with Kendou taking the others by the parking 
lot. 


Playing by “Quirkless” rules so as to not cause too much damage to the play stages, so far it had 
been a blast. They’d have to play a couple more times so each team would face each other and, 
besides the current “urban indoors” environment, there were a few others that Toga was hyped to 
try, especially the “speedball” map where they’d gather all four teams at the end for a free-for-all. 


“Ready, girls?” Toga asked. She’d taken command instinctively, perhaps more confident now that 
the Agency had given her more freedoms and responsibilities as an agent. She still mostly operated 
alone, but she had a feeling that, after the wedding, she’d return to work with a better standing and 
position. 


She had expected Setsuna to lead, given that she had been a recommended student for UA and was 
known as a pretty great tactician, but the lizard girl had been content to let Toga take charge and 
watch from the sidelines, always with a smug grin on her face. She’s very smug. And lewd. I hope 
we stay friends a long while . 


“Let’s go! We have baddies to paint!” Nejire said, raising her paintball marker upwards, carefree, 
only realising a second later that she had flagged Kinoko and Toga and had only been a couple 
pounds of trigger pressure away from taking half her team out with friendly fire. “Oopsie! I have to 
pay more attention.” 


“But you’re right. Let’s go!” Toga said, then Nejire kicked the door open, and Kinoko was the first 
through the threshold, aiming to the left. Setsuna followed, aiming towards the right, then Toga, 
aiming towards the front, and finally Nejire. As expected, nobody was there, but Toga saw a 
glimpse of Reiko’s black Edgar Allan Poe t-shirt rounding a corner in the corridor beyond the 
room. 


“They’re close! On the end of the corridor!” Toga said, motioning with hand signals for the girls to 
advance. They were Agency hand signals that Agent Anna had taught her in one of the two training 
camps for young field agents that Toga had attended a few months back, in the summer, but she 
guessed that the signal for “go forward” was universal enough to be understood. 


Setsuna took point, surely grinning under the mask, looking eager to get one of her friends full of 
colorful blue paint, and perhaps aiming for one or two limb shots for that extra fun... “I just heard 
your buddy Twice arguing with himself, they’re right there!” Setsuna said, halfway across the 
hallway, and the others rushed beside her. 


With the enemy team so close, they all put tactics aside and sprinted into the corner, firing blindly, 
yelling furious battlecries of “MUSHROOM POWER!”, “STABBY STAB!”, “LIZARDY?!” and 
“MARSHMALLOWS!”. The other team had been caught as they tried moving into a room to 
fortify and defend, and were all still out the door as Toga started blasting. 


Her trigger finger was quick but Setsuna made the cheap rental paintball marker seem like an 
automatic. J guess she would have experience with those fingers, huh? Pretty agile, they must make 


a few people happy... 


Reiko, the first one that Toga had spotted, soon found herself more colorful than usual, as bright 
blue paint from Toga’s and Setsuna’s markers made their way to her vest, jeans and sleeves. One of 
them even splattered on her boots, a pair of shiny Doc Martens’, and she looked at them in dismay 
as she raised her marker up to the sky in surrender. 


It had only taken a couple of seconds to deal with Reiko, who was nearest, but it had given time for 
Twice and Jirou to turn and shoot back. Twice’s aim was pretty terrible, but Jirou looked focused 
and deadly, and one of her paintballs hit Toga in the right hand. 


It stung. 


Markers were designed to fire paint capsules of about 17 millimetres in diameter at some 250 feet 
per second, they packed some punch, as she could feel now, but nowhere near as much as the 
“simunition”, simulated munition, rounds that Toga had used in her earliest training with the 
Agency, where the agents had left her and Izuku full of bruises until they had figured out how to 
best beat them. 


Just like back then, when hit, Toga moved to the wall and let her team move while she took the 
time to switch hands for gripping the marker, and wipe some of the bright purple paint off her 


right. That’s bruise, she thought, as she scraped a bit of paint off her middle knuckle, aimed down 
again with her left hand, then started firing again. 


From the back, inside the room now, Camie was taking deliberate, well aimed shots, softly cussing 
at them with insults Toga hadn’t heard since last talking to a gyaru, in what seemed a lifetime ago. 
A paintball wooshed past her helmet, and she saw Twice get taken out, three shots on his vest, 
while Nejire’s helmet was suddenly fully purple. 


“Toothsy, my goggles suddenly look like Pinky’s boyfriend’s hair, I have lost!” Nejire said, raising 
her marker and trying to find her way out of the firefight without wiping her mask, so the referees 
wouldn’t think she was cheating. Thankfully nobody shot her as she left, but she them bumped into 
a wall. “Oww...” 


“T lost! Because I am bad at shooting! I would say we are a lover not a fighter but...oh shut up, 
Ryuko and I got into a fight, we suck at lover too...””» Twice rambled, as he made his way from the 
firefight too. 


By then Jirou had retreated, with Kinoko and Setsuna firing wildly to keep her pinned behind one 
of the door sides. “Cover me!” yelled Setsuna, making signs with her hands that she would rush 
inside the room. 


Toga didn’t know who Setsuna would attack, but she could only fire in Camie’s direction. She 
started firing quicker, hoping for a lucky shot. With no sights on the marker and holding it with her 
left hand, the one with the metal fingers, she was clumsier than she would have wished, and was 
missing by just an inch or two, every shot, with Camie darting away every time she started 
correcting. 


She could just picture those big eyes and pouty lips in a curious, playful expression as she evaded 
all of Toga’s shots, but it didn’t matter. An instant later, Setsuna had sprinted towards the room 
and, in the last instant, slid across the last couple of meters, turning to her side and shooting quick 
again, yelling in glee just a second after Jirou gave a muffled “Fuck!”, taken out of the game. 


But when Setsuna turned around to face Camie, her marker did not fire. Even a few meters away, 
Toga heard Setsuna say, “Oh shit.” before three shots of purple paint exploded on her helmet’s 
visor. 


Then a fourth hit Toga’s. “I’m killin’ it today, y’all! MVP, gals!” Camie said, as Toga started to 
wipe her goggles, but then she yelled, “Oh come on!” as Kinoko had approached the door frame, 
angled her marker a bit, and blind fired a dozen shots that had hit Camie and left her gorgeous 
honey-coloured hair all blue around her shoulders. 


“Game!” yelled a referee, appearing from behind Toga. They were pretty good at remaining just 
far enough that the game felt tense and raw, but near enough that it all felt safe and easy. Though 
their masks were much cooler, this one green with a gold visor, and Toga was extremely jealous of 
Tt: 


“The last one standing is Kinoko Komori! Congrats!” the referee said, giving the mushroom girl a 
high five. The referee led them to a waiting room that overlooked all the stages, stocked with sports 
drinks and snacks, and comfy couches while they waited, which really felt jarring after the “gritty 
and realistic” environment they’d just played in. 


There they saw the other two teams, who had probably ended their match just a few minutes before 
them. With how civil Momo and Kendou were talking, it was impossible to know who’d won. She 
also saw a very sweaty Ochako drinking a grape-flavoured Gatorade, Yui airing herself with a 


pocket fan that had grown to have a span of almost a meter and a half, and Mina playfully talking 
with Tooru, who had apparently caught every single paintball on her limbs and now had bright 
pink skin, given that Kendou’s team’s markers shot pink. 


“It’s like we’re actual sisters, Tooru, I’m so happy I could cry!” Mina said, hugging onto Tooru and 
leaving her clothes all covered in pink paint. 


“Noooo, Mina don’t hug me, I’m a bruise, just a bruise with shoes!” Tooru complained, squirming 
under the hug, even as she patted her friend’s back. 


“Who won in your group?” Ochako asked, raising her eyes to meet them. Her gaze darted from 
Toga, to Setsuna, to Nejire and finally to Kinoko. 


“T did!” Kinoko said, laughing haughtily like only an “idol” could. Ochako gave her a thumbs up, 
then gave Toga a stare of mock disapproval, shaking her head dramatically. Oh, you’re so smug 
about me losing at paintball, are you? 


“Camie was pretty awesome too.” Toga said, giving the gal a soft tap on the arm. “Shot at least 
two of us in the face...did you also get Nejire?” Camie nodded, a big smile on her full lips. It 
looked good on her. 


“So, who goes next?” Twice said, wiping paint off his sweatpants and sneakers. “Mix teams again 
so everyone gets a go?” 


His team ended up going against Ochako’s, at another container stage, called Shipment 24/7, as it 
was an indoor stage and could be open all day, and it was all over in five minutes. This time Camie 
and Jirou mowed down the other team, and a very grumpy Ochako met Toga again when they 
returned. 


“Yes, Himiko, they shot me in the butt, don’t you dare say a thing.” Ochako said, waving a chubby 
finger right at Toga’s face, and Toga couldn’t help the grin on her face. “Ill shoot you in the butt 
in the free-for-all if you don’t quit being smug.” 


“Of course!” Toga said, showing her teeth as she smiled. Things had been somewhat tense since 
that time they’d had an argument, but a few no-holds-barred sparring matches between them had 
gotten all of the anger out. Or most of it. And busted my ankle, which got me judgemental looks 
and a healing punch from Recovery Girl’s medical mercenary niece. But I broke Ochako’s 
forearm...And also she broke my left hand’s index finger, but that healed so well with the niece that 
I barely remember it...We held nothing back, did we? 


Although, it seemed like the responsibility of organising the event had stressed out Ochako some. 
Seeing the sums of money that Mei would be moving for both events probably had her fuming, 
especially because her pride would always get in the way of accepting any amount like that. 


Toga wondered how Ochako’s bachelorette’s would go, when she got married herself. Would she 
still be with lida by then or maybe find someone else? Their relationship seemed quite solid, and 
Toga knew just how much Ochako could fixate, but there was no way to tell the future. 


When it happened, would she want Mei’s help paying for it? Momo’s? Toga made a vow, within 
her mind, that she would pay for whatever she could for Ochako. She deserves good things and 
maybe I'll get a good bonus again someday. Friendship matters to me, Ochako, I notice all. These 
people here...some have open minds. Some still look at me with distrust. ’'m sure they’ll tell me so 
later. But you? You hated me. We would have killed each other that time. 


But not anymore. “You know what, Himiko? I will shoot your ass so help me god!” Ochako said, 
which earned her a minute-long reprimand from Ibara. 


Toga had been surprised by Ibara. She had expected the religious girl to be the most judgemental, 
given Toga’s experiences with religious people as she travelled Asia, Europe, the US and Africa in 
her quest to posthumously eliminate All for One’s fair-weather friends that had left him behind 
after he had escaped prison. 


While religion had inevitably changed in a world where God creating humans in his image was 
more and more implausible, they yet lived. Evolved, changed, with some splintering further in 
schisms during the 21st century and some new ones appearing, like the Church of the Second Plan, 
that believed that, through Quirks, a new messiah would show up and solve every problem in the 
world, making it an Earthly paradise. 


Some sects had turned more hateful than in the past, though. A group carrying silver crucifixes as 
weapons had once tried to kill her in Berlin, when she had run out of money and tried sleeping in a 
church. How was I supposed to know it was a cult’s hideout? 


Thankfully, Ibara seemed made of nicer stuff, and her passion even made Toga a bit curious about 
the aspects of her religion which talked about redemption. /f it turns out her religion is fake, then 
all I'd gain with that “confession” thing would be a few worries off my chest, right? I should talk 
to her about that later. 


“Ready?” Kendou said, as leader of Toga’s next enemy team. She offered her hand to shake, which 
Toga did. Kendou’s hands were strong and rough, with callused knuckles and no nail polish. While 
hero girls rarely had dainty, soft hands, Kendou’s were especially rough, almost like Izuku’s. And 
they seemed kind, too. 


“Of course! Let’s fill each other’s hair with paint, shall we?” Toga said, and in about a minute, it 
happened. Playing again in the motel map, Kendou’s team was victorious in just a few minutes, 
with a pincer tactic that would have earned Agent Anna’s approval. 


A bit bruised and grumpy, Toga joined everyone as they got yet another refill of paintballs, some 
gas for the markers, and some baby wipes to clean their vests, then onto the final stage it was. 


The stage was half the size of a football field, with inflatable plastic barriers as the cover they 
could use. With her sneakers, Toga checked how slick the grass was, and was pleased to discover 
that it would be easy enough to slide , but it also had enough hold that one could sprint without 
worrying about slipping. 


The map was symmetrical, and the refs had added a few more structures to let the area be split in 
four. The refs pointed at each corner of the map, where the teams gathered. 


“Toga, if I may?” Setsuna said, as they reached the spot the referees pointed at, “This map doesn’t 
have much cover. It’ll all be over soon, in a hail of paintballs, bruises and cute girls cursing like 
sailors. So how about we just sprint and charge forward, strategy be damned?” 


“T like the plan!” Nejire said, grinning. Until the referees ordered it, they could leave their masks 
off, and Toga could see Nejire’s sweet smile as she spoke. She was glad that Tenko had found a 
kind soul like her, just like she had found Izuku. Her company probably saved him, a lot more than 
revenge ever could. I owe her for that, for that empathy. 


“We might want to shoot to the sides while we get to the centre, though. If the others try and flank 
instead of capture the middle, we have to be ready.” Toga said, looking at both of the corners she 


could see. In the distance, further than where paintballs would travel in a somewhat straight line 
and would need to be angled like a catapult shot to hit anything, she could see Twice’s team, with 
Camie sending her a mock salute, and Ochako’s, with Mina waving energetically. 


She returned both calls, then focused back on her team. “Yeah. Me and Nejire take the left, you 
two the right?” Kinoko said, and the others agreed. “Okay, then we’re ready. Let’s wait-” 


“Three, two, one, START!” A referee on a megaphone said, and Toga started running. 


She was tired from all the work for making her new knife and from playing three other games of 
paintball, but she pushed through it. She’d fought fights longer and more exhausting with barely a 
second to rest, and nobody else was slowing down, either. 


A few steps into the run, Toga brought up her marker, angled it upward a bit and started pulling the 
trigger, watching the little paintballs sailing through the air. On the right was Twice’s team, and 
they were also running towards the centre, so Toga’s suppressing fire slowed them down a bit. One 
lucky paintball even found a target, she heard, as Twice yelled, “AGH MY CALF!!!” 


But as they rushed for the middle, paintballs started falling around them, hitting the inflatable 
barriers that Toga now darted to. Every time the paintballs hit the inflatables, they gave a 
thundering smack and made the barriers wiggle slightly. They were flimsy cover, barely adequate 
as concealment, and, Toga soon found, when her shoe suddenly became covered in bright pink 
paint, sometimes paintballs bounced off them. 


“Forward, ladies!” Setsuna called, waving her marker around like an old-timey officer would wave 
a saber. “To the middle!” 


Running again, Toga took potshots at every girl she saw, even in passing. She fired at Yui’s pale 
arms and Ibara’s neat jeans, at Tooru’s still-pink extremities and Camie’s sweaty, painted over hair. 
No paintball reached a valid target for elimination, but they would all only get closer. 


The middle was full of more inflatables, these ones taller and wider. Toga’s team split up around a 
big inflatable, and she slid on the ground to cover the corner. Leaving cover in an inflatable ahead 
she saw Tooru and shot half a dozen paintballs at her, but Tooru managed to cover her mask by 
accident, and didn’t get eliminated, and she managed to get to cover before Toga could shoot at her 
vest. “Crap,” Toga said, scanning the inflatables, then seeing the glint of a marker’s stainless steel 
barrel, “Crap!” 


Toga darted back into cover, not even sure of who had shot at her. She hoped very much that it 
hadn’t been one of her teammates, but her goggles had started fogging up and she imagined the 
same was true for Setsuna, Kinoko and Nejire. 


Taking a deep breath, Toga readied her marker and rushed out of the corner, shooting as she went, 
sending a hail of paintballs towards her mystery attacker. But instead she found herself dodging 
paintballs from two different directions, with loud “smack” sounds all around her as the hit the 
inflatable cover. 


She would only get taken out if she retreated, she realized, so she charged towards the closest fire, 
coming across Mina. “Oh no, you don’t!” the pink girl said, with more energy in each word than 
Toga felt in her entire body, and with a powerful leap, Mina dove into a roll, past Toga’s 
paintballs. 


With Mina now at her back, Toga turned sideways, shooting one-handed as she rushed away, back 
into cover. But instead she came face to face with Tsuyu and beyond her, Ochako. Toga’s marker 


was up before Tsuyu’s, and she was still moving, so a pull of the trigger filled the frog girl’s mask 
with paint before she could react and, as Tsuyu raised her marker and took the first step to the 
edges of the stage in surrender, Toga kept going. 


Ochako and Toga’s eyes glued onto each other’s. Toga brought her marker to bear, aiming as well 
as she could at Ochako’s head. With a simunition gun she would have acquired the target 
accurately enough and faster, but a rental marker was much less precise and slower on the draw, 
and it gave Ochako an extra second to move behind cover. 


But that was okay. 
“Are you angry, Ochako?” Toga said, her voice muffling a little through the mask. 


“Are you ?” Ochako asked. Her voice sounded muffled too, and her breathing controlled. She might 
be aiming. I shouldn’t poke my mug around this corner unless I want to lose... 


“Not really! I’m having a blast” 


“You'd better, Himiko. With everything Mei spent, with all the time Twice and Mina and everyone 
put into this? You’d be a goddamn ingrate not to love it!” Ochako said. By the distance of her 
voice, Toga could tell that she was planning on circling around the inflatable and shooting her in 
the back, so she turned quickly. 


“You do know it’ll be the same for you, right? And you better make me a bridesmaid too! Or what, 
would I piss you off too much for your wedding?” 


“Oh, just shut up, Himiko! Let me worry about that when it happens, got it? And you can be sure I 
ain’t inviting prisoners to mine.” Ochako said, stalling for a few seconds more of time. Toga’s 
finger itched against the trigger. 


“You’re frustrated, aren’t you? I know I am. I caught myself the other day thinking about how I 
could get disappointed with meeting Stain, and it ruined my day. Had something like it?” And I 
will unleash every bit of frustration on your helmet the instant you show your face, bestie... 


“Of course I’m frustrated at some things! My parents working non-stop even when I can help them, 
Mei’s experiments interrupting my naps, the fucking despair at gas prices rising, trains too full, bad 
weather...” 


Ochako sprang from cover, lower than Toga had anticipated, so Toga’s first shot missed. When she 
moved to correct, Ochako moved forward, yelling wordlessly, and Toga’s shot instead hit her on 
the right arm. Ochako had started firing then, hitting Toga in the legs. 


Point blank, the shots hit her thigh and knee painfully. Then more paintballs hit, one grazing her 
neck and the other her upper arm, before once more lowering to her legs. 


Yelling too, Toga shot back, not aiming anymore. They circled around each other, shooting at 
whatever they could find. “Fuck you!” 


“No, fuck you !” Toga said, less than a meter away from Ochako, trying to shoot her marker arm 
and make Ochako drop it, but Ochako was only circling further, placing paintball after paintball on 
her buttcheek. 


“T SAID I WOULD DO THAT, TOGA!” Ochako said, and then Toga finally managed to shoot her 
in the right forearm. You’ve got a strong grip to hold on after that! The instant Ochako lowered her 
marker, Toga brought up hers. 


She knew that it’d hit hard against the mask, so she aimed at the side of the mouth instead of the 
goggles, not wanting to give Ochako a black eye or a bruised nose. 


But when she pulled the trigger, instead of hearing the paintball blowing up on Ochako’s mask, she 
felt the thud of two paintballs on her mask and three more on her vest. 


“Yay! I gotcha!” she heard Mina yell, and when she wiped enough pink paint off her goggles to 
find her way to the edge of the map, Toga saw Mina happily dancing in celebration. She also saw 
that Ochako was joining her, the left side of her mask covered in blue paint. 


“That was some pretty terrible “gun-fu’, Himiko.” Ochako said, giving her a soft punch on the 
right shoulder, her voice relaxed and happy. 


“We’ve gotta do this again sometime with the Agency’s sim rounds! They hurt more !” Toga said, 
laughing. The referee led them to the safe area at the stage’s entrance, and they watched the rest of 
the game with the masks off, making comments about good and bad moves. 


“The last one standing is..CAMIE UTSUSHIMI!” announced the lead referee, the one with the 
megaphone. 


Exchanging a glance with Toga, Ochako shrugged. “She’s way too good at this.” 


“Karaoke!” Mina yelled, jumping up in the air once she’d changed from the paint-covered clothes 
she had been wearing in the paintball arena’s changing rooms. 


There had been showers available, as the arena was often used by business people to destress 
before big meetings and they had to get pretty again after shooting some paint, so Mina had been 
able to wash everything off and then, at the big mirrors in the changing rooms, put on a little 
makeup, just for herself. 


Given that they’d be sitting at the karaoke a bit and most of the time at the restaurant, she’d packed 
some Greek sandals for her change of clothes, with a decent wedge heel and fine black leather that 
would combine nicely with her short black dress. For accessories she had a couple bracelets and 
hoop earrings, and a necklace that Hitoshi had bought her on their anniversary, that Mina 
absolutely adored. 


It had the right half of a heart, while he had the left half, and they were inscribed with their initials. 
She gave it a kiss as she placed it around her neck, smiling at the thought of how her feelings for 
him had evolved from a simple attraction and fun at teasing him, to true love. 


Once more, as Tooru emerged from a changing room, dressed in a stunning blue dress and an 
evening hat that looked retro but amazing, Mina yelled “Karaoke!” and together they did the same 
to hype up every other girl as they all got ready to leave. 


Outside they found Mr. Twice, Himiko’s friend and a former villain, dressed in a snakeskin jacket, 
leather pants and wing-tip shoes with steel toes. And an eyepatch, which made Mina erupt into 
laughter, and she was along with Nejire immediately, poking at it and laughing even more. 


Part of Mina had been reluctant, at first, to associate with Twice, because of who he had been in 
the past, but she had decided to trust the guy; if the Pussycats had trusted him enough to care for 


young Kouta, then he had to be good . 


She’d found Mr. Twice silly and energetic, but she had seen a similar loneliness in him that she had 
seen in Hitoshi and in Himiko. The loneliness of a pariah. Of a guy that society one day decided 
was a “villain” and never changed its mind. Until now. She didn’t know if Twice could be a hero, 
or even if he’d want to be, but, after organising the party with his help, she would happily welcome 
him aboard! 


“Okay gals and all my pals, now that we look stunning, let’s go sing our hearts out. It’s walking 
distance from here, ladies, let’s STRIDE! Good thing these shoes look so cool, don’t you think? 
Yes, I do.” Mr. Twice said. Mina wasn’t quite sure if asking about the way he talked with himself 
was a touchy subject. 


She assumed it was similar to how Izuku and Mei would mutter up a storm, or how Hitoshi would 
brush the back of his neck when nervous, or how Momo would make a matryoshka doll to centre 
herself; it was something they couldn’t control and should not be judged about. 


“YES! We stride!” she said, running around until she found Himiko. She’d chosen a tight red dress, 
with a long skirt slashed at the side and showing the black heels underneath. With the heels, she 
looked almost as tall as Nejire, who was still wearing her paint splattered sneakers because they 
were comfier than the heels she had chosen. 


“Hey, Himiko, hey!” Mina said, joining her friend. On her other side was Setsuna again, who had 
seemed to make her night’s objective to really get along with the ex-villain, and it only added to the 
fun. “You pick a song yet? I’m gonna sing an electro-Kpop ballad in a salsa remix!” 


“T’ve got two ready!” Himiko said, grinning with that dangerous grin of hers. If she hadn’t risked 
life and limb in rebelling against the orders to hunt down Hitoshi and her, would Mina still feel 
afraid of Himiko? She thought it was likely. 


“[’m thinking of picking some from the top ten when we get there.” Setsuna added, straightening 
the flowing sleeve of her silky green shirt, which gave a rather generous amount of cleavage and 
worked well with her shorts and flat shoes. 


“And I! I will sing one from the oldies!” Mr. Twice said. Given that he was only a couple feet 
ahead of them, it made sense for him to get into the conversation. “Like...really oldies. 1980's, I 
think! I really like the lyrics, they resonate with me, with my heart! And it makes me imagine 
myself dressed like an idol and skating around with background dancers!” 


“Idol, huh?” Kinoko said, hearing from nearby. She had long tried making her image as a hero idol- 
like which, in Mina’s opinion, seemed really limiting. “No offense, Twice, but...’'d have to see 
your idol outfit before declaring that a thing!” 


“T ACTUALLY BROUGHT IT!” Twice said, pointing at his backpack excitedly. Kinoko raised an 
eyebrow and tried to open the zipper, but Twice stopped her with a tut, “It'll be a surprise!” 


They strutted around town for a short while. The paintball arena was located in a nightlife area, 
founded to give the daytime hours some cash flow for the cafés and restaurants and shops, but at 
night, a couple of clubs ruled the zone, one of them already known to a few in the current 
company, called Nightingale. 


The karaoke bar and the restaurant had been Mina’s suggestions, as she knew both places, having 
been there with her closest friends and also taking Hitoshi there for a couple dates, to “scout” the 
locations, of course. It had been extra fun to be the scouts and not need to pick a spot for the dates! 


When they had come to the karaoke, after some prompting, Hitoshi had turned out to be a rather 
unimpressive singer, even with his deep, soothing, silky smooth voice, but oh man had they 
enjoyed themselves! When she had chosen to sing a song in French that they’d listened to in Paris, 
absolutely butchering the pronunciation, he’d almost died laughing. 


“There it is! Kara Okada’s Karaoke!” Mina announced, as she spotted the bright neon sign in the 
distance. With night now fully around them, the street was covered in bright neon, reflecting in fun, 
cool ways off the girl’s jewelry and dresses, as well as the scales of Twice’s snakeskin jacket. 


They attracted some gazes, but they weren’t the only big group around, and few pairs of eyes 
lingered on them for long. Most interesting of all, it seemed like barely anyone recognized that they 
were heroes, an infamous spy and a villain officially listed as dead. 


They walked into the karaoke where the owner, artistic name Kara Okada (as a play on karaoke, of 
course), quickly discussed with Twice where they’d go. Eventually she sent them to one of the 
bigger party rooms, with space for company parties and other such gatherings, and could 
comfortably fit all the girls and the snacks they’d order! 


After a waiter came by and Mina ordered a sampler to share with Tooru, and everyone else ordered 
food to last until dinner time, they started drawing lots for who’d sing first. The waiter arrived soon 
afterward with the food and with some instruments to support the singers, like maracas and a pair 
of bongos that Mina soon fell in love with, a huge smile on her face as she kept rhythm with the 
songs played. 


It was all a blast. Soon Momo was singing a duo with Kendou for a song called Judgement, 
followed by Yui singing a passionate, sorrowful ballad called Baka Mitai. Reiko changed the mood 
with a song about some old king called Charlemagne, with some chuunibyou fire in her voice that 
would have made Tokoyami proud, and Tooru freestyled an impressively fast hip-hop song from 
the late 2090s. 


Camie had them all singing in chorus about life in plastic being fantastic, and Nejire surprised 
them with the opening song to an anime that she apparently had binge watched with Shigaraki. 
Setsuna kept her promise, singing some of the most popular current songs and, when it was her 
turn, Mina had them all bouncing up and down with her rhythm. 


“I LOVE YOU! Todoite kono omoi! Kitto...” Toga used up all her turns at once, first singing an 
energetic song with beats that masked the desperate lyrics, that talked about painful feelings of 
love and how they might not reach the beloved, while longing forever to meet again, with 
everything leading to said beloved... 


It was an amazingly bittersweet song, once Mina stopped listening to Toga’s dreadful singing voice 
and focused on the lyrics showing up on the screen. She exchanged a glance with Ochako and 
Tooru, and with Nejire, who knew best what Toga had gone through in that year when she had 
been Izuku’s secret, and now...now they got a taste of her feelings in that time. 


It was pretty moving, Mina thought, but Toga sang it triumphantly, like a survivor looking back on 
a tragedy and seeing how they had made it, instead of focusing on the pain. 


“Konna kimochi setsuna sugiru no. Onegai tomete...Koi no yokushiryoku.” Such feelings are too 
painful. Please stop...Love deterrence. As she finished, her expression was calm and her voice 
grateful. Or at least that was what Mina thought; with Toga’s subpar singing, it might not have 
been what she wished to convey. 


And then she sang a strange Western song that seemed to be vaguely about love but also jungle 


survival, and some secret mission. Thankfully, it seemed that Toga was a much better singer in 
English, and not for the first time surprised Mina with how she had no Japanese accent, sounding 
vaguely American instead, “What a thrill...through darkness and silence through the night...What a 
thrill. I’m searching and I’ Il melt into you...” 


And then at one point, the lyrics had turned downright strange and she’d looked at Tsuyu with 
narrowed eyes, “Someday, you feed..ON A TREE FROG! It’s ordeal, the trial to survitiiveeeeee! 
For the day WE SEE NEW LIGHT!!!” 


Tsuyu had just rolled her eyes and muttered, “I’m not a tree frog, kero.” 


Moments later Himiko ended her song, singing her heart out, “’M STILL IN A DREAM! SNAKE 
EATER!!!” 


Everyone cheered, some for her improved performance in English, some because her turn was 
over, and when the cheering ended and Himiko gave a rather smug bow, Tsuyu said, “Thank 
goodness I didn’t invite Habuko-chan, she is literal-minded and would have run away from a snake 
eater, kero.” Mina almost choked on a potato chip with how hard that made her laugh. 


And, having asked to go last, Twice requested a minute to get ready and arrived with a borrowed 
trenchcoat, picked up the mic and then started up the song, “This is called “24 Hour Cinderella’. 
AND WE LOVE IT!” The 1908’s sound was very retro, but in a charming, golden-era kind of way 
that Mina could dig, and it all started from the first few moments, at the same time as Twice 
dropped the trenchcoat and revealed a pastel getup that made him go from strange ex-villain to 
total goofball in a second. 


He even had some skates! 


And then Twice started singing. And he was good. “Sunao ni I LOVE YOU! Todokeyou 
kitto... YOU LOVE ME! Tsutawaru sa...kimi ni ni...au...garasu no...kutsu wo sagasou!” It was all 
amazingly unexpected, incredibly energetic, and, when he managed a spin with the skates, 
superbly entertaining. He really could be an idol, Mina decided, and it seemed like Kinoko agreed 
as well. In the end, he bowed politely, before speaking once again into the mic, “Hey! Hey! HEY!” 


Chapter End Notes 


Thanks for reading! See you next time! 


Bachelorette Party Part 3 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


“So ummm...Toga. She’s at her single’s party, yes?” Hisashi Midoriya asked, looking at his son 
across the restaurant table. It was a sushi place they’d come to a couple of times, as it was close 
enough to Izuku’s new house, and it had a good atmosphere for talking privately. 


Things had changed quickly, too quickly in the last year and a half, and he could see them all even 
clearer now that he could see Izuku every few weeks or so. 


It was difficult to match timelines, now that they were both busy adults. Whenever they met, Izuku 
seemed tireless, full of life and wonder, but that didn’t make his schedule any less full. 


As smalltalk, Izuku had started their little meeting today telling Hisashi about how he’d organized 
an event for Musutafu’s orphans where they’d gather at one of the big public parks and do some 
exercise and play, where along with their teachers, he’d teach them about values and, to put it 
simply, not be assholes to each other, in a sweeping campaign that encouraged healthy lifestyles, 
battled bullying, and gave hundreds of kids a flesh and blood hero to see every week, who they 
could trust. 


If anyone else had done that, Hisashi would have been skeptical, but Izuku seemed pretty genuine 
about it all. It was completely Inko’s work, how much of a good man Izuku had grown up to be. 
And All Might, too. Can’t believe that ever happened... 


“Yeah! She keeps sending me photos and videos and I think she made a friend or two! 
Would...would you like to see her singing?” Izuku said. The pure smile on his face reminded 
Hisashi of a three year old Izuku babbling about heroes, that same glint on his eyes was there. 


“Sure, why not?” Hisashi said, as Izuku handed him his phone and a pair of earphones, figuring 
that he could humour Izuku a bit and keep improving their relationship. Jf it takes watching a full 
movie of this...this girl, to make up a little for all the fuckups, it can’t be that bad, right? Besides, 
for all I know she could be a good singer. 


A few seconds into the clip, Hisashi knew she wasn’t. “She uhh...seems very passionate. These 
lyrics in English...pretty quaint, right? Who is everyone else there in the video? Her friends?” 
Izuku had told Hisashi some of Toga’s history, but he couldn’t quite keep up with all the lore he 
sometimes added, little snippets of tragedy or gruesome violence that dotted the girl’s life. 


“Yeah! Uraraka and Mina are probably the closest to her, Tooru Hagakure too. That one with the 
green hair is Setsuna Tokage, the one with the darker blonde hair is Camie Utsushimi.” Izuku said, 
pointing at each one as he went. Hisashi was sure he’d forget five minutes after walking out the 
restaurant. 


“They’re all pretty cute, no?” Hisashi said, trying to connect with his son. He had never given it 
much thought about what Izuku’s emotional development and love life went through, except one 
time where Izuku had texted him for advice, and he had purposefully chosen to ignore it, believing 
that he’d only be dooming his son to more suffering if he encouraged him to go after that girl he’d 
been crushing on. What was her name? Okasaka? Chika? Jenny? Who knows... “I'm sure any of 
these would have been a great bride too?” 


Izuku looked at him with a strange mix of disappointment and exhaustion. His guarded gaze 
seemed to scream ‘Now you care?’. “They are all great friends . They have been there for me, in 
their own ways. And now they’re there for Himiko.” 


“Or they just want to party.” Hisashi said, passing a hand over his hair. “Many just went to your 
party for that, Izuku, you know that, right?” 


“Of course I do.” Izuku said, “I’m not selfish about parties, father, it was about generosity as much 
as having fun, about sharing the good things we have with others.” 


“Didn’t your friend Mei pay for it all, though?” Hisashi said. He knew that Izuku was a founder 
and stakeholder at Hatsume Industries, the support item and tech company with the most patents 
registered in the past three years, after buying itself from any debt to their first benefactors, the 
Yaoyorozu Group. 


By his association with Mei Hatsume, Izuku now got more cash every year than Hisashi had sent 
to Inko and him in his lifetime. And he gave most of it away to various charities, which vexed 
Hisashi slightly. Hisashi knew that, if Izuku had been a little more like him, he’d just have married 
Hatsume already, with a healthy prenup arrangement, just in case. 


But he wasn’t like him. Izuku’s ambitions lay somewhere in the rankings of top heroes, but for 
some reason , not just a desire for money and fame. He wanted the influence, sure, but for what? 
Izuku had not told that to Hisashi, and he doubted his son would ever trust him with that, anyway. 


“She did. It would have been a total money sink for anyone else, I think but Mei...as soon as she 
stops being hungover, I’m sure she’ll tell me we’re making profits again!” Izuku said. He spoke of 
Mei with fondness and admiration, and Hisashi would have totally mistaken it for love, had it not 
been for the way he spoke about Toga. That tenderness and raw pride, that passion, was simply 
different. 


“Back to Toga, then. What did her bachelorette’s consist of?” Hisashi asked, raising an eyebrow. 
“You know how those can be, right? With those cake strippers and all the alcohol and everything? 
It’s their last shot at “freedom” and some...well...” Hisashi said. He didn’t actually know firsthand, 
being a workaholic with a tendency to neglect his personal life in search for the almighty dollar, 
but he parroted what he’d heard. 


Izuku shook his head, a confident smile on his lips, “Father, do you think Himiko would do 
something like cheating on me? After everything she and I have been through?” 


“T guess not.” Hisashi said, resting his hands on the table. He compared his hands with Izuku’s, 
which were full of scars and full of strength. They were kind hands, but still hard enough to punch 
out a god. And on the other hand, pun intended, Hisashi’s were thin, suited to typing for hours and 
hours, strong enough for any jar of pickles but not much else. How different he is to me. And how 
much of his path has been with that in mind, to be less like me? 


“With your wedding and everything, I guess what I’m trying to wrap my head around, son, is what 
you see in Toga?” Hisashi asked. Izuku’s eyes darkened with the word “son”, but his face shifted 
again to that pure, lovey-dovey face when he understood he’d have a chance to explain why this 
wild eyed girl was the one for him...until some divorce down the line, most likely. 


Izuku’s expression darkened, ““We’ ve been over this. Many times.” 


“Indulge me, son. I don’t understand why you’d pick Himiko Toga.” 


Izuku frowned, his eyes looking away from Hisashi’s. “Do you have any idea how many times I’ve 
had to explain that? How many people have cornered me to tell me they have a problem with my 
choice of who I love, who I marry? I hadn’t felt this judged since I was Quirkless.” 


Izuku shook his head, “At some point, they’ll stop asking, I’m sure. We’ll prove the world wrong, 
everyone who doubted us.” 


“People will ask for your reasons, Izuku, always.” Hisashi said, “Even if it was the blandest, safest 
girl in the world, people’d complain and judge and nag you about it. I remember how your 
grandparents complained about me, and how my friends said I’d been an idiot to marry Inko.” Was 
I? I don’t regret the fact that you exist, Izuku, but... “Vm not judging you here, not really. So give 
it a shot, explain yourself.” 


Izuku turned back to Hisashi, took a deep breath, and let a soft, warm smile spread across his lips. 
He looked as happy as a regional manager scoring a hole-in-one after a day of misses. Even if 
you’re pissed off at the haters these days, you can’t help gushing about Toga, can you? 


“T...I love her. Completely. If...if I explained every reason, I’d...I’'d just reveal everything I have 
been drafting for my vows, and I want everyone to hear them when she does!” God, to be excited 
over anything that much again? “She’s...she’s the love of my life.” 


Hisashi managed to hide everything he felt in that instant. The urge to snort in laughter, the fierce 
pride in this young man that had his blood, hope that a good person like that was aiming to be a top 
ranked hero, serious doubts about the marriage. He kept that hidden, with the polished skill of an 
office worker who had to hide the overwhelming anger of having to train a new worker, or the 
boredom of a meeting that could have been an email. 


And instead he gave a half smile and said, “That sounds all well and good, Izuku, but...I’d still like 
to know. Something more concrete. Like...1f you just have a thing for blondes. Or whatever. I don’t 
need spoilers from your vows, that’s quite alright. But as it is, I don’t understand. I don’t 
understand what made you fall for a criminal to the point where you became an accomplice, and 
then dragged you into a geopolitical mess that makes my time in the logistics department sound 
like basic, everyday crap.” 


Hisashi expected some recognition, maybe even a hint of admiration, when he mentioned his time 
at the company’s Logistics Department. He was sure Inko would tell Izuku about his professional 
achievements and most exciting tasks, right? But Izuku didn’t seem to react. And that hurt. 


The communication should have been his responsibility, and he had shirked it. even now, Izuku 
had to open most conversations, lest Hisashi get too engrossed in work and forget there was any 
relationship to try and mend. 


“Father, I’d like to ask you not to call Himiko a criminal again. Please.” Izuku said, his eyes 
narrowing slightly, his gaze fixing Hisashi on the spot. “And that “geopolitical mess” is the reason 
we didn’t have Pestilence Bombs exploding in every major city in the world and why we didn’t 
have World War Three.” 


Hisashi thought it best not to ask what the fuck a Pestilence Bomb even was, and he was pretty sure 
that what Izuku had told him was probably not entirely safe for him to know, but he didn’t focus on 
that, he focused on Izuku’s mood. 


He wasn’t even angry, not like he had been in some of their meetings, but he had seldom had such 
an intense gaze. Even if Hisashi had never actually seen Izuku in action (downloading the videos 
Inko had sent at first took precious space on his phone, so he had never done it, and she had 


stopped sending them eventually), he could believe everything he’d heard. 


It was a much more open gaze, too, and in it, Hisashi saw tragedy, bad stuff Izuku had seen. Jn just 
a few years, he’s already seen shit that’d traumatize people for life. And he’s still that nice kid 
from the videos Inko sent. Is he kind despite what he has gone through, or because of it? Because 
he knows it counts? 


Hisashi abstained from saying that Toga was technically a criminal, since her job wasn’t exactly 
one she could quit and it was tied to her sentence. In fact, Hisashi believed that Toga’s new job was 
probably just as criminal if under the microscope. But he kept that thought away and instead said, 
“Alright, son. Not a criminal. Just a...a spy? Is that even safe for me to say?” 


“Sure.” Izuku said, shrugging. The danger in his gaze was gone again. “Now, to answer your 
question...When we first met, she ummm...she fell in love at first sight. But then we met again and 
again and again, and everytime we learned a little more about the other. I started to see the good 
inside her. And then, when that typhoon struck Okinawa, we met again.” 


“Oh yeah, that typhoon was a thing, huh?” Hisashi said. He vaguely remembered hearing about it 
in the news, and changing the channels to try and find stocks news and not more about some kid 
with a hat using his air Quirk against the storm like some jackass. “The one with that guy...what’s 
his name?” 


“Inasa Yoarashi, the current number 10 hero?” Izuku asked, his eyes sparkling, “He’s one of my 
friends! He’s really passionate, and he’s pretty close with my good friend Shouto. He’s dating 
Camie, the blonde one in the video I showed you.” 


“Lovely, Izuku. Go on with your story.” Hisashi said, waving a hand to hurry him up. 


“Right. The building she was holed up in collapsed over us and...and we talked. It was a huge 
opportunity to understand her. I was already curious about her, you see; her motivations, her skills, 
her Quirk. I... confess I had a few dreams about her, before that. But I had never allowed myself to 
imagine she could be more than an enemy, until then.” 


Izuku gave a chuckle, playing with one of his leftover fries. After ordering a meal full of protein, 
he’d allowed himself some fries, because “Hitoshi says that junk food cures hangovers”. Even 
days after the bachelor’s, the copious amounts of alcohol still slowed down the participants, from 
what he’d told Hisashi. 


That explained a couple of bruises and a black eye, from villains that had gotten a lucky shot they 
couldn’t have otherwise. 


“When we talked, I saw so much more . I wanted to help her with everything I had. With my life, 
even.” 


“You didn’t get that self-sacrifice B.S. from me, son.” Hisashi said, chuckling. Izuku took it with 
humor and smiled. 


“T didn’t, true. And in the end I didn’t need to give my life at any point but...First, I helped her 
escape Okinawa. We talked again, and she listened to me, when I had no idea what to do. It 
was...freeing. With everyone else, I felt like...like even those I trusted wouldn’t listen, in that 
moment. With Himiko, I felt no prejudices, just...even with all my friends, I felt lonely. Just like 
Himiko. And she helped me.” 


Hisashi hated seeing his son admitting to that loneliness, he hated seeing that vulnerability and 


having no idea how to react. He looked around the restaurant, hoping he’d continue talking or 
something elsewhere would give him a chance to change topics. He’d focused on a particularly 
interesting plastic model of a salmon when Izuku started talking again. 


“Then we looked for her family. We only found their graves. We’d only learn later that we did find 
her family; her uncle was there that day, in the graveyard. It was...like ships passing in the night. 
Distant lights, that could have changed everything...If we had known that Himiko was related to 
Vlad-sensei...maybe we could have stopped her. Her exile...” 


Izuku shuddered, a painful memory, clearly. Hisashi considered patting him on the back, but felt it 
wouldn’t come across as genuine enough. “She had to live a year on the run, father. With no 
money, no safety, only violence on her side. How could I ever abandon her? How could I live with 
myself if I didn’t support her when I was the only one who can?” 


“T’m not sure if that-” 


“T’m not done. We became closer that year. I told her everything. And she told me everything, even 
the parts that worried me, that were horrible. She...she did bad things to bad people. And even a 
couple not so bad. And then she got caught and they called me...” Izuku said, his words trailing 
off. 


“T remember that! I thought it had just been an excuse to leave.” 


Izuku gave a rueful smile, “I wish. The rest...the rest you know, mostly. We were reunited and I 
understood that I had been falling for her all along. It was almost as if we’d been in a long distance 
relationship when we met. She...she understands me, father. And we have been through hell and 
back together. There is no one else for me.” 


It was a very “romantic” outlook on life, Hisashi admitted. Hopeful, naive even, and a bit close 
minded, to call that girl the “only one”. But Izuku had grown up with a different set of values, 
Inko’s values, and she definitely had those lofty ideas about love. We/f this ends, Izuku, will you be 
as resilient as you were with everything else? Being Quirkless until high school, the bullying, all 
you have gone through? What would I even tell you, if it happens? 


“T see. I understand, Izuku. But...you have to be pragmatic. If you were to get divorced-” 


“We won't.” Izuku interrupted, his tone harsh, “This means everything to us. We both want it like 
nothing else. We have both been abandoned before, we know how much it hurts. We know how it 
feels to be alone. But together, we won’t be alone again...we want to be together in the eyes of 
everyone.” 


“Just think about it. A prenuptial arrangement will save everyone trouble. Those and wills are the 
most important documents a man can have, Izuku, or he’Il lose it all.” Hisashi said, idly tapping the 
glass of tea he had not yet drunk. 


“T have a will, Hisashi. I drafted it in my first year at UA. We all did.” Izuku said, matter of fact. It 
made Hisashi’s blood run cold. “After the training camp...when I broke my arms so bad I got 
permanent damage? Where I met Himiko the first time and she almost stabbed me? After that, as a 
class, we wrote our wills. ve updated it some....mom and dad and Himiko would get all my 
money and assets. And I have umm...special packages for each one of my friends, if I die. To 
remember me.” 


“Christ.” Hisashi muttered, “That’s...screwed up.” Hisashi felt a small stab of emotional pain 
hearing Izuku say “dad” and mean another man, instead of him, and only felt worse when he saw 


how normal the concept of dying on the job seemed to Izuku. 
So he tried changing subjects again. “But seriously, about the prenup?” 


“I... For Himiko and I, “Till death do us part” means exactly that .” Again with the deaths! Did 
Inko raise you to be so morbid? Or was it All Might? Or just the realities of being a hero? Fuck! 
And feeling so strongly about Toga...just how afraid are you of people leaving? It’s the most 
natural thing in the world. 


“You feel that now , son. Like it’s you and her against the world, that you’re invincible together. 
The “honeymoon stage”. For some it lasts forever but...but people change, Izuku.” Hisashi said, 
the words flowing almost on their own. “Regrets are born , priorities change. Some couples try to 
have kids to have anything to tie them together, once the dreams fade. Others...others should have 
saved the money and the time, and used it for a couple extra games of golf with the management 
team.” 


“IT won’t ever be like that.” Izuku said, disgust visible in his face. “I...1 found love. I found...I found 
a companion. I’m not letting go. I will never be like you, not as a husband, not as a dad.” 


As a dad? Hisashi thought, feeling despair at the prospect. What are you doing, Izuku? What the 
fuck are you planning for your life? 


Himiko Toga knew exactly how much alcohol she could take and be at a safe level of tipsy. “Bar 
training” with the Agency had probably been the strangest training she’d had, and it was 
something she hadn’t been taught at Tselinoyarsk Institute, but it had made her life easier in the 
long run. 


Criminals, businessmen, even heroes liked drinking, on occasion, and the soft lights of a bar made 
it much, much easier to sneak around. Other kinds of people, other types of predators, used bars as 
well and Toga very much enjoyed slipping in a little dose of poison in the drink of anyone she 
managed to catch tampering with another’s drink, a little payback. Survivable doses, of course, but 
they’d feel the pain. 


In her training, she and Agent Anna had toured a few bars in Florida and tested Toga’s alcohol 
limits, with the agent giving Toga little tasks to measure her effectiveness; steal a wallet, show it to 
hcthe agent and put it back, find a person at random that Anna had selected, winning a bar fight... 


Thus she knew exactly how many beers and how many shots of vodka it took to get her buzzed, 
how much tequila left her itching for a fight, how many glasses of wine it took to get her in a 
particularly horny mood with Izuku. 


But tonight they were drinking champagne. Actual champagne, according to Momo, which had 
prompted Mina to tell Toga an anecdote in which their classmate Aoyama had lectured Monoma 
for a quarter of an hour about champagne. It sounded absolutely hilarious, from Mina’s retelling 
and from the alcohol making everything more fun already. 


They’d opened a bottle at the karaoke already, a bottle of fancy whisky that Kendou had chosen, 
and it had been potent stuff, that had made their later songs much more discordant, bringing 
everyone to around the same level as Toga, except for Jirou, who still sounded angelic even while 
tipsy. In the end they’d run out of time at the karaoke and Twice had lef them out to the street 


again. 


None of them was drunk enough to stagger or otherwise unable to walk unaided, and the restaurant 
was close by, so they made good time and arrived just at the hour specified in their reservation. 
Toga walked alongside Mina this time, joking about something or another that the alcohol in her 
blood deemed funny enough. Mina laughed at it, but she’d drunk about the same, and thus Toga 
couldn’t actually tell if it was funny. 


Even with the alcohol and her main focus being the party, Toga still looked around, surveying the 
street and all the people in it. Her eyes darted from face to face, scanning for any recognition. A 
while earlier, nobody had noticed that her friends were heroes, but now a few approached them, 
asking for selfies with Momo, Kendou, Camie and Ochako, mostly. 


A few of those regarded her with puzzled looks, not understanding who she was that she got to 
hang out with rising stars of the hero world, and that lack of recognition suited her just fine. 


Her face was out there, both in the old wanted posters from the days before her exile, and in new 
articles with paparazzi photos, all of them strategic; the journos in Mei’s pocket were always trying 
to shift public opinion in her favour, and the Agency floated a few portraits around, so that her face 
would be known by the terrorists and other pieces of shit that Toga hunted. 


But for most people in the crowd, she was just another face they’d forget ten minutes later. Which 
makes everything easier! With her ankle monitor hidden inside her shoe, she also avoided any 
questions forming in their minds, questions that would ask why a criminal was with the heroes. 


“Here we are!” Twice said. He’d changed back to his snakeskin jacket and leather pants, leaving 
the idol outfit in a locker at the karaoke. Toga thought this new outfit suited him, especially now 
that he’d shed the mask for good, but the idol one had been especially flashy and fun. “It’s the 
Kiryu Steakhouse and Bar! Come on, go inside, there’s a big table waiting for us!” 


A serious-looking man in a white suit met them at the reception, along with a pair of waiters. “Ah, 
you must be the owner, right? Then that makes you Kiryu-chan?” Twice said, speaking the name 
in a smug, squeaky tone that made the serious man cringe. 


“Yeah. But no, I’m just a manager, they put my name on the place to piss me off, I think. You 
must be Hatsume’s guests.” He pointed into the building, “This way.” He led them to a large 
wooden table, rustic but well made, and motioned to his staff to bring napkins and cutlery as 
everyone sat down. 


“T must warn you that, although alcohol is served, fighting will get you banned. Don’t do that.” the 
manager said, once everyone had a fork, a knife and a big napkin at their place, as well as a menu. 
The manager gave them all a stone cold look that surely sobered more than one of the girls, and 
then smiled softly, “I recommend the kalbi steak, it’s great!” 


Soon they had all ordered; Toga had asked for the biggest, bloodiest, best steak they had, seasoned 
to juicy perfection; Setsuna had ordered a Tomahawk steak that she picked by the bone to joke 
around as soon as it arrived; Ochako had ordered the most expensive lobster after a smug cry of 
“Fuck it!” and the cheering of everyone nearby. 


Sitting in the middle of the table, Toga could see everyone on the other side, and be a part of 
different conversations than the gossiping in the SUVs or the talk between songs at the karaoke. 
Which, as she found out, was both good and bad, because it made her the centre of attention at 
times, something she was not used to being, except in smaller settings with few people. 


But more champagne flowed, smoothing away any bumps and awkward silences. After she’d 
asked the ones closer to her about their hero work and to share anecdotes, she shared some spy stuff 
in return. All the secret data was altered to something safer, but she still saw a bit more respect in 
everyone’s eyes after some of her stories, even if it was begrudging in some cases. 


The bottles had arrived quicker than the food, and been emptied just before the smell of beef, 
charcoal and spices graced Toga’s nostrils. So they were drunker than she cared to admit by the 
time her steak was placed before her, and all her senses were slightly dulled until she took her first 
bite, making sure to dip the morsel of beef in the blood before biting. 


The flavour exploded in her mouth; the garlic, pepper and salt on the steak’s surface all mingled 
with a sauce of red wine and blood.... Delicious blood. 


Different types of blood had different tastes. She wasn’t too gifted in describing such taste, like a 
sommelier would, but she’d found that different blood types had a different “scent” to them, that 
health conditions and a person’s diet affected the “body” of the blood, and finally a myriad of 
factors, such as how much she loved or hated the person, affected the blood as “spices” would. 


So she had Izuku’s blood as her tastiest, as a flavour she could drink any day and at any hour. She’d 
also enjoyed Camie’s blood very much, and Ochako’s. When trying out with her friends, she’d 
discovered that Mina’s blood had a slight note of citrus, that Tsuyu’s blood had an earthier taste, 
and Momo had preferred not to donate a blood sample for it. 


And in her work, some people’s blood had tasted surprisingly interesting, like a couple of the 
guards she’d impersonated in the Middle East. 


It was a bit different with animal blood, but in that difference there was a lot of fun too, in 
discovering how the flavour changed. Although she couldn’t quite be certain, from the steak’s 
blood she inferred that the cow had lived a nice, peaceful life, and fed mostly on grass. 


“Man, last time I made a face like that in public...Well, let’s just say that my legs were elsewhere.” 
Setsuna said, poking Toga as she ate her steak. Toga swallowed quickly to be able to laugh out 
loud. 


“My face just does that!” Toga said, giggling, “Isn’t that right, girls?” They all nodded in 
agreement. “You should see how it gets when I see Izu-Izu after some time apart!” 


“That...that’d probably be unsafe for work, wouldn’t it?” Setsuna said, laughing heartily. 


More champagne arrived, as well as wine for those that had asked for it, and Toga drank more than 
she would have ever considered a “fun” level, caught in the moment, laughing hard at whatever 
Setsuna and Mina and Ochako said. 


The conversations started to shift, as everyone finished their meals. Some had ordered ice cream, 
some more drinks. They laughed harder, but in some, Toga noticed, what was happening was more 
a loss of self control. 


She saw that loss of control in several ways. First she saw Mina challenging everyone and then 
doing handstands on the floor, joined by Tooru, both loudly yelling “Whooo!”. Then she saw 
Setsuna take a phone from the table and detach her hand, which started floating away through a 
window and away from the restaurant, cackling mischievously at her prank...until Kendou told 
Setsuna it had been her own phone. 


And then she noticed Yui Kodai glaring at her. 


Usually stoic and emotionless, at least from what Toga knew, it had to be very rare to see Yui 
staring daggers at someone. The moment her eyes met with Toga’s, she downed her drink in one 
gulp and pointed at her with her index finger. 


“T don’t like you, Himiko Toga.” she said, her anger muted, cold. It sobered up Toga slightly, but 
not enough for her to hold her tongue. 


“IT can see that!” Toga said, grinning. Toga saw Yui grinding her teeth and tried thinking about 
what grievances the stoic girl might have with her, but her brain was sluggish and she could think 
of nothing. “And why’s that? Is it cause ’!m a vampire monster? Are you gonna insult my fangs? 
COME ON!” 


She hadn’t intended to yell, or to slam her hand on the table. She hadn’t even meant to think back 
to those old insults. 


“T don’t like talking much.” Yui said, her voice level. “Insults would be talking much.” 


“Then tell me , Yui Kodai. I know not everyone here likes me, I know few of you trust me. That’s 
fine with me, honest! But now you made me curious, Yui!” Toga said, blinking hard to try and 
focus her eyes and gauge Yui’s facial expressions better. 


“T don’t think it’s right for you to just...party.” Yui said, “I have no faith in your change of heart. 
And a distaste for hitmen.” 


Toga’s eyes had finally focused, and now she narrowed them, “It’s what the Americans decided to 
do with my sentence, Yui, and...Do I look like someone who’s got many marketable skills? Think I 
could work as some accountant or lawyer? My schooling was ten years of assassin school and 
some months at a shitty boarding school, think ’'m qualified, even if I wanted? You think I 
wouldn’t prefer to be a fucking hero?” 


“You can’t be a hero.” Yui replied, her tone colder than ice. Toga saw Ibara getting up, but her legs 
were unsteady, and she couldn’t yet intervene. 


“I KNOW THAT!” Toga yelled, her eyes digging deep into Yui’s. “Even if I'd lived a different 
life, ’d never have been able to be a hero with my Quirk. An “evil Quirk” would have been in the 
way all along, wouldn’t it?” 


“Himiko, calm down.” Ochako said, placing her hand over Toga’s. “She’s...she’s an angry drunk.” 
“T simply doubt her “redemption”. People don’t change who they are so easily.” 


“IT WASN’T EASY!” Toga yelled again, and felt Ochako’s fingers pressing against hers. She 
didn’t know if they were meant to comfort her or warn her not to make a scene. But she was too 
drunk to be rational. “I fought myself . I battled the brainwashing for a whole year. I still have 
nightmares, still see people that I love turning on me. I still dream that I lose control. You’re right, 
it’s no redemption. I’ve barely scratched the surface of all the change I want for my life. I... want 
to be better. Izu-Izu is helping. Ochako, Mina, Tsuyu, Tooru, Momo, Mei...they are helping. All of 
you, who let me have fun like someone normal for one whole night? You’ re all helping.” 


She sighed, as she saw Ibara angrily admonish Yui in whispers. “I know I don’t deserve all the 
good in my life. I know that my efforts to be worthy of it... know they won’t convince everyone.” 


“Exactly.” Yui said, before Kendou silenced her with a look. 


“Yui, I think we should take some air, you and I.” 


“Whatever.” Yui said, scoffing, but following Kendou towards the ladies’ room. 


Toga’s gaze looked for Twice, who looked ashamed of the altercation happening in the event he’d 
organized to be perfect. She gave him a smile, trying to reassure him, to tell him it wasn’t his fault. 


Then she felt a soft hand brush her shoulder and, when she looked up, she saw Ibara, who 
motioned towards the parking lot. Toga followed her, slowly, finding her feet unsteady below her. 
Ibara was incredibly wobbly as well, and had to lean against the wall when they reached the 
outside, for support. 


“T’m sorry about...about Yui. She’s...she’s had some experiences with villains that...” Ibara rubbed 
her forehead, thinking, “That were put on probation, and then repeated their offenses. It’s not just 
against you, she’s wary. But...if you’d be willing to talk with me, about the redemption she so 
denies?” 


“Yeah. I think...I think I'd like that.” 


“Good.” Ibara said, then frowned when a bit of breeze carried some cigarette smoke over to where 
they stood, “Lord knows I hate the smell of cigarettes, ughhh...Anyway. I know you’re likely not 
religious, Toga. And that’s fine, honestly. Many non-believers will reach heaven before most 
Catholics. I...1 must confess I’m curious about your efforts to improve. What have you done so 
far?” 


Toga sighed, “Not enough, I feel. I still...I still feel a lot of anger, a lot of hatred. For the people 
that made me who I was, for people that hurt others. Even for some people that might not really 
deserve it. I...I go to therapy. I take meds that...that quiet down the voice of the brainwashing. It...it 
used to have no voice but when it did....It took over.” 


“Even if your mind wasn’t ummm...fully yours, your soul is , Toga.” Ibara said, confidently. 


“The responsibility of all your actions, that is what you must acknowledge when you confess your 
sins. I am not...not exactly sure what doctrine states would happen in cases of brainwashing and 
such...mayhaps I'll inquire with Shinsou? I don’t believe he is of the faith, but he is knowledgeable 
in themes of the mind.” 


“Maybe...I...1 do work as a hitman. I didn’t lie when I said that I am not really useful for much 
else 


“Nonsense.” Ibara said, “The Lord gave us every day of our lives to learn, to think and to act. With 
some faith, you can be whoever, or whatever, you choose.” 


Toga didn’t know how to reply to that, so instead she said, “I... do follow a code, of sorts. I started 
when...when the bloodlust gave me a choice; kill the men I had been tasked to kill, or let her take 
over. I kept control, and didn’t kill anyone not on the list. I promised myself, and Izuku, that I 
wouldn’t kill innocents, at least. And I have lived with that ruling me.” 


Ibara gave her a smile, “It’s a start. A small start, of course. But Jesus even forgave those that 
executed him on the cross.” She gave Toga a squeeze on the shoulder, that comforted Toga in an 
unexpected, almost spiritual way. 


“T...I think we’ll need to talk more often. This...this feels just as good as therapy.” 


“Confession feels even better.” Ibara said, “And also [ll arrange for you to be baptized, I’m not 
letting a friend get married with her original sin still around. Deku too, he’ll be baptized! He shall 
get a lovely Catholic name and you...how does "Magdalene" sound for your name in the eyes of 


God?” 


"Hell no." 


Chapter End Notes 


See you next time! 


Hatsume and Shield, part 1 


Izuku’s bad mood all but melted when Himiko returned at three a.m. She was unsteady on her feet, 
and her breath smelled like wine and champagne, but her kisses were just as sweet as usual and, 
after the terrible meeting with Hisashi, Izuku relished them, changing his mood from bleak to 
warm and fuzzy in a blink. 


Himiko had been a bit of a mess, drunk as she was, giggling at strange things and telling him 
stories where she went on so many tangents that he could barely keep track of the events. If she 
usually was catlike, now she seemed like an unruly cat who'd taken a Jot of catnip. 


But that also made her even snugglier than usual, which they both enjoyed, both in the hot shower 
and when he helped her dress with fluffy, comfortable pyjamas, and later on when they hugged 
tightly in their bed, the covers above them. 


By then Izuku had given Himiko a couple sports drinks, regular ones cause Mei’s sobering-up 
drinks had some added caffeine to really woke up someone from a drunken stupor. She gulped 
them down eagerly, only interrupting herself to tell Izuku about other anecdotes of her big night. 


He pieced it little by little, from the scattered fragments that she told him, and the schedule that 
Twice had given him for the party, and he felt his face warm and happy as he caressed her skin 
gently, massaging the bruises from the paintballs and undoing the knots on her shoulders from the 
forge, rubbing her stomach softly, half because he imagined it helped digestion, half because he 
plain old loved feeling her abs under his fingertips. 


As he did so, Himiko played with his hair eagerly, then continued her story. There seemed to be a 
couple things stopping her night from being perfect, but she wasn’t mentioning them yet, and Izuku 
preferred to ask in the morning, after he’d made sure to do everything for when Himiko woke up, 
in case she was hungover or feeling bad in any way. 


In fact, he’d already called his team, telling them that he might take a break tomorrow. He had a 
patrol in the morning, and in the evening he would have returned home anyway, to pick up Himiko 
and go meet the Shields, with Mei meeting them at the airport. 


He still had a randomly scheduled patrol at night, on a very different route than usual; he’d be 
going to Osaka, just a hop away in Mei’s plane, to keep the villains on their toes. In the three hour 
patrol, he hoped to send the message that Team First Response would be there in any place, at any 
time. 


His team was dependable and capable, and letting the villains know about it was always good. If 
they made someone reconsider a bad action, it was a decent win in Izuku’s mind. He didn’t exactly 
want to bring fear to anyone’s mind, but for the bad people out there, he had to be a reminder that 
everything would have consequences. 


“\..hey, Izu-Izu?” Himiko asked, with a quiet voice, nustling against his chest. “When I arrived, 
you looked sad. You brightened up a lot once we started making out, but...What’s up?” 


Izuku shook his head slowly, “Hisashi. He...was less agreeable than usual.” More and more, Izuku 
discovered that Hisashi really didn’t understand him, and it felt mutual. More and more, Izuku 
promised to himself that he’d be a different sort of man. 


“Lemme guess...he tell you about some golf anecdote thinking it’d impress you?” Himiko said, 


cupping Izuku’s cheek in her right hand. Her fingers were a familiar, welcome feeling, and she 
angled his face towards hers. Her eyes, though a bit unfocused, were concerned. 


“No, he...he encouraged us to have a prenuptial contract...” 
“A what?” Himiko asked, “Oh wait...brain slow...I remember now. What the fuck?” 


“Yeah...[ mean, I get how everyone else won’t feel like we do and be on board but...It made me 
angry, that he thought we’d just...divorce.” Izuku said, feeling the word dirty in his mouth. Maybe 
it is a bit early to get married, but we both want it. We have everything we need. We wouldn’t split 
up, we’ve been through so much together... 


“T wouldn’t divorce you, Izu-Izu.” Himiko said, their eyes meeting, “First of all, that skips a really 
important step, the wedding and all that, you know. And second? That...that’d be so dumb. You 
saved me. In every way. Who would let go of the person that changed their life?” 


“Himiko...” 
“You did.” 


“No, Himiko, you saved yourself, every step of the way. I only did my best to help, but it was all 
you.” Izuku said, brushing her bangs off her forehead and planting a big kiss there. She giggled at 
the kiss, then looked back at him, blushing, a wavy grin on her lips. “And I’m so, so proud of you 
for it all.” 


“You’re the sweetest, you know?” Himiko rested her head against his chest again, letting out a purr 
of comfy pleasure. “My guess is that your father doesn’t really get you . He didn’t really get 
Mamma Inko, did he?” 


Izuku shook his head, and Himiko continued, “Do you want to keep trying to reconnect, even if he 
doesn’t support us ?” 


“TY... hadn’t thought about it.” Izuku admitted, “He’s...he usually behaves...better, I guess? We 
might prove him wrong with our wedding and, if we don’t...” Izuku shrugged. 


“We might not need grandpa Hisashi around with our future kids if that’s the case.” Himiko said, 
softly but steadily. “We can think about it, right?” 


“Yeah,” Izuku said, “Let’s...let’s do that...” He let out a big yawn that Himiko interrupted with a 
flurry of cheek kisses, making him erupt in laughter. But he was really sleepy now, as was Himiko, 
and soon their words became slower and less intelligible, and he could hear Himiko’s soft snoring 
lulling him to sleep... 


“So you want something from me.” The man wore a blank grey mask, smooth, completely 
covering all of his features, but it bulged slightly above the upper lip, hinting at a moustache. His 
nose, too, seemed to be straight, somewhat broad, and his jaw was square, if a bit pudgy. 


The mask continued, until the shirt collar interrupted it. The masked man wore a black suit and a 
doctor’s lab coat over it, and Hakurin couldn’t help but notice that the sleeves were stained pink 
with old blood. His hands were covered in nitrile gloves, which had made the earlier handshake 
uncomfortable. 


“Yes.” said Silverback, the African supersoldier, producing some of the bullets that his soldiers 
were planning on using. You said you had Quirk-suppressant bullets, what the hell are we here 
for? 


“Here” was the basement of a half demolished house under the Kamino area, much like Hakurin’s. 
But the moment they’d taken the steps down, they’d discovered a dark, cavernous lab, with vats 
full of liquid in each corner, making a circle. Strange shapes swam inside the vats, and Hakurin was 
pretty certain they were not fish. 


Silverback had somehow acquired the contact of this man, but not his name, and been told that he 
could replicate any chemical and produce a sufficient batch to use for the assault, after the 
supersoldier had admitted (at the entrance to the basement) that they had just enough darts for half 
of the party. “Bullets for the rest” doesn’t really serve me when All Might Jr. could spring up and 
snap us in two if one of your tinpot soldiers misses, Quirkless asshole...We need this. 


If the man in the grey mask gave them what they needed, it would mean that, even if the heroes 
reacted instantly, they’d be so overwhelmed by the bullets flying at them that it would turn 
everything in the Iconoclast’s favour. 


“Right then, lemme take a look.” The man in the labcoat approached and took the Quirk 
suppressor, brought it up to eye level and shook his head. “Simple enough. This chem is quite 
basic, honestly.” His movement didn’t betray any unease or anxiety, but his voice was strange, 
with some very marked issues of inferiority or perhaps superiority. 


He moved around the bullet, examining it even closer. Hakurin imagined the man was squinting, 
but with no eyes to look at, he couldn’t be certain. “Part muscle relaxant, part local anaesthetic to 
the parts of the brain that control Quirks. Effective, simple. Beneath me , beneath competent 
chemists like the one they called Overhaul, much beneath my father’s works...” The man spoke 
the word “father” with a mixture of fear and reverence that Hakurin noticed. 


“This lettering is foreign to me, but I can guess at the contents. You could find a concentrated 
version of it in any hospital, dilute it in saline solution and pour it into these bullets.” 


“We’re not robbing hospitals.” Hakurin said, speaking for the first time. Behind his own mask, he 
knew he betrayed very little of his feelings, and he kept his voice neutral. J may be doing this to 
murder dozens of people, including kids if they happen to be there but taking lifesaving drugs from 
a hospital? No. 


“Which is why you are here with me.” The doctor said, returning the bullet to Silverback. “A pity 
that the true Quirk erasing bullets were all lost at Tartarus, along with the brilliant minds...” he 
muttered, then he turned to them again, “But those bullets, as they were, were faulty. The delivery 
needle was not covered and could get contaminated as it travelled to target. These African bullets 
don’t make the same mistake, they have these gel tips, most clever.” 


“My nation’s engineers would appreciate the praise.” Silverback said. The conversation was 
happening in English, as the supersoldier had started with it and not bothered asking any party if 
they’d rather speak Japanese. Thankfully, Hakurin’s English was good and the doctor’s was 
flawless, if heavily accented. 


“For Quirkless folk, they are clever, yes.” the doctor said, then added, “I mean no offense, of 
course. But, I’m sure you’re aware of the Quirk Singularity?” 


Both shook their heads, and Silverback started tapping his foot. He had no patience for the doctor 
going on about unrelated things it seemed, and even less so when it was likely that the punchline 
would be about Quirkless people being less evolved. 


“Get to the point, doctor.” 


“T’m actually a professor.” The “professor” adjusted his shirt collar haughtily, then continued, “But 
that is no no importance. I can, and will replicate these, as many as you need. I must ask, however, 
how do you plan on firing them?” 


“They work as standard 9 millimeter rounds. We’ll fire them from submachine guns. Three 
tranquilizer rounds, one Quirk suppressant. Half my men will carry the weapons, the rest, assault 
rifles.” Silverback answered, patting one of said submachine guns under his large coat, looking as 
small as an Uzi at his side. 


“Excellent! You know my payment options?” 


Silverback nodded, then took two items out of his pocket and presented them. One was a diamond, 
the other a clear green sphere, liquid swirling inside it, about the size of a large marble. “The 
payment will be in diamonds. And we...we also have a different type of suppressant.” 


The professor picked up the sphere, forgoing the diamond. Either he trusted Silverback’s payment 
wholeheartedly, or the science of the other suppressant was too interesting to control himself. 
“Now this...[ like. The concept used here...a nanovirus, is it?” 


“I don’t know. They’re meant for bigger guns than what we have, cannons on our unmanned 
walkers.” Silverback shrugged, mimicking a shoulder turret with his hands. 


“You are no scientist, yes?” 


“Professor, I’m a soldier. If I could make those, I would be doing that for the glory of Mbele. My 
calling in life was in killing freaks with Quirks. Can you adapt that to shoot? Can it disable a Quirk 
effectively?” 


The professor chuckled, “Oh yes, very effectively. The other darts, well. You know the duration. 
These? Through clever microbiology, the more a person gets shot with these, the more the virus in 
here strengthens. It will never be strong enough to permanently disable a Quirk, but they pop! And 
they pass through clothes almost as effectively as needles, and then...and then they add up! More 
and more and more.” 


“If you find a way to shoot them, do it. And make as many as you can.” Silverback said, then 
placed the diamond on the professor’s desk. A small creature scurried over and picked it up, then 
disappeared back into the gloom. 


Hakurin tried blinking to adjust his eyes and see where the creature had gone. It had not been a rat, 
of that he was sure, and it’s skin had been slimy in the half light of the professor’s desk light. A 
shiver went down his spine as he looked around, still looking for the creature, when his gaze met a 
pair of dead, fishlike eyes, staring back. 


And they were set on a huge skull, with the squishy texture of an exposed brain just above... 


And as quickly as the creature had appeared, he was gone, as the professor had shifted back to his 


desk and the light had moved. 


“IT expect ten more of those. And...how loyal are your people?” The professor moved his head 
around, looking from Silverback to Hakurin. “Iconoclast, I won’t ask you that question. I know just 
how small your crew truly is. For such a large undertaking...1 wish you luck. But you, 
Silverback...Foreigner, would-be mercenary, loyal yet to a dying regime... HOW LOYAL?” 


“To the death.” Silverback replied, his dark brows furrowing deep. 


“Besides the diamonds, you’ll give me one of your men , when you come pick up your package. It 
will all be in non-descript duffle bags. Your man...well, it doesn’t really matter, as long as he stays. 
Volunteers are preferred, but you could always pick your least favorite, tie him up and leave him 
there.” The professor’s voice was now cold, clinical. 


“Why?” Silverback asked, puzzled and more than a little disgusted. 


“For the cause, you can tell him. Or for science, if you wish. “For the betterment of the human 
race’, if you’re so inclined...I don’t care. It is my condition, much more crucial than my payment.” 
The man crossed his arms, nonchalantly. Hakurin saw Silverback tense, and for a moment he was 
sure that he would hit the man... 


And then he saw more pairs of those same dead eyes, all around them. There were easily half a 
dozen pairs, and when he turned around, he saw them in the liquid vats, too. Swimming inside the 
liquid were dark, amorphous creatures, and some of them had dozens of eyes. 


He was thankful, then, when Silverback didn’t punch the man. 


“It will be as you say.” Silverback finally said, his accent thicker than ever. “How soon can we 
expect this?” 


“How soon do you need them?” 


“Our “event” is in two weeks. Take off half a week for transport.” Hakurin said. “One week and a 
half. Can you have it done by then?” 


The professor laughed. It was a weird, disturbing, deeply troubled laugh, with no real joy to it, just 
a stress reaction. “I have a legacy I will never live up to, Iconoclast. I live under a shadow so large 
that I will never again see the sun. I will never be as good as him . But simple science, such as this? 
Give me just the week, and it will be ready.” 


Hakurin did not ask about that legacy, or who he was comparing himself to. He was already too 
perturbed by the place and the man, and did not want to spend a second longer down here. “That’s 
good for us.” 


“Then unless you wish to volunteer for my work, we’re done. There are not enough seconds in the 
day to finish the work that must be finished. Not enough time to perfect what must be perfected!” 
The professor waved them off and Silverback led the way back out to Kamino. 


On the way out, Hakurin could feel dozens of eyes trained on him, and he could hear the deep, 
rumbling breathing of creatures, /arge creatures, all around them as they left. 


The fresh air out in the ruins was a blessing, as Hakurin took off his mask and took deep, healthy 
breaths. All around them stood the husks of a town that had not been fully rebuilt, some parts out of 
respect to the fallen, some due to lack of funds. He suspected that the house they left in a hurry had 
not been repaired on purpose. 


As they walked away, he pushed all of it out of his mind. He thought about how Silverback could 
have done the deal alone, how he could have gone with the crew to stalk Himiko Toga’s party 
instead. But no, he had chosen to join the African in this damned place, where weird, inhuman 
creatures stalked. 


It reminded him far too much of All for One and his nomus, but he stuck to a vague certainty that 
they had all died at Tartarus. 


“Did...did we ever get a name for this fucker?” Hakurin asked, as they walked towards their parked 
car outside of Kamino. 


“None. The person who recommended him was anonymous, too, when I researched. But I trust 
he’ ll get this done.” Silverback replied, then stopped walking. 


Hakurin raised his eyes to look at what had made Silverback stop, and saw the memorial statue of 
All Might with his fist raised up. “This is the man we aim to kill, yes? Or at least, he was?” 
Silverback asked, tracing the engraved plaque on the base. “I am here.”, it said. 


“Yeah. That’s the one.” Hakurin said, gargled saliva around his mouth, and spat at the statue. 
Silverback just watched him, then the statue, then nodded. 


“T see.” He was silent for a moment, then spoke, “You handled yourself well in that basement. 
When I reached out to meet your group, I expected a bit... Jess . While not trained, you are not bad 
at this.” 


Hakurin turned towards the larger man, trying not to show how pleased he was at the praise, 
“Thanks. I... don’t think most people train to be villains here, anyway. And it is just to get our 
objectives achieved, you know?” 


“Indeed.” Silverback said, spat at the statue of All Might and started walking again towards the 
car. “I am not sure if you could see them, in that low light. Our eyes were augmented with surgery, 
you see? All of the Mlima Kikosi have a degree of night vision. Along with the chemical 
augmentations, the titanium bones, the muscle fiber augmentations and the power armour, it is 
useful, yes.” 


“See “them’’? See who?” Hakurin asked. The eyes. He could...he could see what they were. 


“They were...” Silverback shrugged and motioned with his hands, trying to think up a word to 
describe what he’d seen. “ Shetani . Devil...How...how did you people call them?” 


Hakurin started to speak, ready to clear up what he meant with “you people’, when Silverback 
interrupted with a big arm gesture, “I remember now. “Nomu”, you called them. Big, disgusting, 
exposed brains. Clothed strangely, like...like American tourist.” 


Hakurin vividly remembered the footage of the first Nomu shown in the news, the one that All 
Might and the UA students had encountered at the USJ training facility, who had been wearing 
cargo shorts like some sort of manchild. 


“Oh yeah, it seemed like the man making them wished for crimes against fashion as well as plain 
old crimes...WAIT. There were those ?” 


“No,” Silverback shook his head, his eyes impassive but his mouth turning to a sneer, “These 
were...different. I studied the Shetani with the Mlima Kikosi, as we did the “heroes” and other 
subhuman abominations, like the Chinese mutant monsters and the strange creatures in the Arctic.” 


“The what?” Hakurin asked. While he hated some heroes, seeing them all lumped together with the 
Nomus weirded him out. 


“We were trained to deal with creatures of multiple Quirks. For the Nomus, even the weaker ones, 
squad tactics were advised. For the so-called “High-Ends”, a Joka la Kobe would be called in. A 
twenty-meter tall bipedal tank, with missiles and heavy cannons.” Silverback almost smiled 
describing the walking tank, which Hakurin could only visualize as those big robots at UA 
entrance exams, but he was sure was markedly different. 


“If we had one of those-” 


“We could kill all our enemies in six minutes.” Silverback answered, the number so confident that 
Hakurin was sure the big man had spent some time thinking about it. “Only two hundred of the 
mechs were built. Fifty were destroyed in war, the rest are now captured. Even knowing how to 
pilot one, liberating it and hiding it would be impossible now that the world thinks us defeated.” 


But youare defeated. As a nation, at least. Your blind loyalty made all your generals fall for a 
fucking deepfake by those two assholes, Mindtrick and Alien Queen. Thankfully you’re less 
gullible than them, mate. “I can imagine. It'll be difficult enough to sneak ourselves into Hawaii, let 
alone a giant ass mech.” 


“That will be sorted out for my people, never worry.” 


“And I got my plane ticket.” Hakurin said. The hero who’d kidnapped him for the “contact” had 
appeared again one night, as he slept, tapped him on the shoulder, and left him a series of flight 
numbers matched to a few of the guests in the list, and the crew had started shopping for flights, 
with Hakurin getting lucky and scoring a seat right next to one of the guests, a guy called Hisashi 
Midoriya. 


Hakurin knew that Hisashi was Izuku Midoriya’s actual, blood related father, but his crew had 
found very little on their relationship. Were they estranged? Close to each other, even with Izuku’s 
mother divorcing and marrying All Might? They had no idea and frankly, they had cared little. In 
the grand scheme of things, Hakurin barely registered Hisashi Midoriya dying as a success for his 
plan, but if he was there and it helped demoralize the rest... 


“Yes, besides the salaryman father, I remember.” Silverback said, nodding. They had almost 
reached the car and Hakurin could already see the big supersoldier hunching over to better fit on 
the passenger seat; he was too tall to comfortably drive at all. “Will you try and extract 
information?” 


“Damn right.” Hakurin said, “A salaryman, you say? I have focused most on the heroes attending 
and less on the civilians. What’s his Quirk?” 


Silverback groaned as he fit himself through the passenger door, and again as he buckled the 
seatbelt. Hakurin had no problems with his seat, except for throwing a couple fast food wrappers to 
the back of the car. “Fire breathing. Not hero-grade, I believe. Maybe he can light cigarettes.” 
Silverback said, shrugging and making the entire car shake. 


“Do we know his position in whatever company he works at?” Hakurin said, a plan already 
starting to form in his head. 


“Some kind of management, as far as I remember. I, too, focused most on the heroes.” 


Hakurin turned the ignition key and started to drive away from Kamino ward. Every mile away 


from his old home brought a little more peace to his heart. “[’ll think of something but...how many 
more of those blood diamonds do we have?” 


Mei Hatsume fidgeted, adjusting her pressed white shirt and her dark blue pencil skirt and suit 
jacket. She’d scrubbed her heavy leather boots clean, and she wore dark stockings under the skirt, 
feeling a bit more secure with them. 


She was ready for battle, and not just because of the exoskeleton she wore underneath the suit and 
the gear she carried in her briefcase. She was ready emotionally, too, to meet her greatest rivals and 
crush them so utterly, so completely, that she’d be able to brag about it forever. 


Beside her was Izuku, also dressed in a matching suit, with no tie, of course, as he still sucked at 
tying them, and Himiko, wearing her own suit jacket and skirt but in a rich black silk, with an 
Agency pin at her lapel and a pair of glasses that Mei was pretty sure were just a fashion statement 
instead of prescription specs. 


Perhaps it was part of her own little unspoken contest with the rivals. 


They’d arrived at the airport ten minutes earlier and waited by the arrivals gate, and had waited for 
a while, chit-chatting, with Toga gushing about how cool Izuku had been with the sports drinks 
and the warm blankets and the breakfast in bed and all that her hungover self could have wanted, 
with Izuku telling Mei about how shitty his dad had been last night in their meeting, and with Mei 
updating the two on the ideas that she’d come up with while dealing with a few days completely 
hungover. 


It had been good fun. 


But now the arrival of the I Island flight to Tokyo had been called, and people had started to walk 
through the gate. Mei knew virtually no businesspeople from I Island, but she’d talked with a few 
of the scientists here and there, and she could identify Godzillo, a Japanese hero who lived there 
now, by sight, but none of these people matched those descriptions. 


Until a pair did. 


Pushing a cart of luggage in front of them, Mei saw them, then adjusted her sight to look at every 
little detail of them. She felt a grin grow across her face, sinister and completely un-businesslike, as 
she scanned them. 


They walked together, talking animatedly. The man was older, in his fifties, All Might’s age, with 
light brown hair and glasses, kind eyes, laugh lines on his cheeks. A good man, Mei decided, even 
if said good man had been misguided enough to organize a false flag attack on his own city just so 
his friend All Might could use his support item and show off. As much as Mei was willing to do to 
help Izuku, she knew she’d never attempt something that stupid. 


Beside him, doing less of the cart pushing than her dad but still helping, was Melissa Shield. 


She looked similar to the pictures Mei had seen. Same oval glasses, same golden hair, same 


carefree air, that face that openly told the world that she lived life according to decency and values. 
When her eyes met Mei’s, she smiled, her teeth white like some toothpaste ad. 


She waved at them, enthusiastically, and both Izuku and Himiko returned the wave, as if they both 
knew her. Izuku hurried to offer his help with their bags and Himiko didn’t lag behind, moving to 
examine the pair closer, squinting a bit as she looked at them and sniffing the air slightly. 


Himiko had her ways of gauging people, Mei knew. And Mei had her own, focusing on small 
changes in facial expressions as she approached. 


“Really, Izuku, it’s fine, I’m still a totally healthy man, you know? Can’t look weak in front of my 
daughter.” David Shield said, his Japanese perfect, almost no trace of an accent. 


“Come on, sir, I have super strength, let me help. That way you and Melissa can go rest sooner.” 
Izuku said, as David finally let him take control of the luggage cart, which Izuku would push as 
easily as Mei would an empty shopping cart. 


“You’re...you’re Himiko! So nice to finally meet you!” Melissa Shield said, once Himiko had 
approached a bit more. Melissa offered her hand, which Mei noticed was far too smooth and 
manicured for an engineer, and Himiko took it, shaking it energetically. 


“Likewise! Izu-Izu talked good things about you, Melissa, hope we can be friends!” Himiko said, 
in a happy, unguarded tone, the same she used with her closer friends, Mei included. 


“And you must be Mei Hatsume!” Melissa said, as Mei joined everyone. 


Mei offered her hand first and gripped Melissa’s hand firmly, in what the Business Course teachers 
would have described as the perfect introductory handshake. “That’s me. Mei Hatsume, CEO of 
Hatsume Industries, inventor extraordinaire, dabbler in avionics, metal alloys, liquid technologies, 
investment and philanthropy.” 


Mei’s grin had to be undeniably smug, she knew. Melissa nodded, then introduced herself. “Ah, 
that is very cool, Mei. Can I call you Mei? I’m Melissa Shield, I work in materials research for 
support items.” 


“How many PHDs do you ha-” Mei started, sizing up Melissa, until she noticed Izuku clearing his 
throat. She turned around, wondering if she’d have to direct Himiko to perform a Heimlich 
maneuver, but it was just Izuku motioning for Mei to greet David Shield. Fuck, it’s true. lam a fan 
of him, am I not? 


“Hi, ’'m David Shield!” David said, offering his hand. Mei shook it with more enthusiasm than 
Melissa’s, her grin a little less smug and a bit more content. 


“Mei Hatsume! You were a big inspiration back when I first made my first hero suits at my dad’s 
garage!” Mei said, still shaking David’s hand. “I thought it was so cool that they’d never break or 
tear open, even when All Might smashed through stuff!” 


“It’s a marvellous science, is it not? Few people realize just how important it is that our hero pals 
don’t smash their way into a public nudity scandal!’ David said. Mei heard Himiko whispering 
something to Izuku beside them, which she assumed was probably lewd. It was confirmed when 
Izuku started muttering something, embarrassedly, about his underwear. Those boxer briefs could 
withstand a nuclear blast, he has nothing to worry about, I designed them well! 


“Indeed! How many PHDs do you have, Mr. Shield?” Mei asked, taking advantage that Izuku was 
too embarrassed dealing with Himiko’s comments to stop Mei from being an asshole. 


“Umm...two, I think. Does “honoris Causa” count as just one?” David answered, counting with his 
flexible fingers. 


“We can count it as two, sure!” Mei said. 


“[’ve only completed my master’s dissertation this year.” Melissa Shield said, “My research was 
on clean energy sources for a better tomorrow and powering up I Island with less residue.” Mei 
looked back at Melissa, smiling with newfound respect. Clean energy might be a fun point in 
common...or it might be where Mei would beat her rival handily. As soon as I reveal the power 
source for the Mei, you'll feel dumber than a middle schooler in my presence, haha! 


Feeling competitive, she said, “I’ve got six PHDs. Ergonomics, bionics, materials engineering, one 
about prosthetics, just in case, international trade and commerce, and one about technology 
integration. Three Masters, for avionics, robotics and metallurgy; two bachelor’s degrees, about 
fifteen diploma courses...” 


Melissa’s smile seemed more forced now, and Mei heard David chuckle, “Holy cow, Hatsume, 
when do you even have time to sleep!” 


“Izuku makes sure I do that, Mr. Shield.” Mei said, nodding. “Hey, how about we eat something 
before we take you to your hotel? I’m buying.” 


The Shields tried insisting on paying for the food, but Mei eventually convinced them otherwise, 
and she pushed them all to a nice sushi restaurant, where she discussed (actually bragged) about 
some of her projects, listened to Melissa and David explain their own works, and listened as the 
Shields interrogated Izuku and Himiko about their relationship, piecing together the period of time 
between their last meeting and now. 


As they did so, Mei ate her fill of sushi and felt her respect for the Shields grow. More and more 
she saw them as real people and less like dastardly competition, out to steal her clients. She would 
still need to see them working around a workshop to deem them as worthy, honorable rivals, 
though. At the moment, she still found them too clean, too hands-off, too far removed from the 
process and all the oils and greases and stains involved in truly creating. 


She wasn’t sold on them yet, not as engineers. As people, sure, they weren’t assholes, she could 
see that somewhat. But she didn’t yet know if they were competition. 


They talked for almost an hour, after they’d finished eating, but by then Mei had started getting 
bored, so she’d prodded Izuku and Himiko (discreetly) so they’d get the others to order the bill so 
they could leave. 


She made it a priority to make eye contact with Melissa as she gave a generous tip to the waiters, 
knowing that it was a thing in America. Yeah, Shield, I can be generous, how fucking great is that? 
To my friends, to my rivals, to strangers...My money can do good! 


The car waiting for them was one owned by Momo’s family, as was the driver, but Mei said 
nothing about it as she led the Shields towards the car and helped them with a couple of the 
smaller bags, while Izuku handled the bigger ones and Himiko chatted with the elder Shield, 
asking a bunch of questions about All Might’s younger days. 


Izuku waited for a moment longer as everyone else climbed into the back seats of the big sedan, 
motioning for Mei to wait as well. “I...thanks, Mei. For, you know...being nice with them.” 


“Of course!” Mei said. She knew why Izuku had to be worried; she’d never hidden her disdain for 


Melissa Shield. 

“Thank you for not bragging too much about the company.” 

“T can be humble.” Mei said, smugly, but it was likely a first. 

“And thanks for the meal, Mei. It was really good!” Izuku said, smiling, then climbed into the car. 


While Mei had been hungover and miserable for a few days, it hadn’t been constant. She’d used 
moments when there were no headaches to think, about many, many things. A couple were 
invention ideas that she’d sketched out so they’d leave her headspace and would not distract her 
from the truly important things. 


First of all was her feelings for Izuku. With his wedding so imminent, and considering her 
emotional outbursts at his party, she’d decided to delve deeper and find a meaning to the 
“symptoms”, to find causes and motives. 


She’d talked about it with Maria Kestrel, a former villain and hacker, now on her payroll, who’d 
helped Shinsou and Ashido end a war. While the hacker was no expert in feelings herself, it had 
been good for Mei to speak out her mind on the subject to someone far apart from the issue; if 
she’d told the person she most trusted, she’d have been telling him that it was all about him. 


She examined how Izuku made her feel; safe, listened to, supported, valid. She knew he didn’t care 
that she was arrogant, and he was not intimidated by her manic energy. Did that mean “love”? Mei 
thought so, but then again there were different kinds of love; family love, friendly love, romantic 
love. 


And when she saw how Izuku and Himiko interacted, Mei felt that her love was not romantic after 
all. Maybe it had been, once, but she’d never understood so, and it had evolved platonically, 
becoming stronger in some ways. She had never trusted him more, relied on him more. She’d give 
everything for him, no matter the cost, she knew. 


Maria had thought that was sappy as hell, but Mei just considered it loyalty. 


More and more, between headaches and sports drinks and ordering junk food deliveries to the cozy 
room that she’d holed up in, Mei had thought about the feelings in as organized a fashion as her 
hyperactive brain allowed, writing it all down, and by the time she’d filled ten pages, she knew 
that with some edits, it could be her Best Girl speech! 


She’d be killing two birds with one stone, sorting it all out and discovering more about her 
friendship with him. 


And after that, she’d focused on her company. Hatsume Industries itself was still a relatively small, 
in-house company, with her making everything personally from scratch. Her designs were 
manufactured under license by others, even her competitors at one point, and the contracts she had 
with both the Japanese and US governments had allowed her to quickly repay Momo for her earlier 
sponsorship, and start investing and buying other companies. 


And now Mei wanted to do something even better with what she owned. To really help, in more 
ways than hero tech and action figures and hypersonic planes... 


“You’ve been unexpectedly quiet in this car ride, Mei, I had been told you were a motormouth.” 
Melissa Shield said, and Mei realized she hadn’t spoken in a while. 


“T was just thinking about buying out all of I Island in...six years time, if inflation remains!” Mei 


said, wiggling her eyebrows. 


“You...you can’t buy a multinational project island?” Melissa said, adjusting her glasses, glancing 
towards her dad with a puzzled look. “Right?” 


“T genuinely have no idea!” David said, chuckling. “By the way, Mei, when can we see some of 
your work? It sounded awesome back when you were-” 


“Back when you were bragging about it.” Melissa finished, looking at Mei with a smile that wasn’t 
quite as sweet as before. Will I finally see your rival face? Bring it the fuck on. “I'd be very 
interested in seeing how it stacks up against my Full, Mid and Ultra Armour designs.” 


“Wait...besides the Full Gauntlet? And...armour?” Izuku asked, his eyes moving from Mei to 
Melissa then back again. 


“A little side project, I expanded it to do more than just resist three punches at 100%.” Melissa 
said, casually. Mei knew she had started glaring at Melissa, but she did not care. 


“Oh, of course we can check that out. Do you have your so-called armour here? We can do proper 
testing alright. Tomorrow, 9 a.m., sharp. Izuku, you’ll help us with this, right?” Mei’s eyes didn’t 
stray from Melissa’s, which had lost all that soft, fluffy friendship and now stared back coldly, 
calculating, as if Mei’s eyes were just part of a long equation she could solve. 


“T....can move my schedule a bit, sure...” 


“And I can be there as an unbiased judge!” Himiko said, rubbing her cheek against Izuku’s and 
inadvertently smearing her glasses a bit. “Good thing these are not for seeing, eh?” Mei nodded, 
then turned back to Melissa. Himiko was a friend, sure, but her neutrality might be the real deal; if 
she was cold-blooded enough for her line of work, she could definitely keep a cool head around a 
little “friendly” competition, right? 


“Tomorrow at nine, then, Mei. Your warehouse?” Melissa asked. 
“No, at The Pit at UA. That way we can show you around our old school after our competition.” 
“After J win , you mean.” Melissa asked, her baby blue eyes narrowed slightly. 


“Fuck no, I’d never say that. I wish you luck, I’m not enough of an asshole not to, but ’'ll win with 
no issues. Hatsume quality is the best in the world!” Mei replied, and Melissa just frowned. 


“Umm...guys? We...we’re here...” Izuku said, trying to be heard over the almost audible tension 
that had sprung between Mei and Melissa. “We’re at the Shields’ hotel!” 


“Ah, thank you, Deku!” Melissa said, her fluffy, inoffensive persona back on the moment she 
turned towards Izuku. “Let’s go, dad, we should check in and everything!” Izuku had already 
climbed off the car and was helping the bellboys, one of whom also had some kind of strength 
Quirk, as he picked up just as many bags, and in just one go everything was placed on the elevator. 


“T’m hyped already to see your support items in action, Mei!” David Shield said, shaking her hand 
again and saying his goodbyes, then hurrying up to go with Izuku, the bellboy and the bags. 


Noticing the tension start to rise again, Himiko gave the two engineers some room, getting back 
inside the car and putting her earphones on, an audiobook surely ready to continue in her phone. 


“Now it’s just us.” Melissa Shield said, looking at Mei. She was taller, and Mei’s distaste for high 


heels made the inch-high heels of Melissa’s boots an advantage for her. But Mei had never, ever 
been intimidated by heights. 


“Damn fucking right, it is.” Mei answered back, frowning. 


“Your vocabulary is much more vulgar than I expected, Mei.” Melissa said, a small, superior grin 
on her lips. 


“And I learn more every day. Want me to call you a specific something, Shield?” Mei said, smiling 
hard. “I assure you, I can keep it family safe, if your clean little ears prefer so.” 


“My...ears?” 


“T felt that going after your smooth graphic artist hands was too insulting for a fellow engineer.” 
Mei said, showing her own hands, full of callus and littered with small scars and burns. 


“T’ll choose not to be offended by that, thank you very much. Now, about tomorrow, let our work 
speak for us, shall we? Not how close we are to Deku, or if it fits his outfit’s colour scheme or 
whatever.” Melissa said, changing the subject. “I noticed more scars on him, Mei, and if those are 
the fault of your gear, I won’t let that continue, alright?” 


“The fault of my ...” Mei remembered the pledge she’d taken after Izuku had won against All for 
One, to always do her best to keep him safe and healthy, no matter what. “Do you even know what 
he has faced, who he has fought?” 


“He’s told me the broad strokes, but we can always ask more. And if his gear has been breaking up 
on him, maybe we should do something about it?” Melissa smiled, the coldest, fakest smile Mei 
had seen in a while. 


“We'll let the gear speak, Shield. And when you’re beaten and defeated, I’1l show you around my 
school, Il show you what meager resources I had when I built his first upgrades. You might scoff 
at public school resources, yes, but I'll show it to you, Shield. Then I'll take you to my garage and 
show you what I built at six years old. Get ready, you labcoat designer, cause I'll show you the 
work of a true engineer.” 


Melissa’s smile turned warmer, friendlier, almost as it had been back at the sushi place. “I’m 
looking forward to it already.” She extended her hand, and this time Mei had no qualms about 
crushing her fingers a little with their farewell handshake. The grip strength of someone who 
routinely hammered metal was clearly evident. 


“See you tomorrow, Shield. If you’re late, it'll give me an even worse impression of you.” Mei 
said, waving energetically as Melissa retreated into the hotel lobby, flexing the fingers on her right 
hand that looked to be in some pain. 


Mei climbed back into the car, avoiding the gaze of the driver, who looked embarrassed at the 
heated comments outside his vehicle, and sat besides Himiko. She took off an earphone and 
grinned, with that sly, cruel smile of hers.”Not exactly a friendly goodbye, was it?” Mei shook her 
head, scanning the outside to see if Izuku returned already, hoping he wouldn’t say much about the 
impromptu contest. “Do you have any doubts about winning, Mei?” 


Mei turned back to Toga. Of course I do. And if I lose, she could take Izuku away from me. If he is 
no longer my client, if he gets married, when will I even see him? Will...will he ask me to stop 
making gear for the team and for Himiko and the Americans and everyone? If...if Melissa wins and 
convinces him that my stuff is only hurting him, will it end? “Fuck no, Pll fucking win this. 


Because I’m Mei fucking Hatsume! I’m the absolute best at what I do, and I ain’t letting no silver- 
spoon, labcoat, clean designer take what’s rightfully mine! Never, ever, not a fucking chance.” 


Himiko smiled softer this time, “Exactly. Now, I just have one little tiny issue, though...” 


“What the fuck is it, then?” Mei asked. If she said something like, “Mei, I need the passive camo 
sneaking suit repaired for a mission tonight” or “Mei can you make me a knife with that metal 
you’ve been saving up especially for a big project” or “Mei whatever’, she’d just punch her, no 
regrets. 


“Why did you pick such an early time? I’m on vacation, I love waking up late!” Himiko said. Mei 
could empathize with that sentiment, and in the end, she did not punch Himiko in the face. 


Hatsume and Shield, part 2 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


It was a bit difficult to take Jin seriously when he was dressed in a snakeskin jacket and leather 
pants, he knew, so he’d changed after getting back home to everyone. He’d taken a couple of 
minutes to wash and change into something more subdued and comfortable, then met Ryuko in the 
living room. 


With a shared gaze, they both understood that it would not be good for anyone to have their 
conversation in the open, so they walked outside and sat inside the Wild Wild Pussycats SUV, 
Ryuko on the driver’s seat, Jin taking the shotgun seat. 


He focused on the Ganriki Neko bobblehead on the dashboard, hoping for a moment that Ryuko 
would speak first, but she just put her hands on the steering wheel and squeezed it, sighing. There 
was no sign of her starting to speak, and the silence between them felt more and more awkward 
with every passing second. 


Jin eventually stopped looking at the cat with the strange eyes and big, bouncy head, and looked at 
Ryuko, the same moment that she looked at him. “Look, Ryuko, I-” 


“Jin, |e" 


“You go first. No, / go first!” Jin said, and Ryuko just nodded, keeping on hand on the wheel, still 
clutching it so hard that her knuckles were white. “Okay. No, it’s not okay. Because... have been 
thinking a lot about this, thinking how things could have been, maybe how they should have been, 
but also how they were .” 


“T...P1l understand it, Jin. Whatever you decide. I'll listen to everything you tell me. Will you 
please listen to me, too?” Ryuko said, letting go of the wheel and clasping both hands at her side. 


“Of course I'll listen.” Jin said, “I...thought about it. These last few years were...they were 
probably the happiest of my life. But they were based on a lie. But was that lie kinder? I was Jin 
now, not Twice. A new man, with a new family, with your love. Not alone. It was a lie, but...it let 
me be happy.” 


“T wish...[ wish we had told you. That J had told you. You deserved to know who you were.” 


“T think I understand why you did it. It...it might take a while to trust you as much. Not just you, 
everyone...” Jin sighed, “I gave it my all to plan lil’ Toga’s party. I let myself be Twice again, 
more than the Jin you knew and cared for.” 


“And lied to.” Ryuko said, grimly. “I... can never apologise enough, Jin.” 


“We...we’ll talk about that in a bit, okay? L..I let myself experience things I only half remembered. 
I have remembered a lot, and so much was so bleak...[gnorance was bliss, yes, but now...I think I 
see the bigger picture. It was a...a dangerous past you wanted to keep me away from.” Jin said, 
then reached out, “Can I...can I hold your hands?” 


Ryuko nodded, and Jin took her hands in his. He had missed that so damn much, every day they’d 
been away from each other. He’d been very much in touch with that old loneliness, that same void, 
now that he’d been sleeping alone. 


“IT don’t want to just move past this, make it as if nothing had happened. But... don’t want to 
just...leave, either. You gave me Jove and that was real. You gave me a true family, and it was real. 
I didn’t know who I was, sure, but you gave me everything, even when you did know who I was, 
what I’d done. L...I still want to love you! I still want to live here, and go with Tomoko to buy 
vegetables, and play with Kouta, and gossip with Shino. I want that all, but as the real me!” 


Ryuko’s eyes turned a bit brighter, and the hints of a smile started to appear. Jin continued, “There 
was a lie, yes. And the lie will keep us all safer in public, but...more than any apology, I want to be 
myself. I want to be the man that you fell in love with, that everyone else accepted, but I also want 
to be true to the man that was Twice. If I can do that...if you'll let me stay and do that, I think...I 
think I will be truly okay!” 


Ryuko smiled even more, then let out a sob. Her eyes were bright with tears now, and Jin reached 
out to cup her cheek. “I...[ had just wanted to say I was sorry, Jin. I didn’t...I didn’t think you’d 
want to stay. I was thinking...thinking of going directly with the HPSC, and with the Americans, 
those that took Toga in. Make some sort of deal, so you’d be with your friends, if they accepted it 
too. I...1'd turn in my hero license then. I wouldn’t live a lie anymore, and you’d be free of me.” 


“No...no, what are you saying?” Jin said, and Ryuko sobbed more, tears streaming down her face. 
“Stop...stop being a hero?” 


“T thought...I thought it would be the way, Jin. I didn’t think you’d want to stay. I...oh God, I’m so 
sorry!” She started crying harder, and Jin reached out across the space between seats, and hugged 
her as best he could inside the car. 


“Hey, hey...It’s okay. Really! I’m staying, if I can stay, I’m staying!” Jin said. I don’t know if it’s 
the right thing to do. We don’t know how I could even leave, legally, Twice! They have us by the 
balls, don’t they? And if I made a ruckus, it would really affect everyone I’ve come to care about! 


“We...we don’t deserve to be forgiven, Jin, we lied...it was gaslighting, Jin, it’s...” 


“Forgive, not forgive...[ don’t think this is about who deserves to be forgiven or anything. I want to 
keep on living. I won’t forget it happened, and I hope you’ll be open about everything in the future, 
but besides that? Besides that I missed you and I missed everyone, and I hate feeling this lonely! I 
hate it, I HATE IT!” Jin couldn’t help raising his voice, even as he hugged Ryuko tightly. 


“We will all apologize to you, properly. And we won’t ever live a lie again, Jin, I promise you 
that.” They separated and, for the first time in a long while, Jin felt complete, unburdened, happy. 


“Pinkie promise?” Jin said, feeling a big smile start on his face. He offered his pinkie finger, and 
Ryuko intertwined her pinkie with his. 


“Tt is! Now...P Il tell the others. We have to tell you, the proper way. But for now...!’m so damn 
glad you will stay.” Ryuko said, letting out a stressed out laugh, “I...1 was pretty sure we’d have to 
tell Kouta that Uncle Jin would be leaving, and that the HPSC would tank our ratings to the lowest 
of the low...” 


“That’s not gonna happen!” Jin said, taking her chin between thumb and forefinger. He still didn’t 
want to push any new boundaries, so he asked, “Can we...kiss?” 


“Yes!” Ryuko said, and an instant later their lips met. The kiss was different than before, just as 
passionate, but somehow it felt more true . He was a new man, now, even if his kissing ability was 
pretty much the same. He was both Uncle Jin and the former villain Twice now, a complete man. 
He tasted everything in life as if it was new, the kiss was no exception. And it tasted like cherry lip 


gloss! 


Melissa Shield woke up at 6 a.m. and asked for a continental breakfast through the room service at 
the hotel she and her father were staying at, the Musutafu Park Hyatt. She had her own room, not 
especially fancy, but comfortable, with a good desk to work and an even better bed. And it had a 
good bath, which had been absolutely necessary after the flight and the words exchanged with 
Hatsume before parting ways. 


The room service lady arrived five minutes after she’d called the front desk, with a big pot of fresh- 
made coffee and a selection of bread rolls to choose from. She picked one with strawberry jam and 
asked for cream and sugar with her coffee, and then thanked the lady, closed the door, and started 
getting ready for her day. 


It wasn’t every day that she got the opportunity to show her prowess as a support engineer, and it 
was even rarer that she got a chance to compete against someone on her level. But Hatsume had 
been so smug the day before, bragging about her doctorates and diploma courses and her goddamn 
plane, that Melissa hoped to beat her and bruise that gigantic ego a little bit. 


Of course, she knew just how adamant Izuku was about working with Mei, and, given that he was 
a founder at Hatsume Industries, the chances of him switching companies was close to zero. 


Melissa took short sips of her coffee, as it was still burning hot, took a few nibbles off her roll, and 
switched on her laptop. She was certain that Hatsume would be working on her own equipment, 
too, as she checked the various status readings on the gear she’d brought. 


The Ultra Armour, while a bit bulky, was her best so far, and she was sure that Izuku could put it to 
good use, if he chose to. It could fit in a large travel bag, after all, so it was pretty easy for even 
international travel, all he’d need would be to pay some extra charges, and it would allow him to 
use his power safely in conditions that Mei’s gear probably wouldn’t, not if they were made with 
regular metals and alloys. 


The Ultra was made with the very best materials that I Island produced, and it would probably be a 
one-off prototype, in the end. 


“Green light, shock absorption. Nano-laminate paint coating, green light. Haptic feedback sensors, 
green light...electronics suite ready to go. Good, good.” Melissa muttered, adjusted her glasses, 
yawned, and closed the bag with the armour again. She finished her breakfast and returned to her 
laptop, checking a few emails and the confirmation for a couple of appointments. 


In her planner, she had the entire morning set aside for the little competition with Mei, then lunch 
with her dad, Uncle Might and Inko, and then a couple of diplomatic meetings in the evening. / 
hope I don’t have to reschedule anything. The Korean ambassador and the leader of the I Island 
board here in Japan wouldn’t take it kindly...wait. What’s this request? 


“Station Chief Anna Dobinek,” Melissa read, aloud, the meeting request, for the next morning. 
“Agency? Like the one Toga’s part of? Hmm...” Melissa eyed the sender’s email, and saw that she 
was apparently in charge of operations across the Pacific. What could she want to do with me? I’m 


curious now. 


She accepted, setting an appointment at 11 a.m. the next day, in one of the hotel’s meeting rooms, 
after checking with the front desk that one would be available. She mulled the matter over in her 
mind, as she poured herself a second, then third cup of coffee. That would make her Toga’s boss. Is 
she invited to the wedding, too? Maybe it’s about that. Or maybe it could be a work opportunity. 


She could entertain the woman, at least. 


With all early checks done, Melissa showered and dressed, wearing a pressed dress shirt and a pair 
of comfy blue jeans, and steel toed boots. On top of that she wore her labcoat, deciding to wear it 
as a badge of honour after Melissa had insulted it. Then again with the standards of cleanliness and 
levels of automatization in I Island, she didn’t really get why being extra clean would be insulting 
whatsoever. 


She met her dad at 8 o’clock downstairs, joined him at the hotel restaurant and picked some fruit, 
while her dad ate a plate of blueberry pancakes and drank a whole pitcher of milk by himself. He’d 
crashed the previous evening, totally worn out from the flight and the timezone change, and had 
slept a big nap, come downstairs for dinner, and then slept again, but now he looked ready for their 
week and a half in Japan before the wedding. 


Just like Melissa, David would have many more things to do, people to meet and places to visit, 
besides all their friends. The Hero Public Safety Commission had some things to discuss with him, 
for instance, and the Endeavor Agency, now rebranded as the Burnin’ Agency, wanted something 
big to really get out the shadow of their former leader. 


As they ate, Melissa and David discussed what might have happened with Endeavor. David 
believed that the flame hero had never been a match for All Might, and Melissa knew from what 
Izuku had told her that there was a lot of personal drama behind Endeavor’s public persona. 


“So, you think they “retired” him, kiddo?” David asked, in a lower voice, raising his eyebrows. 


“He’s pretty much gone. He shows up as “inactive” in the Hero Net, there haven’t been news 
about him in months. I don’t know if his family even knows the whole picture. I don’t know, dad.” 
Melissa said, thumbing through her phone quickly, navigating through news articles and opinion 
pieces. ““There’s a few conspiracy theories that imagine he died and the HPSC is hiding it.” 


“He was a tough guy, whatever I might think about him, I don’t think that’s the case.” David said, 
then added, “Oh, by the way, I asked Toshi to join the little support item test, Inko will be there 
too, and a couple more of young Izuku’s friends...his hero team, I think?” 


Oh great, Hatsume just invited more of her “clients” so she’ll have an audience if she somehow 
manages to beat my Ultra Armour...I expected cocky but she’s just a bit of a brat. “That’s great! I 
hope it’s some of the people I already know, I’d love to see them again!” 


She was already happy to be catching up with Izuku a bit, and she hoped for more time to talk with 
him and Toga, maybe learn some more about her. After meeting the day prior, Toga was somehow 
more mysterious than before, hints of darker things than she’d thought about clearer now, but 
nothing definite. 


And also she’d been wearing fake glasses, for some reason, which Melissa couldn’t get out of her 
mind. Was it just a part of her job as some type of spy to dress in different outfits and maybe she 
was just “breaking in” the glasses? Was it deliberate, cause Melissa did need glasses? Given that 
Toga was known to be obsessed with Izuku, there was a big chance that she also knew that Melissa 


had a crush on him, back in the day... 


Dammit, Deku, how did you end up wrangling two feral girls like this? Marrying one and 
managing a growing company with the other? How do you have the patience? “Is your Ultra 
Armour ready?” David asked, and Melissa quickly nodded. 


“Of course, dad. Everything’s set and ready to go!” 


“Do you think Izuku will keep it?” David asked. Melissa had brought the armour as a possible 
wedding gift for him, in case Hatsume had been a bit more cooperative and open to the idea, but 
now Melissa was thinking to just give Izuku the books she originally intended as her gift. 


“No, not really. Even if it wins, I don’t think he’d change anything and Hatsume will still craft his 
gear. She’d only be humbled somewhat.” Melissa said with a shrug and a smile. Jt wouldn’t hurt 
Mei, would it? 


“So you’re not as invested in the contest, Meli?” David asked, raising an eyebrow. Melissa was 
never the most competitive of people, or a prideful person, but she took competing seriously, and 
her dad knew it. 


“Oh, of course I am! I want to win, but I’m not worried in case I lose.” Melissa replied, taking a 
bite out of a slice of apple. “I’m curious, more than anything. Is Mei really as good as she claims or 
more of a self-aggrandizing half-measure? I hope to see it firsthand.” 


“Meli, she built a plane in a garage, from scratch.” David said, casually. “Maybe she is a handful 
and could learn a thing or two from you-” 


“And you built a flying convertible back in college, dad. Yeah, she could learn some stuff, like 
how to treat people she just met so they won’t think she’s terrible?” 


“Yeah, things like that.” David agreed, “Let’s see if a contest isn’t her way of communicating, shall 
we? You know how it sometimes seems like people can’t talk to each other in our world unless 
they’re throwing super-punches and flames at each other...” 


Melissa only nodded. She’d read about how people were most honest and open during and after 
emotionally-charged fights, which seemed pseudoscientific bullshit from a shonen anime, in her 
opinion, but it seemed a rather well documented fact. Maybe Mei and I will become the very best of 
friends if I whack her over the head with a stick a few times, then? 


They finished their breakfast, washed their teeth and grabbed some jackets, and then took the taxi 
down to UA, where they were met by Uncle Might, Izuku, Toga and a bunch of others, including 
one that she hadn’t met before with shoulder-length purple hair and the sleepiest eyes ever, a girl 
she’d only met briefly at I Island called Mina, a couple young guys in suits armed with cameras 
wearing the same logo that Mei had worn the day prior in their lapels, and Mei, of course. 


“Uncle Might!!!” Melissa said, rushing in to hug the man. He looked stronger than when last 
they’d seen him, less thin, his walk more energetic. He was not as imposing as he’d been in his 
prime, but he still had so much presence , and Melissa knew that everyone there felt safer with him 
around. 


“Young Melissa! You’ve grown even more!” Uncle Might said, chuckling. Melissa was pretty sure 
she hadn’t grown at all in the year or so since they’d last met, except perhaps her hair being a bit 
longer. 


“And Inko! Since this tall dude is Uncle, you shall be Auntie Inko!” Melissa said, turning towards 


the sweet-looking woman. She was short, reasonably fit but with full cheeks, and she soon turned 
Melissa’s handshake to a big, warm hug. 


“So glad to meet you, child!” Inko said, patting her in the back. The hug reminded Melissa of how 
safe she’d felt around Izuku after that huge battle at I Island, which was both nostalgic and a little 
embarrassing now, but she could totally get why All Might would fall for such a woman. 


She greeted Izuku and Toga quickly, as they seemed especially absorbed with something they were 
whispering to each other and giggling, adjusted her glasses, turned around to the others and started 
to meet the new people while David remained by Toshinori and Inko, quickly warming up to the 
short woman and in no time the three were talking as if they’d known each other for decades. 


She clasped hands with the two suited guys, who introduced themselves as Naoto and Kazuma, 
Mei’s employees and part-time camera crew. They were nice enough, if a bit shy, and she had to 
admit that Mei’s company image looked good, the eye logo in gold was neat as hell. Our shield 
logo could use some spicing up, for sure. 


Then she went to say hi to the energetic pink girl, who was dressed as if to attend an early morning 
yoga class, with a pair of phosphorescent shoes that blind men could probably spot a mile away. 
“Melissa Shielddddd!!!”” Mina said, jumping up to hug Melissa. Thankfully, Mina had jumped 
carefully, landing on her own feet before her weight brought Melissa down to the ground. 


“Hey Ashido!” Melissa said, grinning, both out of joy at seeing an old acquaintance and the silent 
gratitude of not having been tackled to the ground by the pink girl. Thank you, thank you for not 
making us make a scene! That smug Mei over there would only get more uppity if she saw me fall 
down, it’s not my fault that I can’t just carry a grown girl in my arms! “So good to meet again!” 


“Yeah! Remember that time we played UNO back at I Island? Tooru had a cute hoodie with bear 
ears! And then when we got free pistachios at a store?” It had been a lot of chaos after the fight in 
the island, and some stores had given food and supplies to those affected, and Melissa had shared a 
few bags of peanuts and pistachios with her new UA friends that time. 


“You’ve got a great memory! It was a lot of fun. I'd been meaning to come to Japan and visit for a 
while now, glad we got an excuse this time!” 


“Ah, yes, the wedding!” Mina said, winking, “I’m a bridesmaid! How cool is that? We went the 
other night to that, we even made some knives!” Mina immediately took her phone out her handbag 
and showed Melissa a whole gallery of photos with the girls having fun, which included smithing a 
series of knives, Toga apparently lecturing the group on knife safety, and the next picture they 
were throwing the knives at a stump of wood, with Mina jumping with joy in the background. 


“Oh man, I’m so sorry I missed it!’ Melissa said, as Mina showed her next some pictures of the 
rest of the night, showcasing Tooru Hagakure covered in a ton of paint (she probably wasn’t the 
best at paintball), everyone singing, and finally some pictures of tasty food that made Melissa’s 
stomach growl. 


All throughout, Melissa kept an eye for what Toga was doing in each picture, more pieces of the 
puzzle added before her eyes. It was all fascinating, to flesh out who this girl was beyond Izuku’s 
lovey-dovey descriptions of her and the news and opinion pieces Melissa had read about her. 


“Oh! Also this is Hito, my boyfriend!” Mina said, pointing excitedly at the sleepy dude with purple 
hair, who seemed extra pleased not to have to intervene for a while in the conversation, but had 
been looking at Mina with a warm, content look on his face, silently enjoying her energy. 


“Ah, right.” the guy called “Hito” said, realizing after a whole second that they were talking about 
him. He exchanged a glance with Mina that made his sad eyes bright and full of life, and he 
blushed slightly, before turning and offering his hand to shake, “Hitoshi Shinsou, nice to meet 
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you. 


Dressed in a grey jacket with purple accents, slim jeans and brown Chelsea boots, he was several 
inches taller than Mina, which looked rather adorable. 


He was a bit formal, a bit more neutral, and clearly more interested in Mina hugging him from the 
side than on the handshake, and Melissa assumed he’d been dragged to the event by someone, and 
would much rather have slept until late in the morning. “Nice to meet you two! So, who invited 
you?” 


“Tzuku and Mei, and Mina heard about it, so she woke me up...” Shinsou growled, visibly 
annoyed until his eyes turned to Mina, who was now telling Inko, Uncle Might and David what 
she’d had for breakfast. “Mei really has some kind of grudge against you, you know?” 


Melissa saw that Mei was a dozen meters away, talking now with her dad, and turned back to 
Shinsou, “Oh yeah she made that pretty clear yesterday.” 


He scratched the back of his neck, anxiously, and smiled sheepishly, “We’re all ummm...sorry 
about that. She’s not a bad person, in fact, she’s one of the best people I know, but 
she’s...territorial. Proud. And she’s been a bit down on the dumps recently.” 


“Some bad business deal?” Melissa asked, raising an eyebrow. As much as Mei had given her an 
impression of being brash and cocky, she’d looked into Hatsume Industries figures financially, and 
it seemed to grow pretty steadily, with a good reputation. 


“Not at all. It’s something personal , I think, and something she hasn’t trusted either Izuku or me 
with. I thought it was just a massive hangover but...” Shinsou let out a big, sad sigh. “She’s not at 
her best, please cut her some slack. Izuku, too, in case he acts weird or stressed out. A lot of 
assholes are against his choice of bride and he’s been fighting that same fight over and over again. 
So, in case you were thinking of that...” 


Shinsou’s eyes, though sleepy and aloof, turned very, very harsh as they narrowed, piercing straight 
into Melissa’s soul. She could tell that he was very protective of Izuku, and of Mei too, and he 
wouldn’t take people antagonising them too kindly. 


“Of course not! Deku has told me enough about it, ’'m not against them at all!” Melissa said, 
smiling. She did wish them nothing but the best, and was very thankful that they’d thought to invite 
her and her dad. 


“Alright then.” Shinsou said, lightening up again, “Ah, look, here’s Mina again.” 


“T’m back!” Mina said, her hand sliding to intertwine fingers with Shinsou’s. The tired boy blushed 
slightly, and again brushed the back of his neck, this time content. “Oh hey, Melissa! Wanna hear 
the story of how Hito and I and this other girl that I don’t really like kidnapped a king in his big 
house and ended a war?” 


“What???” Melissa said, genuinely surprised. If that was true, the inoffensive-looking couple was 
a lot more formidable than they seemed at first. If that was true, the vague stories about the 
Quirkless king’s surrender, with all their contradictions, might just be true. 


“It’s classified.” Shinsou said, exchanging a complicit glance with Mina, who, from her excited 


expression, seemed to think it was roguish and dashing. Melissa just thought he sounded like a 
dork. “We could tell you, but we’d have to kill you.” 


“Nah!” Mina said, exploding into a sea of giggles. “It probably is a secret, but maybe we could just 
have you buy us a pizza later on and we can tell you all about it over a meal!” 


Melissa nodded enthusiastically and agreed to buy them said pizza. Knowing the story will have a 
bunch of benefits, from possibly helping her better protect I Island, to better understanding the 
situation of other Quirkless people worldwide, to simply satisfying her curiosity. “I...1 should 
probably go say hi to Mei already, or it’ll look as if ’'m avoiding her...” 


She wasn’t especially eager to meet a version of Mei Hatsume that was full of competitive spirit, if 
she was honest, and just wanted to skip over to the part where Izuku used the Ultra Armour, found 
it awesome, and Mei had a childish tantrum, or something, and then maybe eating something tasty 
for lunch. 


But she still went over to the girl, who looked markedly different from the day before. 


Instead of the sharp, clean-cut suit, Mei was kitted out with a greasy black tank top, baggy cargo 
pants, heavy armoured boots, made of leather and steel, with soles that looked made to grip against 
any surface, with tubes and cables that marked them as rocket boots.. 


She wore a toolbelt packed to the brim with hammers, pliers, screwdrivers and other tools, and 
wore a couple other belts as well, connecting over her hips and her chest, which Melissa noticed 
were then connected to an exoskeleton, metal support rods placed over her arms and legs, and a 
spine support was attached to her spine. She also wore a neck collar that looked designed to 
prevent whiplash, and carried a helmet under her left arm. 


Her face was covered either in oil and grease and sweat, or some kind of war paint, Melissa wasn’t 
too sure. And, she noticed as she offered her hand as a greeting and Mei clasped it, she was wearing 
articulated metal gauntlets with a big round thruster in the palm, and wore a vambrace filled with 
even more gadgets. “Hey, Mei, hope you rested well.” 


“T hope you did too, Shield!” Mei said, chuckling smugly. You’re outfitted for war, Hatsume, 
what’s up with this? You needed some armour to feel safe? 


“Shall we go to that place where you said we’d compete?” Melissa asked, taking a glance over at 
the UA walls. They were big and blue, but they couldn’t hide the tall buildings, stadium and 
training areas behind. 


“We’ree waiting for the Support Course teacher to arrive with the keys! I had to surrender my copy 
when I graduated, sadly, and...oh there he is.” 


A short, spindly guy with long-ish hair and rather large hands approached, calling for All Might, 
who started explaining the situation, until the teacher saw Mei. “Oh HELL NO! I thought I was 
free of you, Hatsume! You graduated already and we finally had some peace and quiet in the 
shop!” 


Mei cackled, her laughter absolutely evil , and then she patted Melissa on the shoulder, her gloved 
hand much heavier than expected, “You’ll never be rid of me, old man! Hah! I am making my 
mark in this world and changing the future and-” 


“You want to use our facilities because you think they’re comfy and familiar.” The teacher was just 
done with Mei, it was clear, and Melissa very much enjoyed the drama. “I refused when you sent a 


text, should have known All Might was asking on your behalf. Yagi, please don’t use your teacher 
powers to play favorites!” 


“T...?'m sorry, Power Loader...” 


“Whatever, let’s just get it over with. Hatsume! If anything gets broken, this time you’ ll pay for it!” 
said the teacher, Power Loader, then, in a softer tone, after he’d handed the keys to All Might and 
everyone had started walking in, he said, “You know I’m proud of you...but also terrified about 
property damage.” 


Mei laughed haughtily, “Nonsense! My quality control is ten times better now!” 


“Ten times zero is still zero.” Power Loader quipped, deadpan, but he smiled and clasped his 
former student’s hand. “Ill get my stuff, you can start your show.” 


Mei turned to Melissa and pointed towards the inside of UA, that Melissa could now see extending 
before her, all verdant gardens, manicured paths, and exquisitely designed buildings of glass and 
steel on this side of the place. 


“Hurry up, the others are leaving us behind!” Mei said, speeding up her pace, her short legs 
scrambling comically to reach the others. Melissa had much longer legs, and kept up easily. 


“This, Shield, is UA!” Mei said, as they met the others and slowed down a bit again. “Public 
school, though funded mostly through private means, like Yaoyorozu and Todoroki donations, for 
example. Most of it goes to our installations,” she pointed at the massive, imposing classroom 
building, “training facilities,’ Mei pointed at the distant stadium and a whole city block close to it, 
“and a lot, and I mean a Jot of the budget, goes to combat robots!” 


Now Mei pointed at something up in the sky, only a spec of dust, Melissa thought at first, then it 
started growing larger, little by little. She saw Izuku notice and start to move, but Mei stopped him 
with a click of her tongue, then raised her right hand, the repulsor on her palm glowing white hot 
and emitting a loud sound as she sent a burst of propellant at the object, which was now the size of 
a human head and growing faster and faster... 


With a crashing sound, the debris hit Mei’s repulsor beam and its flight trajectory was subtly 
altered, landing with a thud five meters to Melissa’s side. “See? That’s the head of one of said 
combat robots!” Mei said, and Izuku immediately relaxed, the flying object no longer a threat. 


“So you got the short end of the stick when crafting support items, Mei?” Melissa asked, more than 
a little shook by knowing that a big robot head might have crashed on her foot if Mei hadn’t blasted 
it: 


“Pretty much, yeah. My budget was even lower because I invented so much stuff, but I made due.” 
Mei admitted, much more humbly than Melissa imagined possible. As Mei guided her to a domed 
concrete building, that reminded her of some kind of bunker or fallout shelter, Melissa felt a bit bad 
from her judgement the day before; if Mei had been working with scraps for most of her time at 
UA, maybe she simply hadn’t had the resources necessary to keep Izuku as safe as possible. 


“Here we are! The Pit!” Mei announced, her voice extra loud now, and she had all eyes on her in an 
instant, “The strongest facility at UA! The best of the best, right, teach?” 


Power Loader nodded emphatically, “Hell yeah! This place could have withstood ol’ Toshinori 
here in his prime!” Melissa somehow doubted that, but it still looked like a formidable building, 
and she marvelled at the thick concrete walls as she walked in. 


It was arranged as a small arena, comfortable for lv1 fights, it seemed, and had quite an array of 
testing dummies and machines that Mei started pulling out into the arena a moment after everyone 
was inside. 


The spectators took seats above the arena, protected from everything happening inside it by walls, 
and able to see the inside through screens covering every inch of wall, as if there was nothing 
between them, while Melissa and Mei took Izuku to the arena and then to the changing room. 


David Shield and Himiko Toga had also joined them, with Toga there to explicitly “perv on Izu-Izu 
while he changes”, David to throw in a suit of his own making as a base layer for Melissa’s Ultra 
Armour. 


David's suit was green and black spandex, not too complex, but resistant to cuts and with a strong 
weave that assured it would not tear unless a ridiculous amount of force was exerted, and they did 
not plan on reaching those limits today. 


The Ultra Armour could be worn over any clothes, but David argued that, since Mei had crafted 
every other bit of Izuku’s gear, from the underwear out, it would be unfair if both tests used her 
work as a base layer. 


Mei agreed, accepting it was fairest, and then Uncle Might appeared with a coin, an old US silver 
dollar. 


“We'll choose who goes first through chance! Young Hatsume, little Melissa, are you ready? Pick 
heads or tails!” 


“Heads.” Mei said, grinning like a cat who’d found a big can of tuna. 
“Tails.” Melissa said, calmly. 


All Might threw the coin high into the air, then caught it, hiding the result with her big hands. 
Slowly, he moved away the top hand, and Melissa saw Mei’s crosshair eyes adjusting, zooming in, 
and then an arched eyebrow, as she saw the result. 


It had been tails, and Melissa’s turn would be first. 


After watching very closely how Izuku dressed himself in the new suit, made by David Shield, 
Toga had decided that there were some things that she absolutely had to do, as his bride to be. 


With the tight pants now on and Izuku struggling a little to fit his gorgeous arms and broad 
shoulders into the jumpsuit’s top, Toga moved behind him, opened her palms, and gave his butt a 
dozen cheeky slaps, not really trying to hurt him, just relishing the way his firm butt bounced 
against her hands and wiggled a bit in the tight pants, which she found absolutely sexy. 


And hilarious. So she laughed heartily as Izuku yelped in surprise, stuck with his head and half his 
arms inside the top, as Toga moved to kiss his neck and back. And then, when he thought it was 


over, and she’d helped him fully fit into the skintight suit, she spanked him again, just for good 
measure. 


“Don’t blame me, Izu-Izu, it’s like you’re wearing nothing at all.” Toga said, waving her own 
butt. You also like it when I wear tight stuff just like that, don’t you, Izu-Izu? 


“T...I think it might not be completely safe for work...” Izuku said, absolutely flustered, his hands 
darting to his crotch. “I'll ask the Shields to get me some shorts or something!” 


Toga only laughed, producing a pair of Izuku’s gym shorts from her backpack. “Way ahead of you. 
Although these were more in case the tests ended up with you breaking the pants leg of one of your 
suits.” Izuku fitted the shorts over the jumpsuit and looked a bit more relieved, now that his junk 
wasn’t outlined for the world to see. 


He finished the base layer with his red shoes, an unmodified pair, unlike the combat boots Mei had 
fashioned for him using the shoes as a base. “I’m ready, Melissa!” 


Melissa Shield rolled in with a hard shell travel bag, large, stamped with I Island stickers and 
embossed with simple heraldry of a Medieval shield, clearly her family’s logo. She opened it and 
revealed several parts that seemed easy enough to put together; in Toga’s mind, it looked almost 
like a set of Lego. 


“Right, then! This is my Ultra Armour, I made it as a side project, as a testbed for materials, 
circuitry and capacitors that I’ve later used elsewhere on I Island and in other support items for 
heroes.” Melissa said, calmly, smiling sweetly. She looked extremely pleased to see Izuku wearing 
the jumpsuit her dad had made. 


So far Toga had a positive opinion of Melissa Shield. She was mature, smart, a decent talker, and 
she was better prepared in a few areas that Toga found interesting, like geopolitics and diplomacy. 
The feud with Mei, however, was a pretty big deal, and Toga understood very well the negativity 
that stewed in Mei’s entrails. 


For all that Mei might believe it, Melissa wasn’t here to take away Izuku in any shape or form, that 
was clear enough to Toga. It’s easier to see someone objectively when I don’t wake up every day 
with vague recollections of them antagonising me at every breath in my dreams... 


“Um, Deku, why are you wearing...never mind.” Melissa said, noticing the shorts and Toga 
winking suggestively, blushed and looked away. “It’s meant to be easy to wear and put on, but 
please take your time to ensure everything fits, okay? It is adjustable to an extent.” 


Melissa started passing the armour pieces to Izuku, starting with a chest piece with an added neck 
protection that would ensure his spine was safe at all times. Toga wondered if it was bullet and 
knife proof as she helped him adjust it around the back. 


Next came shoulder and upper arm guards, connecting with the chest, then abdominal armour and 
more protection for the lower spine. To the lower spine they attached the leg armour, and then they 
joined the vambraces and gauntlets to the upper arms. 


It was mostly red, with white accents, and a few light blue lights here and there, and the arm 
armour resembled metal bandages from afar, fitting Izuku’s muscles easily. It all looked high 
quality, but Toga wasn’t especially trained on such matters. 


When she’d helped Izuku finish dressing, he asked, “How do I look?” 


“Different. Amazing, but different.” Toga said, her eyes wide as she looked at him. The styles were 


completely different; while Mei’s used curves and straight lines aesthetically and created a heroic 
blend of muscle and armour, Melissa’s craft looked almost organic , effortless and form fitting. 


“A little too red for my liking, though.” Toga said, “Do you make this one in black? Mei hasn’t yet 
delivered the newest model of Izu-Izu’s gear in undercover configuration, so I’m open for ideas!” 


“T...1 only made one of these, the one he’s wearing. I could paint it, I guess?” Melissa said, looking 
a bit sad that her colour choice had not been completely loved. 


“The colour’s okay, Melissa!” Izuku said, beaming. 


“There’s sockets for a cape on the shoulders, maybe you’ve noticed-” Melissa started, before the 
heavy thumping boots of Mei Hatsume signalled her arrival at the changing room. 


“No capes!” Mei said, wiggling an armoured finger in the air with the sass of an old time modiste. 
“Just gives the fuckers he fights more to grab on. Why didn’t you include a helmet, Shield? Or a 
mask of any kind?” 


“Well, back then he never wore his masks, so...” Melissa answered, smiling confidently. “Are the 
tests ready?” 


“Yeah. Himiko, would you please join everyone at the stands? There’s some friend of yours here, 
asking for you.” Mei said. Toga had no idea who it could be, given that Mei was very forgetful 
with names, and it might be anyone, truly. 


“Sure. Melissa, thanks for not adding a mask, it means I can kiss him better.” Toga said, reached 
for the back of Izuku’s head and pulled him a bit closer, standing on her tiptoes to reach his mouth 
quicker, kissing him for a long, long while. 


She left him and his two friends there, Izuku and Melissa looking red-faced, Mei looking 
introspective and distracted, and she took the stairs away from the small arena to join the others. At 
first she saw no “friend”, and decided to go sit with Mina as she cheered for Izuku, as he smashed 
robots or whatever Mei had planned, but then she heard quiet footsteps behind her. 


They were much quieter than pretty much everyone she knew, but she could still hear them, and 
she couldn’t help a big smile as she tapped her shoulder, thinking she’d snuck up on Toga. She 
hadn’t, but Toga still gave Agent Anna Dobinek a big smile as she turned to greet her. 


“Commander Bitchface!” Toga said, tapping the senior agent back on her shoulder. Taller and 
slightly more muscular, Anna’s positively evil smile was very welcome. 


“Surprise, Toga, we’re in town already. Not for business today, no, so Freya and I have got a whole 
day of spa treatments ahead of us after she catches up with some friends. Fatgum and Miruko, she 
said.” Agent Anna spoke in English, taking advantage that pretty much anyone in Toga’s life was 
fluent in the language, and because Anna’s own Japanese being rather limited, although she 
probably knew every insult in the lexicon. 


“That’s lovely, chief. Here for the show?” 


“Sure thing. Hatsume’s my favorite Agency contractor. I like the little capitalistic gal; she’s got 
that middle class ambition that I can identify with, you know? Who’s the other one? She looks 
American.” Anna said, walking with Toga to the back rows of the bleachers. 


“Melissa Shield.” 


“Ah, I see.” Ann said, catching on lightning fast. “Then this all makes sense, don’t it?” 


“Yep.” Toga replied, turning back to the stage, where Mei had produced a megaphone. “Welcome, 
welcome, to this BATTLE OF ENGINEERS! Melissa Shield, the prodigy of I Island versus ME, 
MEI HATSUME! CEO, certified genius, combat badass!” 


“Why is she wearing the jet boots and thrusters?” Anna asked in a whisper, eyeing the helmet 
under Mei’s arm. 


“Emotional support is my guess.” Toga muttered, as Mei went over a dozen tests, including 
punching a robot, getting punched back by said robot, cutting tests, speed tests, a weightlifting test 
to see if the gear augmented Izuku’s base strength, an aesthetic test, where she’d take pictures and 
post them to social media and ask which one looked cooler. 


“No gunshot test?” Anna asked, raising an eyebrow. 


“Mei didn’t want that much advantage over Melissa.” Toga replied, chuckling. “And this whole 
thing was too impromptu to get any guns, anyway.” Impromptu enough that the knife for the 
cutting test is from my personal collection! 


“This’ll be fun, won’t it? A chance to catch up, do a bit of people watching with your friends and 
family, see how they react, and see Midoriya get the crap beat out of him....” Anna said, taking out 
a bag of beef jerky from her jacket, that Toga immediately snatched away and started gnawing 
eagerly at the dried, seasoned beef. “You gremlin! I was gonna say we share the jerky!” 


“T haven’t had any in weeks! Piss off!” Toga replied, between bites. 


“IT should have expected that.” Anna said, sighing. In the arena, a UA training robot marched 
towards Izuku, its head marked with a big “3” in reflective paint. It looked heavily modified, with 
plates upon plates of steel added on top of the green frame, and the legs looked steadier than most 
unmanned walker robots Toga had encountered. 


“FIRST! Power Loader, my former teacher! Command the bot to punch Izuku!!!”” Mei yelled, with 
Mina whooping and cheering, Inko looking concerned, All Might and David Shield comforting her, 
and Melissa looking at everything with a practiced look of calmness that didn’t reach her eyes. 


“What’s your take on the Shields so far?” Anna asked, her voice low, almost a whisper. 


“David’s a bit of a dork. Can be naive, but he means well. Really smart for some things, can 
hyperfocus. He complained about bureaucracy yesterday, a lot.” Toga said, “Protective, but not 
overly so, giving his daughter a lot of space and freedom. He’s a single dad, almost sure his wife 
died, has evolved as a dad due to that, shows in how close they are, how they depend on each 
other. They’re a team. He’s proud of her, but humble about his own achievements. He also 
mentioned he hates soup.” 


“Not bad.” Anna said, a smirk on her face. “You’re getting better at this.” 


Toga was good at identifying patterns and personality traits from the first interaction, having been 
trained to do so since she was four years old and needing to further train the ability to survive her 
year in exile, but she could always improve, and having Anna be proud of her was strangely 
heartwarming for Toga. 


“Now about the girl?” 


“Melissa’s humble too. Smart, maybe smarter than David, even. Focused but flexible, not obsessive 


in the slightest. She’s good at what she does, and she pays attention to the world at large. She’s 
doing a lot more than she’s saying, to grow personally and professionally. She’s loyal to I Island, 
not sure about any loyalty to the US.” 


“How about her and Midoriya?” Anna asked, pointedly, looking Toga in the eye. 


“What about them? They’ re long distance friends, nothing more. She’s moved on from any old 
feelings.” Toga replied, confidently. 


“You sure about that?” Anna said, as Toga looked back to the arena and watched Izuku catch a 
flurry of punches from the robot with his forearm, then take a haymaker to the chest. He didn’t 
look hurt, which was a relief; as much as she loved playing nurse to his injuries, she’d get pissed 
off at Mei if Izuku ended up with another scar due to her pissing contest with Melissa. 


“What? I was distracted...” Toga said, turning back to Anna the moment the robots punches 
stopped. Mei loudly proclaimed how many Newtons of force each punch produced, which made 
Mina loudly yell “Whoooo! Newtons of force!!!”. Toga found it adorable. 


“T asked if you were sure about that. You seem to have blind spots in your judgement, sometimes. 
Biases, grudges, stuff like that.” Anna said, “I’m more surprised you aren’t acting territorial right 
now, you “yandere”’. Did I pronounce that right?” 


“Oh shut up, Bitchface! And...yeah, that’s how you say it...” Toga said, quietly, “What blind 
spots?” 


“Uraraka and Bakugou.” 
“Did my therapist talk? Motherfucker ll change doctors if-” 


“Nobody talked, Toga. I made a guess. An educated guess. I know you well, remember?” Anna 
said, giving Toga a pat on the back. “Professionally it’s not an issue cause they aren’t our enemies 
and, even if they were, I’d just send someone else against them.” Anna’s words were punctuated by 
the clang of metal against metal, as Izuku parried more blows from the UA combat robot. 


“Personally, though...I get your grudges, the one against Bakugou especially.” Anna said. Toga 
had ranted quite a bit on the subject, one time the agent had asked about it. “But Uraraka’s your 
friend, no?” 


“Yeah, it’s just...Well, ’'d know if the psych had talked because I told them the reason I’d been so 
on edge, you know?” Toga said. Will this affect my sentence, if I tell the truth? I trust her, don’t I? 
“Its the dreams, Anna.” 


The agent narrowed her eyes. “You said the meds made them go away. They’d been like that for 
months.” 


“They helped. Having Izuku sleep beside me helps even more. I don’t hear anything anymore, my 
head’s my own in the daytime but...when stress is high, ’'d sometimes have the same dreams as 
before.” Toga said. Fighting myself. Killing my family, killing Izu-Izu. The blood on my hands, 
always. Dying. 


“And the wedding is stressing you out, I assume.” Oh you have no idea . 


“The dreams changed. I see how it'll happen, everything going great, and then Ochako will say she 
objects. Izuku then agrees, says it was all a lie. That he never loved me. The priest marries them 
instead, as I stand there, frozen, crying. I’ve dreamt that every night . How the fuck do you expect 


me to react? How the fuck do I keep this blind spot out of my unconscious mind, eh?” 


Anna just shook her head. “You know your mind better than anyone. You won before. You can 
win again, can’t you?” 


“It’s not just a “victory” and then magically freedom, boss. It’s been a whole process...” Toga kept 
her voice low, and nobody looked behind at her and the agent. “I know it’s fake. When I wake up 
every morning and I have Izu-Izu there, I immediately know it’s all fake, that it won’t happen. But 
it messes me up. Makes me angry, makes me stressed out. I’ve lashed out against Ochako, even 
though it’s not her fault. I’m angrier at other things in my life, stupid things.” 


“T see.” Anna said, touching her chin with her hand, watching intently as Mei stabbed at Izuku’s 

Ultra Armour with Toga’s knife, laughing like a madman, doing no damage. The agent pondered 
her answer for a long moment, then said, “ That is not happening at all in your wedding, you can 
count on me. Anyone tries objecting and Il put a bullet in their leg. Deal?” 


Toga couldn’t help but smile at the offer, “That’s exactly the kind of thing I'd offer a friend, but 
with a knife, you know? Thanks, Bitchface.” 


“What am I here for if not to offer highly illegal solutions as wedding gifts? Don’t sweat it, Toga. 
That Quirk parasite might be weak, kiddo. You might have killed her once already. Don’t let its 
remnant take sleep away from you. You’ll get married in a little over a week and after that...Well. 
We'll see about what your missions will be like after that. There’s a plentiful supply of shitheads 
that would enjoy a change of scenery.” 


“Pine box or behind bars? The usual?” Toga asked, giving the agent a friendly punch on the arm. 


“Of course. And with some luck, you’ll have your friends around for some of it, too.” Anna said. [ 
can’t wait to see them all again! “So, how do you think Melissa’s work holds up?” 


Toga squinted, looking at Izuku’s gear to look for signs of wear and tear. It looked remarkably 
intact, but the paint was scuffed and some of the little LED lights on it had died down. “Pretty 
good, actually!” 


“Think she’s got a shot at winning this?” 


“Maybe. Can’t be sure yet. And, as proud as Mei can be, she’ ll respect scientific results!” Toga 
said. “Oh you won’t want to miss this, look, look! My Izu-Izu is ready to scrap that bot!” 


“HERO DEKU! Tell the public how hard you’re gonna punch this metal beast!” Mei yelled, 
signalling for some drone cameras to focus on Izuku’s outstretched arm, just an inch away from the 
combat robot’s armoured chest. Toga immediately guessed that the broadcast to social media had 
started, and she confirmed it when she opened her phone and saw that Mei was streaming the entire 
thing. 


“Tt will be a one-inch punch! I will keep it safe for my hand and everything. It’s just a three point 
robot, anyway!” Izuku said, smiling shyly for the cameras. 


“DESTROY IT!” Mei yelled, going wild like a wrestling announcer, then cackling madly as Izuku 
started his punch. 


With a quick flex of his arm, Izuku punched the robot. Toga didn’t know how much of One for All 
the punch used, but it focused a massive amount of energy and made the robot’s chest explode 
front to back. 


He raised his fist, showing an Ultra Gauntlet in excellent condition, smiling for the cameras as the 
robot collapsed behind him. Melissa was ecstatic, and Toga saw Me1’s features twist into a grin 
that would have looked at home in a starving hyena. She was seeing red now, that was absolutely 
clear. 


“T’m impressed, Shield, I really am!’ Mei said, extending an arm towards Melissa, her voice too 
excited to really be amiable, every camera trained on her, “But now it’s MY TURN!” 


Chapter End Notes 


Thanks for reading, see you next time! 


Hatsume and Shield, part 3 


Chapter Notes 


Double chapter this week cause it was originally meant to be one and it got THICC. 
Hope you like it! 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Rikiya Yotsubashi stared at the livestream on his tablet, watching through a proxy account what 
Mei Hatsume had decided to broadcast. They’d been rivals for years now, in the little game called 
capitalism, and the sheer amount of stress she provided kept Rikiya’s Quirk strong and ready. 


She wasn’t just a short term rival and immediate concern, no. If Hatsume was allowed to continue 
growing and growing, she’d get the contacts of every hero worth their salt, she’d acquire enough 
companies to directly oppose Detnerat as a whole, and her ego itself might be big enough to crush 
people under it, and Rikiya was absolutely sure that the one being crushed would not be Curious, 
he couldn’t get that lucky. 


So he’d taken matters into his own hands. After all, the Liberation Army’s plans were still many, 
many months away, and he could afford a distraction from the endless planning, and Hatsume 
getting assassinated at some wedding would truly please the Detnerat CEO. 


Rikiya had kept a few Liberation Army soldiers on the lookout for any plots in Japan’s underworld 
that involved attacks against Hatsume or any of her associates, and had come empty handed for 
weeks, until some unknown calling himself “Iconoclast” had started promoting a plan to kill All 
Might and everyone close to him. 


At first Rikiya had thought it would have been just an aimless redux of the League of Villains, so 
he’d been cautious with who he would eventually send to check it out, a young freelancer called 
Ghost. Their Meta Ability was decently strong and if they had any leadership material they might 
even have been assigned a position in the Liberation Army, leading a team, but they were a loner, 
better suited to following than leading. 


And their primary motivation was money. Rikiya had more than enough of it to buy Ghost's 
loyalty, if the Iconoclast’s plan seemed to have a future. 


And now it seemed certain that the attack would happen. The villain had not only recruited Ghost, 
but a few other mercs, and even found a force of Quirkless soldiers out of Africa. Rikiya couldn’t 
help but get excited and immediately arrange for Ghost to travel first class to Hawaii and get a 
room at an even better hotel than the one they’d attack, as the small advance payment before they 
completed the hit. 


With that in mind, once again Rikiya looked at his tablet and the stream, where Hatsume yelled 
like a circus ringmaster. He could respect her charisma and energy, that much was true. “Hey, 
Geten!” he called to his closest enforcer, and probably the person he liked best in the Liberation 
Army, “Call for food, this shit’s getting good!” 


“What is?” The handsome enforcer approached, his cute face puzzled for a second until he 
recognized the people on the screen. “The CEO you hate and her friend, I think? Oh, a machine is 


attacking him. Can’t he move?” 
“Tt’s part of a test, to see if his suit can take it.” 
“Tf it was blue it would look cool.” Geten said with a shrug, then called for some snacks. 


“By the way Hatsume is talking about this “Melissa Shield”, she’s some other support engineer. A 
really good one. I can’t tell if the praise is genuine or to elevate a rival to an equal spot, or sarcasm, 
since Hatsume has been yelling it all...” Rikiya explained, as Geten took a seat beside him. 


“Sarcasm is difficult, man.” Geten said, then picked the bowl of chips and dip that an employee 
had brought them a minute later. He thanked the employee with his best “Icy Chrome” face, which 
only earned him a shrug from them. When the employee left, Geten said, “That employee just 
doesn’t understand fashion. Or true power. Stuff like that.” 


Geten was pretty familiar with that, as his cover story in the civilian world was a job as a model for 
most of Detnerat’s clothing lines, watches, gloves and aftershaves. His face could be seen all over 
Tokyo in giant ads and holograms. 


“Now for the cut test, I HAVE A KNIFE!” Hatsume yelled in the livestream, brandishing a sort of 
dagger that Rikiya couldn’t identify. Surely Curious would know all about the weapon and then 
make veiled threats about how it could be used... “Behold! The Ultra Armour can take stabs and 
cuts, yeah!” 


“She looks like she really wants to destroy the other girl’s gear...” Geten pointed out. 


“Oh yes. I think they might have some grudge, Hatsume is usually never this smug. There, look at 
that grin at the blonde one. That’s Shield.” Rikiya said, poking the screen with his finger. 


““Wasn’t she smug when she told you to piss off?” 
“Nah, she was angry there.” 
“So you don’t count as competition, boss?” Geten asked, slowly. 


“Wait...wait.” Rikiya said, muting the livestream with a tap of his fingertip. “You mean...you mean 
I’ve been worrying all this time and she’s been feuding more with some...some designer from 
fucking I Island instead of taking our hero division as her enemy? We’ve been nothing ?” He 
laughed bitterly, then turned serious, “I'll be glad to see her die . Contact Ghost and tell them to get 
everything ready for that stupid wedding.” 


“Not before we finish the chips. Put the volume back on, man. I wanna see if Deku fucking dies.” 


“Oh, right. Sure. I’m also hoping for that...wait, no, he’s supposed to get married and all that for 
the plan, Geten.” 


The male model fixed his icy yet smouldering eyes on the floor, then said, “Still, it would be funny 
if the big robot just made him explode, I think..” 


Deku punched out the robot in a single hit, the front impact the size of his fist, and the back blast 
much larger. He had used almost all the power he had access to, at 72% of One for All in Full 
Cowling, letting any excess power move throughout the rest of his body so as not to injure himself 
or break the equipment Melissa had given him. 


The UA robot, a highly upgraded 3-pointer Venator-class combat mech, had been one of Mei’s 
hundreds of pet projects while still at school, and even now, after she’d declared that Melissa’s 
turn was over, she chatted with Power Loader, her former mentor, on ways to improve the robots. 


The one Izuku had just punched out had a paintball turret added on top of a shoulder, a water 
cannon attached to an arm, and its claws had been modified for better grip. On top of that, it was 
armoured with almost a ton of extra weight in steel plates, added all over its frame. 


And it had only needed one punch from Izuku. 


He had gradually increased his control of One for All throughout the years, and he was almost at a 
point where, if he truly strained, he could keep going at 90% for a few seconds, with a little help 
from the stabilizers in his gear. With Mei’s crafts, he could go for almost a minute, and with this 
suit he thought he might even get a couple seconds less, before his body would cramp all over and 
his muscles would start tearing. 


So that meant that both hero suits were about equal, when he really needed it. There were threats 
around that would need a lot of power, of course, and his sense of self preservation didn’t get in the 
way when people needed saving, 


But since early on he’d realized that he wasn’t stronger just because he had better control of his 
Quirk, he was stronger because of his team, the people who helped him, who fought beside him. 
He could give his all to save and fight, and they would always have his back, and he did not ever 
need to take it all alone, as All Might had done. 


Frankly, he saw it now as absolutely stupid, what All Might had tried, carrying the weight of the 
world on his shoulders. And it had negative effects on heroes, both in Japan and worldwide. 
Everyone saw this hero, this character who didn’t need to eat or sleep or trust others and would be 
there, 24/7, and always save them. 


It had pushed for people to expect individual heroes to be overwhelmingly strong. It had pushed 
for the expectation of infallibility. And it had taken his fall for the wheels to start turning to a 
system where cooperation replaced that, and the weight was divided among thousands of 
shoulders. It was only a start, but it was one of the reasons Izuku had started his hero team. 


After the big robot had fallen down, Mei had announced (extra loudly) that it was her turn now, 
then stopped the livestream after Izuku had given the camera a final peace sign and smile. 


He had once been very camera shy, but now he could get through any interview or media 
presentation through a trick that his senpai Tamaki had taught him; imagine everyone in the room 
has potatoes for heads. With that he could focus on what he was talking about, instead of who he 
was talking with, and it was much easier. 


But still, to know that thousands could be watching made him feel a bit weird, as if he was back in 
a Sports Festival, and only glancing up to see Himiko in the back of the seats reminded him that 
he’d graduated for more than two years now. 


He couldn’t help but smile when looking at her, and was surprised to see her immediate boss in the 
Agency, the Station Chief for the Pacific Area, Anna Dobinek, next to her, talking quietly, most 


likely. 


He didn’t know what they were talking about, but he had the agent’s word that the Agency would 
not take Himiko away before their wedding, and that they would respect their honeymoon too, so 
he was ready to put up a fight if Anna’s presence meant a mission. It’s been great having Himiko 
around every day, coming home to her every night, having breakfast together, doing everything 
together. It feels like home and I don’t want it to end anytime soon... 


“Hey! HEY!” Mei said, finally catching his attention. He hadn’t noticed she’d walked over to him, 
the camera drones following lazily some meters behind, “Izuku! Sorry to yell at you, but I only 
gave the viewers twenty minutes of break before we continue! We have to get this stuff off you 
and put some proper gear on!” 


“IT can dress in my usual gear in seconds, Mei, don’t worry!” Izuku answered, raising his hands 
placatingly as Mei started to push him to the dressing room. 


“Yeah but who knows about getting this one off?” Mei said, “Fuck, I should have asked for half an 
hour, shouldn’t I?” 


“Iv ll be alright, Mei, P'll make it on time.” Izuku said, still being pushed. Melissa joined them, but 
this time Himiko and David Shield remained in the seats. He’d been meaning to make some time to 
talk with Melissa and David, catch up with them some more without it evolving into more of Mei’s 
feud. 


He wished to talk with both of them individually, in fact, with both Mei and Melissa. He had not 
liked the idea of competing like this to see who was “better” and who was “worse”. They were 
both his friends, and, while he had chosen to work with Mei all along for a reason, he still cared a 
lot for Melissa and hoped this contest wouldn’t deepen the divide. 


It was awkward how silent they both were as they brought him to the dressing room, all sideways 
glances and glares. Mei had praised Melissa a lot during the competition, yes, saying how good the 
Ultra Armour was when resisting the robot’s blows, or how it had only suffered minor, cosmetic 
damage all throughout, but now she was silent, and Izuku really wished to be away from this, away 
from his two friends. 


Maybe I could be reading a book with Hitoshi and Shouto next to a warm fireplace. Or go jogging 
with Tenya, god knows I haven’t spoken with him in a few days, since he tersely told me that he 
would be the “bigger man” if Stain approached him at my wedding. Maybe even sparring with 
Kacchan and doing our best to bash the other’s face in... Izuku sighed, looking at both girls. He 
needed to split them up, at least while he changed. 


“Hey, Mei? This Venator combat robot didn’t have the titanium knee armour you had suggested to 
headmaster Nedzu, aren’t you curious about that?” Izuku tried, as casually as he could. 


“The knees? Oh...OH! It’s true. Damn cheap rat...P’1l go talk with Power Loader, that’s it! Actually, 
I’ve been thinking of three more types of robots UA could use, [ll explain them! I...sorry, Izuku, 
but this could be a sale!” Mei laughed, her eyes bright, then she used a single burst of her rocket 
thrusters to almost land on top of Power Loader, who jumped a foot back, yelling “FUCK!”. 


With Mei gone, at least for a minute or two, with the possibility of another contract and the budget 
to bring some more of her Babies to life, Izuku could breathe with some relief. And, as they walked 
into the changing room, he could talk with Melissa, one to one, at least for some time. 


“T...P1l need help with the back clasps.” Izuku said, stiffly. He didn’t exactly know where to begin, 


or how to tell Melissa that he had not imagined she’d get on Mei’s level and make a whole 
morning of her limited time in Japan into a contest with another gifted inventor, something that 
might only end up in bigger grudges. 


“ve got you, Deku.” Melissa answered, sweetly. Within seconds, they had half of the Ultra 
Armou’s chest carapace halfway off, and Izuku had already taken off the arm guards by himself. 
“So, what did you think of it? This project, I mean. I...1 had thought to gift it to you, before all of 
this. Maybe so you’d have a spare, or something.” 


“Oh...That’s...really nice, Melissa. ’'m thankful. But...” 


“You hadn’t asked for it, I know.” Melissa said, “Don’t worry about it. If you didn’t like it, it’s 
alright, I also got you some books and other stuff as gifts.” 


“N-no, it wasn’t that!” Izuku stammered, suddenly wishing they were talking on the phone or 
texting instead. It was all much easier than talking face to face, easier to forget how at ease he’d 
felt with Melissa, how different it had been to all the tension he’d always felt back when he’d been 
in love with Uraraka. 


“Tt’s...awkward, isn’t it?” Melissa said, after a moment. “The armour isn’t meant to be some big 
gesture, or anything, okay? It’s just...gear. It was fun to build, I thought it might come in handy one 
day, say...if Mei’s was in the washing up. I didn’t overthink it back then but now that I’m here, 
now that I see how defensive she’s gotten and everything...it’s all pretty weird.” 


She started laughing, and Izuku suddenly felt less tense. They sat together at a bench, and they 
spoke as Izuku removed the rest of the armour. “Met is...she is proud.” 


“More like arrogant.” Melissa said, her voice a little lower now. She adjusted her glasses, then 
continued, “A bit... territorial too.” 


“T guess that’s true.” Izuku said, with a sigh. “I did expect her to challenge you in some way. To 
lord over all her diplomas, the plane, the contracts. She’s ambitious, and she wants others to see it. 
You...1n some ways, she considers you the worthiest rival, and that is why you scare her, that’s 
why she has been so intense.” 


“Worthy?” Melissa said, arching an eyebrow. “She’s been carrying herself as if she couldn’t 
possibly lose.” 


“Like you said, she’s arrogant. She sees you as the only person who could “beat” her in the thing 
that matters most to her.” 


“Which is support gear?” 


“Exactly. She’s resilient, used to failure and mistakes. Very used to starting over. But she and I 
have built something together with the company, with the team, with simply being friends. In her 
mind, she thinks that this contest is all or nothing, you see? This is one loss she doesn’t know how 
to recover from, because she doesn’t see that this all means nothing. ” Izuku said, as he unclasped 
the last piece of bright red armour, brushing his fingertip along a big scuff mark. 


“It does mean something, Deku.” Melissa said, calmly, not smiling. “I’ve got pride too. I 
felt...insulted, okay? I’m...?'m not used to people being that rude to me one day and the next being 
told they see me as equal . I...I just don’t think like that. So I wanted to win, you see?” 


“J... do.” Izuku said, looking into her blue eyes. They were nice eyes, honest and kind, intelligent 
and quick, the eyes of a friend. 


“What do you mean with this being meaningless, Deku?” she finally asked, after a long silence that 
Izuku had filled by untying his laces. 


“Because even if she was to lose, I would stay with Mei. She’s my best friend, and some contest 
doesn’t change that. We’re partners, okay? And her gear...her gear’s kept me safe against All for 
One, against Pestilentia, against everyone . I wouldn’t push that beside, Melissa, not even if you’re 
my friend too.” 


“So that’s how it is?” Melissa asked, her tone a strange mix of sad, angry and amused. “Even if her 
gear’s quality was a danger? I’ve heard all about her “babies” exploding, Deku.” 


Izuku rolled his eyes, “Okay that was just a few and back in first year. And second year. And the 
toaster...actually, yeah...But no. I care for Mei a lot, and I tell you all this because I also care a lot 
about you, okay?” 


“Yeah. I know.” Melissa said, smiling softly. “You’re not a bad friend, Izuku Midoriya. But you’re 
just the worst possible client to try and recruit!” She laughed, then tapped his shoulder. 


“T...1 can never ask you two to be friends if you feel insulted beyond that and Mei...well, she’s too 
stubborn to do anything like that.” Izuku said, “So maybe that means we won’t be working together 
with gear and stuff. I hope... hope I can direct other heroes to you, instead? I think Sero needed 
some upgrades...” 


“Deku, are you trying to play matchmaker with me, you sly dog?” Melissa said, letting out a big 
laugh. 


“T...uhbh...[ mean, if you like guys with dark hair... mean, no!” He was sure his face had turned 
red as a tomato. 


“[’m just teasing, silly. And about Mei? Your pal Shinsou also told me something similar. It has 
had me thinking and...who knows, maybe after this is all over we’ll talk more amiably. That, of 
course, doesn’t mean I'll just accept defeat, got it?” Melissa said, a little more prideful than the 
humble, nice Melissa Izuku had met years earlier. 


“If you did your best, what else is there?” Izuku said, shrugging. 


“T did. This armour has the best materials on I Island, costs a fortune, and was made to measure, 
except...Did it fit a bit tight across the thighs?” Melissa said, pointing at Izuku’s legs. 


“Oh, that? Ah...yeah...[ umm...I have changed my combat style to kicking, mainly, since we took 
down Wolfram and his crew...” He now used Air Force finger snaps for mid-range attacks, kicks 
for close contact, and some grappling that had been invaluable against All for One, who had been 
impossibly powerful but unskilled when taken down to the ground, and it had been possible to 
immobilize him for long enough to kill. 


“You'd told me about it, but so much of my reasoning for the armour was with a similar combat 
style to Uncle Might’s...” Melissa said, deep in thought. “How did the suit fee! ? How did it work 
for you?” 


“Oh, it was...it was...” Izuku hesitated. It had been incredibly different from what he was used to, 
but it had also felt natural and organic. It had felt both right and wrong at the same time. “It 
was...great! It kept up with me, and was as resistant as it needed to be.” 


“Did you like the red paint?” Melissa asked, suddenly much more invested. “I had the whole idea, 
back when I had created the Full Gauntlet, of a true superhero dressed in red and blue and black, 


rushing through the streets and between skyscrapers, fighting a rogues’ gallery of colourful 
villains, being exactly the friendly neighbourhood hero that his city would love!” 


“Ah...that’s a cool idea! I do want to be that kind of hero, sure! But umm...I’m sort of...married to 
my colour scheme, makes me umm...recognizable? Even when I’m wearing the helmet?” Maybe 
she could help some other person be that kind of hero? 


“Even when the green on your suit has gotten darker?” Melissa asked. 


“Oh, that...I think it looks great!” Mei had explained that it had been a side effect of the stronger 
fabrics taking the dye differently but he’d ended up liking the colour better in the end, and they had 
kept it. 


“If you like it, that’s the most important thing. Although...Himiko mentioned you getting a 
“stealth” variant?” 


“Ah! Umm...well, I used a black uniform when we were acting secretly and if Himiko ever needs 
my help, then I want to have the best clothes for it!” Izuku said, grinning. She does say I look good 
in black! 


Melissa gave him a smile, then said, “I had my doubts, you know? But the way you talk about 
Himiko, I get it . I thought it was just dirt in my glasses, but your eyes do shine more, and you have 
this...this expression. Like how excited you got when we toured I Island and you showed me 
something, but tenfold, that’s what you look like when you talk about her.” 


“Oh...thanks?” Izuku said, chuckling awkwardly. “It’s...it’s just nice talking about little things we 
share, instead of people judging me every word I talk about her, you know? Trying to change 
people’s mind about Himiko is so draining...I feel like P’ll be doing it all my life. I am ready for it, 
just...just a bit tired.” 


“Well...” Melissa said, then looked over Izuku’s shoulder, “Mei probably won’t take kindly to 
having me around to see you suit up in her gear, right? We’II talk again, soon!” 


As she hurried away, back to the arena, Izuku heard Mei’s heavy footsteps reach beside him. 
Without looking, he said, “How much did you hear?” 


With a tired, uncharacteristically quiet voice, Mei said, “Enough.” 


Izuku turned to look at her, and Mei met his gaze. She looked thoughtful, unsure where to begin. 
She handed Izuku his hero suit in a rugged case several sizes smaller than the carry bag Melissa 
had needed for her armour, and within a minute Izuku had suited up completely and even tested his 
articulated metal helmet a couple times, retracting it into the neck guard and then extending it to a 
full helmet. 


“How much is enough?” Izuku asked, when he couldn’t bear the silence anymore. 


“T heard your feedback on her armour.” Mei said, smiling but only briefly, “Yeah, that’s way too 
much red! But before that, you were talking about me , weren’t you?” Izuku nodded, opened his 
mouth to explain, but Mei cut him off. “I heard her say she wouldn’t give up. Why would she say 
that?” 


“Because she-” 


“Because she considered surrendering, abdicating, giving me an empty victory?” Mei said, fuming, 
poking Izuku’s chest armour with her metal-clad finger. “Did she say that?” 


“No, she didn’t!” Izuku replied. Mei, you have it wrong, Melissa was saying she’d be friendly but 
not just give up for your sake! 


“Were you trying to convince her about it? Look, Izuku, I know you care, I heard her talking about 
that, really. I... know you probably think you’ve got my best interests in mind, that you’re saving 
my stupid big ego if Shield just smiles to the cameras with that weak, stupid, cute face of hers and 
says “Oh I lose! Mei wins!” You think that’Il make me happy? IT FUCKING WON’T.” Mei said, 
yelling now, clutching the heavy steel helmet on her hands as if she wished to crush it. 


“Mei, I would never ask her to do that. Just like I would never ask you to lose. At anything .” 


“The only reason she’d give up is that. She has no other reason to try and please me, I was a 
goddamn brat yesterday, after I challenged her, when we were alone, a complete asshole. Today I 
have only hyped her up to make myself feel better. If she’s cool and awesome and just an absolute 
fucking ace, then winning will make me happy, right? I was thinking that, and now...and now I 
learn that I might win cause...cause she’d give up?” 


“Mei, listen,” Izuku said, clasping his hands over Mei’s shoulders. She shrugged them off angrily, 
but she didn’t speak, giving him a chance. “Melissa is not giving up. If she’d told me that, ’'d have 
told her not to do so. I know this means a lot to you, and it has to be fair.” 


“Yeah.” Mei said, pondering over Izuku’s words. “It...it does mean a lot. More than it should. 
Feels like a lot of things are hanging on the results of this. I see her as an equal right now and 
that...that’s not really something I expected. I thought...[ thought it was all in my mind. That there 
really was no chance that...” 


“Mei, I’ve told you before and [ll tell you again, ’m not changing my support engineer. Now or 
ever.” Izuku said. Mei just shook her head, all the anger gone now. She just looked tired, at the end 
of her rope. 


“You say that, but...but that’s the result I’m scared of. Because it makes sense . On your shoes, I'd 
go with the best supplier, the one who’d really stand head and shoulders above the rest. That’s why 
I hate cheap Detnerat shit, why I never buy Chinese steel, and why I never drink from the same 
bottles as other people. I... had a point to make! If Melissa’s gear is better, you should work with 
her. It’s just logic. No...not logic, it’s the fucking free market! The customer gets the best possible 
product at a fair price. Melissa would give you a fair price. She’s a good person, after all.” 


“That'll be a no for me.” Izuku said, calmly, smiling wide. The points you make aren’t “logic”, 
they’re just trying to rationalize a fear of abandonment. It takes one to know one. And I’m not 
leaving my best friend. Ever. “Besides, the free market also takes into account brand loyalty and 
I’m loyal to you! To our brand.” 


“That...fuck! That’s true! I hadn’t...Oh ho! You’re absolutely...Wait.” Mei’s enthusiasm grew 
exponentially, then she calmed herself for an instant. “You’re...you’re using capitalism to change 
my mind? To make me understand?” 


“Well...’m using theoretical free market ideas, the real world’s a lot more corrupt and dirty and we 
both know it, lot’s of horrid monopolies, but...yeah.” Izuku said, smiling softly. “You’d...no. You 
have used hero lingo to cheer me up and reassure me. It goes both ways, Mei.” 


“You fucking bastard.” Mei said, grinning, “So I guess we’re stuck with each other, then? Even if I 
lose?” 


“Especially if you lose. I don’t abandon my friends, now or ever. And you won’t lose, I didn’t like 


the Ultra Armour that much...Cheer up, Mei. Remember that we own a company together!” 
“So your friendship’s a constant, then? Like taxes?” 
“T hope it's less annoying than that...” Izuku said, matching grins with Mei. 


Mei’s expression turned absolutely smug, and a shit-eating grin spread across her lips, “Ha! I'll 
take that! And for all I talk about it, I don’t avoid my taxes, but...we...we really should talk about 
happy, creative, fun stuff instead! Now, listen to this...How about we make some UA robots that 
are more humanoid in shape? That’s what I talked with Power Loader in the forty seconds before I 
started eavesdropping!” 


“Count on me for that. Now...you ready? If...if you don’t want to be so energetic with the video 
and everything...hell, we can just omit the video, Mei. Finish this more privately. Everyone already 
knows what we’re capable of!” 


Mei shook her head, “Fuck no! I’m pretty much okay, and also I drank two energy drinks while 
hiding behind that door over there. So I have POWER. And maybe a growling stomach.” Mei let 
out a giant, bellowing laughter, then, as they closed the bag and put away any odds and ends, she 
said, more quietly, “Do you think I should apologise to Melissa? I was thinking of punching her 
face in if she surrendered, or maybe calling her names, but...If she’s playing fair, I can’t, right?” 


Mei waited for Izuku to nod, then, relieved that it wasn’t an especially evil course of action, said, 
“T can hire a ghostwriter for a really nice apology and pay handsomely. A poet, maybe? A novella 
writer? Somebody to bring it with a teleprompter. Somebody sneaky, in case Melissa turns 
around...” Mei said, starting to mutter. 


“A simple “sorry” should help, Mei.” 


“Will it? Uh-huh. Sure. Then [Il try that? It’s weird. Unnatural, even. Apologising’s strange. But! 
Now that you made it clear that she won’t win everything important...well, then it’s just pride on 
the line. I do have a lot of pride in stake!” 


“So you will apologize?” Izuku saw Mei’s eyes go out of focus and refocus several times, truly 
pondering if she should make nice or if she’d screwed up by even suggesting the idea. 


“Maaaaaybe. Sure. Nope. Per...haps?” Mei said, every word in quick succession. “It’ll be a 
surprise. Ready? The second robot should be walking in any minute. By the way, this one’s bigger 
and badder. It’s a five pointer.” 


“Oh.” Izuku said, remembering the two new tiers of robots introduced in his third year, more agile 
and hardy, to better prepare students to deal with enemies like the Nomus and villains high on 
Trigger. 


Five pointers, also known as Eclipse-class combat robots, were almost as agile and fast as one of 
the Mbele kingdom’s unmanned ground vehicles, had six arms equipped with several classes of 
non-lethal weaponry, and it’s metal head was much more frightening that the ones on three, two or 
one pointers, and, as Izuku and Mei walked out to the arena, to the cheers of Himiko, Mina and 
Inko, he crossed eyes with the big, formidable robot. 


“Why didn’t you just choose to have the conditions be equal for both robots, Mei?” Izuku asked in 
a hushed, annoyed whisper. He tapped the armour pieces on his suit, as if to check they were still 
there, and he wouldn’t be facing the metal with merely skin, muscle and bone. 


“The suit can handle that. You can handle that!” Mei said, shaking her hand, carefree, as she 


clicked on the camera drones again. “AND WE’RE BACK! This time, against a bigger robot! Will 
it crush my pal? Will it be scrap metal in a couple minutes? Isn’t green, white, blue, black and a bit 
of red a much cooler colour scheme? Tell me all about it IN THE COMMENTS!” 


Deku squared up as the robot’s eyes flared red. “Hello again.” Deku muttered, as he activated his 
helmet, extending it to cover his whole head and neck, closing around his face and showing him 
HUD data on the robot, on the suit’s condition, and on nearby allies, which were currently none. 


Putting aside the augmented reality, Deku took a deep breath and raised his arms to guard himself 
as the six arms of the robot started descending on him, punch after punch after punch. 


He couldn’t wait to one-inch-punch the piece of scrap to oblivion. 


Chapter End Notes 


Thanks for reading! 


Hatsume and Shield, part 4 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


David Shield was truly impressed with Mei Hatsume’s hero suit, a rather nifty piece that combined 
at least ten different branches of science and materials research to create a hardy, light and easy to 
wear outfit. It even had a helmet! 


“Yo, Toshi...aren’t the ears on that helmet a bit...on the nose?” David asked, as Izuku finally 
caught the last punch from the robot, a tougher, badder version than the one that had gone against 
Melissa’s armour. Mei had explained that to the audience as a handicap, since she had home field 
advantage, and absolute confidence in her work. 


“Ears? Oh, that! It’s...it’s a bit of a leftover from his older designs. And yes. They are references!” 
Toshinori said, shrugging with a big smile. They were lounging in the middle of the seats, with 
Izuku’s friends in the front row, and Himiko Toga and a dangerous-looking woman taking a seat 
behind them, several rows back. 


“Like the blue lines.” David pointed out. “From...from the suit you wore before we started working 
together. Blue lines on white...Good Lord, Mei Hatsume, you are anerd |” David chuckled, 
knowing that he was likely the biggest nerd in a twenty mile radius anyway. 


“IT wonder if this big robot will also blow up like the other one?” Inko Midoriya asked. She’d spent 
the entire time the robot had attacked Izuku holding onto Toshinori, most likely grimacing with 
every hit and breathing a sigh of relief every time that Izuku appeared unscathed. 


David could feel her fear, watching her son put his health on the line like he was. Back in I Island, 
when the villains had attacked and Melissa had been in danger, he’d felt his heart would give out 
any moment, out of anxiety and despair and fear for his little one. She may have been a bright 
young woman but when in danger, she had been David’s baby, and he’d been terrified for her. 


He knew he didn’t have the guts, if Melissa had chosen to be a hero, somehow, he had no idea how 
he would have survived. Sure, they had lived through a lot of terrible stuff, but to know that Meli 
was putting herself in danger every day, on purpose? That was dreadful to imagine. 


So he could only admire Inko the more for it. 


“Yes, that punch was young Izuku’s power at a level he is comfortable using, he is just using it to 
show if it damages the gear.” Toshinori explained, gently, putting Inko’s mind at ease. It was very 
unusual to see Toshinori flirt, or just be intimate like that, so David probably stared more than was 
polite. 


“They’ Il do the lifting test and cutting test first, though, let’s have no hurries.” David added, as Mei 
Hatsume explained again that Izuku could lift a certain number of pounds with a barbell, then she 
added a few more discs to each side. 


“This is no power armour, no. All the circuitry is to enhance response, none of it is carbon 
nanotube muscle fibers or any of that augmented stuff! This gear, though, is perfectly fitted to his 
bones, tendons and muscles. They will not tear unless under extreme circumstances. Hero Deku! 
Are 100 kilograms more on this barbell extreme circumstances?” 


“No!” Izuku answered back, smiling shyly for the cameras. Once again, Inko broke into sobs, 


saying how proud she was of her baby boy, and David joined Toshinori in comforting the mother, 
telling her that her son was absolutely cool. 


“Now, if Izuku uses his Quirk, it will be CHEATING! So he’ll do this Quirkless. You ready?” Mei 
said, and Izuku nodded. “ONE REP MAX! LIFT!!! 


And Izuku lifted the barbell, that probably weighed more than David’s old flying convertible. He 
truly is Toshi’s kid, even if not by blood. that’s...that’s really impressive. 


As Mei again pounced at Izuku with Toga’s knife, that she’d borrowed earlier, for the cutting test, 
David thought he’d distract Inko a bit and ask some questions, filling the minutes with more 
background on her story and Izuku’s. 


He asked about Hisashi, Izuku’s father, after checking first with Toshinori with a glance. Toshinori 
had nodded, which meant that it wasn’t a taboo topic or anything serious. “So, Izuku’s father. 
Hisashi, right? I don’t mean to pry, or to be rude, but I’m really curious about it. Was he supportive 
of him, his career choice?” 


Inko smiled sadly, “He’d have needed to be a part of Izuku’s life to even think about supporting 
him. No, he was...distant, for a long, long time. He worked abroad, since before Izuku was born 
and...after we knew he was Quirkless, he returned less and less. He never really explained why , 
and I don’t know if I’d understand his reasons, anyway. But for many years I kept on hoping, kept 
on dreaming of things being different. He did support us, economically, but...” 


“But Izuku needed a dad. And you needed your husband around.” David completed her sentence, 
and Inko nodded. 


“Yeah. By the time I finally decided on the divorce, I realized I had made up my mind years and 
years prior. He isn’t malicious, or evil, but...but you can hurt people just by not being there .” Inko 
said, exchanging a soft, loving glance with Toshinori. So you found the man who told the world “I 
am here”. And I love to see it. 


Toshinori had not looked half so good when last they’d seen each other. He’d been fighting the 
condition of his body, caused by his biggest battle with All for One, and in so many ways he’d 
been resigned to die, and it had broken David’s heart. But he had lived on, and medicine had kept 
on improving, to the point where his missing organs had been replaced. And now, nursed back to a 
healthy weight by Inko and her homemade cooking, he looked hale and healthy, even if he was not 
strong like before. 


And Inko, too, looked great and happy, absolutely comfortable next to the best hero the world had 
seen. The best the world has seen so far . I have big hopes for Izuku and his friends. “How about 
you, Dave? Toshi mostly tells me about your college adventures with him, but I’d like to know you 
and Melissa better!” 


“She’s...she’s Quirkless too. Like Izuku.” Inko’s gaze crossed Tsohinori’s, worried for an instant, 
but David continued, “I know all about it. Melissa too. Don’t worry about a thing. Secret’s safe 
with me, has been for years now! But, backtracking...Melissa’s my pride and joy. My whole entire 
life. I have done my best to get her the best education and all the resources to succeed in any path 
she chose and...and she chose to follow my footsteps. I think it’s a really noble profession, and I 
know she’ Il be great at it!” 


“Do you think she could work with Mei in the future?” Inko asked, “She’s...she’s been close to us, 
Izuku and I. She’s probably the friend he invited over most times to our home. She can be abrasive, 
but I know she means well, and she has always done her best to help my son.” 


David smiled, looking at his daughter. He was not sure if this entire clash would lead to a feud for 
life, and he could not just tell Inko what she wanted to hear, “Honestly? i have no idea. Maybe, 
maybe not. But I wouldn’t worry; Izuku will be as safe as metal and cloth can keep him. She’s 
good, take it from me, I know my stuff. Maybe a bit too experimental and unorthodox to my taste, 
but she’s got a grasp on biomechanics and materials research that most don’t.” 


“Ah, that’s...that’s nice.” 


“Moving back a bit, with Melissa I try not to be a helicopter parent. She knows she can always ask 
for help or advice, but as she has grown up, I’ve seen her become more and more independent and 
confident and it never ceases to amaze me. Just...just yesterday it feels that we were on our own, 
that I suddenly became the only one responsible for her.” 


David would usually not share so much with people he’d just met, but Inko put him at ease with her 
demeanor, and if Toshinori trusted her, then he could trust her too. “Meli’s mom, Rosemary...She 
was the light of my life. I felt that, together, we could really raise Melissa to be a really amazing, 
happy, good human being. Rose and I were a team, and, just like how Toshi and I teamed up to 
battle crime, she and I joined up to be the coolest, most amazing parents...” 


He felt his eyes water a little, and his mouth go a little dry. He gulped saliva, wiped his eyes 
roughly and continued, “We were ready for anything that parenting threw our way. We helped 
Melissa see that being Quirkless was nothing to be ashamed of, and we saw her grow, little by 
little. Rose helped with her Reading homework, I helped with Math...And then...and then the 
cancer showed up.” 


Inko reached out a gentle hand to David’s shoulder, and her kind eyes, full of empathy, were also 
full of tears. Tears for a woman she’d never known, that she’d never know, and for the pain of her 
departure. David couldn’t hold the tears back any longer, and he cried, sobbing as Inko and 
Toshinori hugged him tightly. 


“She fought...” David said, between sobs, the embrace comforting him enough to tell everything. 
“We all fought. Even Meli, in her own way. It...it lasted years . Years of pain and...and in the end 
she lost. Meli and I...we’re a team. We had to be. I’m proud of her, no matter what, and...and I live 
to see her happy.” 


Toshinori’s hand clasped against his back again, and the big man’s tears were as bittersweet as his 
own. “I know how that feels, Dave. I know that now, with Izuku.” 


“You’ve...you’ve really become a dad, Toshi.” David said, as the sobs finally subsided, and he 
wiped his eyes and nose. 


Toshinori gave him one of his old smiles, those that put the entire world at ease as long as you 
looked at it. “To tell you the truth, [’m...I’m terrified. I have no idea what I’m doing. I have no idea 
how to best be a dad, but...but I know I will support Izuku forever. And him getting married 
already? Well, lemme tell you that I AM EXCITED!” 


The three laughed at his outburst in English, then they noticed that Izuku was finally readying 
himself to dispatch the bot in a single hit. David looked as closely as he could at the light grey and 
blue gloves on Izuku’s hands, noticing how different they were to Melissa’s design. Two genius 
girls can act so differently as to reinvent the wheel, and I can see that now. 


“Deku, ready! GO! ONE PUNCHHHHH!!” Mei yelled, and once more Izuku delivered a swift, 
devastating one-inch punch that obliterated the robot and, once more, the cheering started. David 
found himself hooting with joy, especially as he saw that Melissa was politely clapping with a look 


of true respect on her face. They just might salvage a friendship here! 


“All that remains is the popularity contest! As we can see, both hero suits stood up to each and 
every test, likely because of who was wearing them; ladies and gentlemen, the hero DEKU!” Mei 
said, approached Izuku and raised his arm into the air, mirroring a referee declaring a winner at a 
boxing match...or All Might’s victory pose! 


David couldn’t help fixating on the imagery of Izuku and Mei enacting the victory pose together. 
Given that Izuku depended a lot more on others and acknowledged it more publically than 
Toshinori ever had, being a team player first and a powerhouse second, it spoke volumes of how he 
handled heroism. 


And a quick glance at Toshinori revealed just how proud the man was of the boy’s growth, and 
how he had turned out to be a different kind of hero. 


“Thanks for tuning in to this stream on such a short notice, I love you all, Hatsufans!And 
remember, aim for the future!” Mei said, closing one eye and giving the camera a magnificent 
finger gun with her right hand, then ended the stream when she “shot” the camera. 


She was clearly a good showman, David could see that with every word, every gesture. Mei 
Hatsume had carried herself as larger than life in front of the camera, and her energy didn’t die 
down when the drones stopped rolling. 


She was extroverted, but not in a friendly, sociable way, rather, she was filled with a manic energy 
and desire to share her interests with the world, and such brash, focused personalities usually did 
well in social media. From what he knew about big business, it usually required a ruthlessness that 
he wasn’t sure if Mei possessed, but that she gave some signs to. 


The show over, everyone started to walk towards the arena, to meet again with the kids. David was 
excited to tell Melissa how awesome her gear had been, and he was absolutely sure that Inko would 
hug Izuku till they both dropped. And after that he was hyped up, as Mei had promised a tour of 
the UA installations and, after that, a look at her own workshop, as well as an up close meeting 
with her hypersonic plane, the Mei . 


While David thought it was a bit tacky for someone to name a plane after themselves, he was still 
exceedingly curious about the homegrown aircraft, after Mei had casually mentioned that it was 
much faster than an SR-71 Blackbird or a Concorde. Hell, it might just inspire me to make more 
flying cars... wonder if I can bribe Meli to do the paperwork for that at I Island? Ill buy her a 
Juice! 


As they walked down into the arena, he noticed Toga and the woman lagging back, and took a 
moment to look at them. 


The woman had an air of authority around her, even dressed in a maroon and light grey tracksuit 
with the Polish flag embroidered on each shoulder, and her green eyes glowed strangely when hit 
by the light, which led David to infer that her Quirk likely impacted her eyes or perhaps even the 
middle area of the face and head, where some mutations may affect eyes, ears, nose and mouth 
differently and create people with “two Quirks’, like having an enriched sense of smell and laser 
eyes at the same time, as a result of gene mutation. 


Such variants were most usual on people’s heads, then hands and feet, with much less occurrence 
in the rest of the body. 


The woman seemed to be in her thirties, but strong and agile, and rather tall, at least six feet in 


height, from David’s assessment. She had brown hair tied up in a ponytail and her face had a 
prominent scar going from her forehead to her cheek, cutting her eyebrow but sparing the eyeball, 
seemingly, and she moved with the swagger of a fighter. And, David noticed, Toga moved very 
similarly when next to the woman, either as imitation or a result of a similar training. 


Toga’s entire face seemed to have changed, from the constant blush and toothy smiles when around 
Izuku, to a calm, collected, focused expression, utterly professional. If she’d had that demeanor the 
day before, when dressed in a suit, David would have probably felt intimidated, at least a little bit. 


The two talked in hushed tones, their back and forth seemingly full of biting sarcasm and witty 
comebacks, from the way the seemed to alternate little smug smiles at times, but before they 
reached a distance where David could listen, they stopped talking. 


Toga moved faster to join the group, rushing to find Izuku at the changing room again, and, when 
David looked back, the woman with the big scar was gone. He looked around, curiously, trying to 
see where she’d gone, but he did not find her and, after a few moments, he started questioning if 
the woman had been there at all. 


Soon the group was assembled in the middle of the arena, with everyone having carefully 
sidestepped the wreckage of the robots to join in little groups and talk. By then Toga had pulled 
Izuku out of the changing room, and he was now dressed in a black polo shirt and cargo shorts, 
both of which hugged his well-muscled frame., and they quickly joined their other friends, along 
with Mei, and Melissa, who was included so naturally that David felt a proud tear welling in his 
eye. It...it always feels good when I see her with friends and not getting excluded for being 
Quirkless... 


He approached, raising his hands and opening his arms wide, as if to hug them all. “That was 
awesome! You two brought forth some damn fine gear, it really got this old timer’s heart beating 
fast! And Izuku, you did great, son! Taking all those punches must’ve been a pain!” 


“T was all safe, Dave!” Izuku answered back, grinning. He’d grown so much from the shy boy he’d 
met back at I Island, letting more of the world see the confident, powerful version of himself that 
he turned into when in a fight. “Really, I had nothing to worry about.” 


“IT know I always say it, but great job, Meli!” Dave said, patting his daughter in the head. She 
looked embarrassed but he still wanted to show how proud he was. “You’re already way better 
than your old man!” 


“Oh, that might be an exaggeration...” Melissa said, a bit flustered, but the other young people 
encouraged her, even Mei Hatsume, who offered her hand to shake, having taken off her big 
gauntlet from her right hand. 


“Nah, Shield, you did pretty damn great. C’mon, let’s shake hands!” Mei said, and Melissa clasped 
her hand. “It’s all in the hands of the thousands of followers my company and Izuku’s team have on 
socials. None of us lost just yet, did we?” 


“No, I guess not...” Melissa started saying. 


“But there WILL be a WINNER! In 24 hours, the polls will close and I'll reveal if it was you or 
me. I’m pretty sure it’Il be me, but who knows?” Mei said, a content expression on her face. 


“Ah, yeah. Sure.” Melissa said, “So how about you show us your old workshop now?” 


Mei Hatsume had expected close results in the contest, for sure. Her gear was slightly superior in 
most ways, with Melissa’s only winning in thermal resistance, from the measurements Mei had 
gotten from the Pit’s sensors, that catalogued everything that she couldn’t pick with her eyesight. 


But on a surface level, it looked very much like a tie, and the breaker would be a popularity contest 
. She wasn’t afraid of losing, but leaving it to the masses wasn’t really what she would have called 
a decisive victory. 


But Izuku had reassured her better than the win ever could, and in just the right way to get through 
her dumb business brain; he’d be a constant, like inflation, taxes and government corruption. And 
that had Mei in a state of zen peace that almost worried her, as she gave everyone a tour of UA, 
announcing every place and installation with gusto, telling the Shields a ton of anecdotes about her 
time studying, with Izuku, Hitoshi and Power Loader adding a bit of insight to each. 


They journeyed from the Pit, to the dorms, where students on break swarmed them, some because 
they’d been watching the stream, others from hearsay. Many looked at Izuku with awe, some 
others cheerfully went to shake the hands of Hitoshi and Mina, and even a few openly stating that 
they were now huge fans of Melissa and would be begging their support companies to get her 
designs. 


And many, mostly among the Support and Business Course students, flocked to Mei. They asked 
for advice on their own projects, for autographs, for selfies and business advice, and she gave them 
everything they wanted, talking and talking for almost half an hour. By the end, she noticed that 
she and Melissa had ended up both helping a first year student with the same project, and she had 
been so focused that she had not even noticed that Shield was helping. 


And her advice was pretty spot on. 


A few of the nerdier, more knowledgeable students went wild at meeting David Shield, and 
practically everyone greeted All Might, with the same level of reverence they’d give a chill uncle. 


And pretty much everyone looked at Himiko with a mixture of distrust, curiosity and reflection. 
Mei could see a few of them moving their gazes from Himiko to Izuku, and a Jot of muttering and 
doubts. A few braver ones introduced themselves, and Himiko was perfectly polite and energetic, 
with a sociable attitude that would have gotten perfect marks from Mei’s Business teachers, and 
people muttered a bit less by the time they moved on, to visit the workshop and then take a brief 
look at the training areas and stadiums. 


At the workshop, her old home, Mei was hit with a wave of nostalgia she had not expected. To see 
old tools that she had once used, machines she had once depended on, and even her old desk, it all 
brought a lot more emotion than she had foreseen. 


Her eyes met Izuku’s, then, and they both smiled, a thousand memories of the place returning at 
once. The Shield’s followed in respectful silence as Mei explained the machines and their uses, like 
the steel plate cutter and the electrospinning looms, the medical grade 3D printers and everything 
in between. 


“Tt must all seem cheap compared to what you got at I Island, no?” Mei remarked, as she showed 
Melissa Shield a dented steel hammer that had once been her favorite, and she waved it around 
slightly, to note that she was speaking about the whole place. 


“Cheap? Not exactly. Some of the machines may be in worse conditions, yes, I can’t lie about it. 


And the tools look a bit beaten up. And-” 


“And we were at the mercy of what the support companies donated in terms of materials and other 
resources.” Mei said, and Melissa nodded, more respectfully than Mei had expected. “We had to 
get our hands dirty and do every part of the process. And for me, that’s life . Maybe it isn’t for 
you?” 


“T admit, I wouldn’t know my way around some of these...” Melissa said, “I don’t think I could do 
exactly what you do. And you probably couldn’t do exactly what I can do, either.” 


“Yeah.” Mei said, deciding to change subjects, “It was still a step up from what I had at home. We 
had auto mechanic tools at first and dad bought some specialized stuff for me, but UA was still an 
upgrade. Did you have that, Shield?” 


Melissa shook her head, “Dad’s lab and my school have basically the same kit. I was familiar with 
it from the start, and after my mom died, it was...it was my safe place. The...the continuity of 
equipment at school and then at uni and now at my own studio, it all helped me enormously.” 


“Oh.” Mei said, feeling she had fucked up massively in some way. All I wanted was to vent, to 
show her that I didn’t get the very best gear until I went independent but...but now she mentions a 
dead mom? I feel bad for her now, shit. If my mom died it would hurt so much... “V'm...1'm really 
sorry for your loss. I know it probably means little but...sorry.” 


“It’s okay,” Melissa said, “It’s been years from that. And thank you, I appreciate it.” 


Mei didn’t like the awkward air between them, and did her best to move on quickly, including a 
couple of small talk topics with Shield so it wouldn’t all leave a bad aftertaste. It was probably the 
friendliest she’d been since the sushi restaurant the day prior. /t’s...it’s just not to tell her what I 
really think. If I started telling her that I don’t think I'd be strong enough to deal with my mom 
dying, it would probably not be well recieved. I’ve been at her throat all day and it would...it would 
come out of nowhere. 


But goddamn do I admire you more now. A lot more. You’re really fucking strong, Melissa. 


Mei led them next towards the training areas and, after leaving some responsible students in 
charge, Power Loader followed them, keeping a watchful eye in case Mei caused something 
inanimate to spontaneously combust, and also to catch up with his former students, and he spent 
the entire journey from the Sports Festival stadium to Ground Beta on the receiving end of a long 
anecdote about Hitoshi’s cat and Eri, told both by him and Mina, and the short teacher seemed 
really happy to see they were doing well. 


“And here it is, Ground Beta! Look on, Shields, this is the place where old man All Might last 
fought students!” Mei declared, as she showed them the way to a dome overlooking the training 
ground. 


She saw that Yagi looked a bit flustered about the fact, so Mei also added quickly, “Oh and here 
Izuku and Bakugou beat the crap out of each other once! Bakugou won that one, cause Izuku only 
had 8% of Full Cowl, and he also kept referring to his Quirk as “Superpower”, can you believe 
that? It’s not a bad name to sell stuff, but “One for All” is just cooler...Oh and back in the Pit, Izuku 
beat the shit out of Bakugou, gave him a concussion and because of that they became friends.” 


Melissa Shield raised an eyebrow to that, looking at Izuku, who held up both hands and laughed 
nervously, “That...that is really an oversimplification of the events...We became friends cause he 
apologised and talked a lot and fought All for One together.” 


“Saying it was a nasty kick to the head shaking his brain is more fun.” Mei said, cutting him off 
nonchalantly. Himiko gave an appreciative nod at that, and Mei continued, “Anyway, since the 
mock city below has probably been smashed to bits and rebuilt several times over, it might be 
something of a ship of Theseus to think if it is the same Ground Beta where those two fought...Oh 
and also I got the headmaster to let me design the fake ads on third year, and add some of my own. 
If you look at that building over there, it has my face!” 


“Tt is...rather creepy...” Melissa said, squinting at the giant advertisement that featured the top of 
Mei’s head, her usual goggles, and golden mechanical eyes that would follow people inside 
Ground Beta. “That is...Orwellian as hell, Mei. What does it say, “Big Mei is watching you”’?” 


“That...that’s genius!” Mei admitted, “But it says “Let your eyes aim for success!” An old slogan, 
you know?” 


They looked at every major training area, and Mei noticed David Shield excitedly pointing at 
things and asking All Might how they had changed since his student days. And, to Mei’s dismay, 
she found out that a few buildings hadn’t really been refurbished since forever ago. 


As they walked to the exit, to grab a train and look at the Team First Response base, Mei pondered 
the idea of UA forty years earlier, and even before. 


The school had a storied history, starting mere months after Pro Heroism had been started and 
regulated, beginning as a public university and running as such for a decade or two until the 
fledgling Hero Public Safety Commission had changed the requirements of the job, from a higher 
education job to high school graduate level. 


Mei had studied a few of the past headmasters for History class, and some of the big events that 
had happened at UA, like the Strike of 2092, where third years and teachers had demonstrated for 
seven months against the board of directors, who had tried turning the school private. In the end 
they had won. 


But now they had headmaster Nedzu, and, in Mei’s mind, the rodent seemed eternal. She refused to 
even contemplate the possibility of him retiring, or dying of old age while on the job. He wasn’t 
exactly a normal rat, after all, and his voice was pretty ageless, in her opinion. 


But if he suddenly kicked the bucket, maybe by eating some poisoned cheese from a pest control 
box, who would replace him? Mei suddenly wanted to discuss that topic very much, and shelved it 
for later inside her mind, for when the Shields left and she could talk with her friends in peace. 


Maybe Aizawa? His reputation as a hardass with a heart of gold, and as an absolute badass would 
really elevate UA’s sky high reputation even more. Or perhaps All Might? Mei wasn’t sure if the 
old guy was management material, but he definitely had some innate leadership, and Mei was 
completely sure that Shiketsu and Ketsubutsu would shit themselves if they saw All Might when 
their directors met at some event! 


She would need to discuss the topic further, all she needed was a less morbid way to approach it 
than “Yo, Izuku, what if Nedzu just dies ? Who do you wanna pick for the throne?’. Even 
thinking about that made her grin; she truly was getting over the damn competition with Shield. 


After leaving UA behind (with Power Loader thanking the heavens that nothing unexpected had 
blown up), and taking the train for a few minutes, the group made it to the base. 


Originally a simple industrial warehouse owned by the Yaoyorozu Group, Momo had asked her 
dad to lend them the place to set themselves up as a hero agency, specifically a hero team. A few 


months later, Mei had bought the property from the Yaoyorozus, after scoring a contract to design 
security measures and refurbish the cells at several major prisons. The prisoners had ended up 
more comfortable, more securely held, and Mei had ended up a property owner. 


Mei led them through the team entrance, leaving the garage for the end. “So we got this place back 
in second year. I think we were still sixteen back then, right, Izuku? Or was one of us seventeen? 
Tsuyu? I don’t remember.” 


“Tsuyu is actually the second youngest from class A, Mei.” Izuku patiently reminded her. 


“Oh yeah, I was thinking about that party in February, yeah! Anyway...Shields, Auntie Inko, this is 
OUR BASE!” Mei said, raising her arms wide and spinning around the nicely decorated, modern 
lobby that Momo had furnished. If Mei had been in charge of decorations, it would probably have 
had the back seats of a couple SUV’s as couches, and the reception table would have been made of 
rough hewn wood. 


“This is surprisingly chic!” David said, whistling as he looked around. Mei quickly ushered them 
to the operations room, up the stairs from the lobby, this one utilitarian, functional, set up by lida 
and Todoroki and Izuku, with screens, computers, a whiteboard for brainstorming, and a big 
meeting table with enough chairs for everyone. 


“We sometimes have pizzas here. And sometimes people crash on these couches when they are too 
tired.” Izuku added, after he’d helped explain the set up and given an example of how the Hero Net 
notifications arrived and were processed. As if to illustrate his point, an exhausted looking 
Todoroki arrived from a solo patrol, smelling like sweat and charcoal, and plopped himself onto a 
couch. 


“See?” Izuku asked, as Todoroki started snoring within minutes. “We should let him rest, he had a 
team up mission with Inasa Yoarashi and it looks like they ran into more trouble than expected. 
Let’s give him a chance to nap, okay?” 


Everybody followed Izuku to the dormitory area, where Mei explained that, “We used to have 
individual rooms for everyone but then all coupled up, so we took down walls, put beds together, 
you know how it is! Except for me. So they are all soundproofed, for...for the sake of sleep 
schedules and stuff. Also privacy.” 


Mei saw Melissa try to look at Himiko discreetly, as if wondering if she had been included in this 
“coupling up” and, instead of finding the girl looking away, Himiko met her gaze, her face 
blushing hard, and a wavy smile on her lips as she nodded. Melissa’s eyes widened with shock. 


“Now, there’s probably someone sleeping in one of these. Or maybe two? Tsuyu and Tokoyami 
had a night patrol at Hokkaido and got back about an hour back, I think... Anyway! WHO WANTS 
TO SEE THE SHOP?” 


David looked hyped and gleeful, Melissa looked impressed positively so far, and Inko looked at 
everything with wonder, not having visited much to this part of the base. They went back down the 
stairs to a large workshop, twice as large as UA’s, everything set up to Mei’s standards. 


She heard Melissa curse under her breath, surprisingly tame but she appreciated the sentiment, and 
David whistled again. “Now this...this is up to some very high standards, Young Hatsume!” David 
said, in a conspiratorial tone, and exchanged a grin with Mei. 


It was pretty great to get complimented by an authority in the field, and Mei was especially smug 
as she described every tool, implement, machine and gizmo, gushed about her ongoing projects and 


works in progress, showcased a ledger with the hundreds of Babies past and present, and 
throughout he kept the Shields enthralled, and Izuku and Toga seemed interested, too, but the 
Business guys had left to do something else, and it seemed like all the technobabble had bored Inko 
and All Might. 


“Oh, I just noticed, where did young Shinsou and young Ashido go?” All Might said, looking 
around. 


Without missing a beat, Mei answered, “That’s a different kind of Baby making than the one ’m 
talking about, sir. Guest room’s my guess.” 


“Oh.” 


“How about we look at the vehicles next?” Mei said, beaming, and captured everyone’s attention 
in a flash. With the push of a big button on the wall, she opened the blast door that could close off 
the workshop from the hangar, and walked through, pointing at the plane in the centre. “Now that 
one, among the lime green Toyota and the little hatchback and the bikes, is the Mei. ” 


She could practically hear Melissa’s jaw hitting the floor, and David looked flabbergasted, too. All 
Might and Inko looked at the aircraft with informed fear in their eyes, likely from one of the 
several times when Mei didn’t follow air safety rules when flying. 


“It can carry several tons of aid relief for humanitarian missions, plus all the team’s gear and 
supplies for a week. And two exoskeleton mechs in the cargo bay, for quicker unloading. And by 
the time my next project is ready, the Mei will have the capacity to carry a full sized mech walker 
to battle! And, if I can figure out some autopilot stuff, I don’t rule out the option of jumping with 
the mech tank and getting caught in the air!” 


David Shield was the first to speak, “You...you built that while...while in high school?” 
Mei shrugged, “I had a hyperfixation with planes for a few weeks.” 
“You built this in a few weeks ?” Melissa asked, her face shocked. 


“Yep. Izuku helped. Yaomomo too, with the power source. It burns clean! I plan to disrupt the 
aerospace fuel industry whenever I am sure it won’t like...plunge the world into chaos and shit. Or 
give every pilot a nuclear weapon, basically. Maybe the oil companies will try assassinating me.” 
Mei said, casually. 


“You...you created some kind of clean fusion reactor, a hypersonic plane, and...and you’re using 
your time to make tight Kevlar pants for your friends?” David asked, touching the plane with his 
flexible fingers, admiring the finish and tracing the big golden crosshair eye logos on the wings. 


“T also design camping gear, underwear and the recipes for sports drinks and hangover cures. And 
air cleaners that could make chemical warfare obsolete someday! Right now they only remove 
body odour from enclosed spaces. You might say I’m a genius.” Mei said, feeling great about 
herself. 


And then Melissa spoke, raising an eyebrow, “...I really hope you showered today and didn’t just 
blast yourself with those air cleaners, Mei.” 


Presented with the golden opportunity to gross out Shield, Mei just shrugged, grinned and moved 
her eyebrows up and down, while Melissa looked at her with a mixture of disgust and shock. Mei 
couldn’t help but laugh hard. 


Chapter End Notes 


See you next time! 


Before the Reception 


“Thanks for meeting with me, Miss Shield. I know it was a bit rushed, but, since we’re both here at 
the moment, I thought I'd reach out.” Anna Dobinek said, looking over the girl in front of her. 
Now wearing a fashionable dress, with a silky scarf as an accessory, she looked ready to meet 
someone much more elegant than Anna, who’d spent half her life covered in mud and grime, 
dressed in fatigues all around the world. 


Shield had agreed to meet Anna at one of her hotel’s business rooms, midway through the 
morning, and Anna had arrived early, after having worked out and had breakfast hours earlier, fully 
pushing any remaining jetlag out of her body on her second day in Japan. 


The room was nicely furnished, but extremely impersonal. Anna missed the courage that the 
painting of the Winged Hussars on her office gave her, or the air of familiarity that she associated 
with the cowboy scenes that adorned the walls of the office that belonged to the Agency director, 
the old man who’d once been the hero Texas Red and her longtime boss. 


Anna had arranged the meeting almost on a whim, without much of a chance to build expectations, 
without thoroughly researching Melissa’s background, and working mostly on Toga’s assessment 
of the girl. So she had the basics: Shield was a sweetheart, apparently, but her brain was sharp as a 
dagger. And Anna wanted that for her pfians. 


“T would have liked to know what the meeting was about, Mrs. Dobinek.” Melissa answered, 
politely and sweetly. Toga had a good judgement of you, kid. Now let’s see if you play ball. This 
project’s too big to have just one engineer aboard. “1 hope your time in Japan has been to your 
liking? I myself have met up with old friends and enjoyed a lovely time so far. In fact, I almost won 
a competition just yesterday.” 


“T heard so, yeah. You said “almost’?” 


“Yeah! You see, a local engineer challenged me, and luckily I had brought some gear along. My 
gear performed as designed, but hers proved superior in the end. And...and my gear lost the 
popularity contest.” Melissa said, hiding her disappointment with a good natured smile. Hatsume 
must have been unbearable after winning... 


“You win some, you lose some. But you don’t strike me as the kind of person who’d care about 
winning everything.” Anna said, “We could use that. You’re skilled, clever and balanced, and I’d 
like you on my team.” 


“Team? You'll have to explain, because all I know is that you’re American intelligence, and 
around folk like you it’s unwise to make conjectures.” Melissa said. Clever indeed. And well 
guarded. Good, I like that. Now all I need to figure out is your motivation, and how far you can 
accept the bending of rules. 


“Tl get straight to the point; shit is hitting the fan far more often now. Before, we had localized 
threats, like All for One menacing just the Japanese area. Then he threatened a whole continent, 
launched a typhoon at half the Pacific. Speed up a year later, and the #2 most wanted guy, 
Pestilentia, nearly set off bombs made of who knows what all over the world. He got careless and 
his hubris got the best of him but, in the end, it was a close call.” 


Melissa nodded along, so Anna continued, “Then we find out that half of the African War had 
been set up by the woman leading US troops, by using her spy within Ndege Mweusi’s camp to 


hype up the conflict to global levels, to get even the Russians and the Chinese scared. And she 
almost got them to hand over their troops to her. She would have had total control, but again, we 
stopped her.” 


“And the people who did all of this were your team. And your team includes Deku and Himiko 
Toga, as well as the other two, Shinsou and Mina Ashido.” Melissa concluded. “I’d assume 
everyone else on Deku’s team would at least know some of this. And given Mei Hatsume’s more 
mercenary side, I imagine she’s on board, too.” 


Anna grinned, satisfied that Melissa’s smarts had not been overstated. ““That’s pretty much it. Nice 
work on connecting dots.” 


“Two plus two is four, and this equation had very few actual variables.” Melissa said, her smile a 
bit cockier now. 


“You’re pretty good.” Anna said, “Now, the objective’s dealing with dangerous people and 
organizations, quickly and quietly. I have Agency personnel for most threats, in fact, that’s what 
Toga does as my primary asset nowadays. But some threats need different skills and powers, and I 
sense that our victories so far are nowhere near the end of the fight. There are connections between 
some of the people we’ve faced, some overt, some subtle, but there. And when the next big threat 
shows up, I want the team that will deal with it.” 


Melissa pondered Anna’s words for a few moments, then adjusted her glasses and spoke, “‘What 
would you expect of me in such a team? If my friends are already there, I assume you’re 
trustworthy, at least as much as a spook can be trustworthy. At least I trust in Deku’s moral 
compass...” 


Anna gave a half smile. J don’t suppose he told you how he helped us get Toga to her targets for 
all three of the last kills in the list All for One brainwashed into her? Midoriya understands 
compromise, even if he wants good in the end. “Tl be as honest with the people under my 
command as I can be. And as lawful. We’re not the CIA of the 1970’s, Miss Shield.” Even though 
we did absorb their assets recently... 


“Right.” Melissa said, nodding, “What would be my role?” 


“Tech development, support gear for the heroes we have. Skunkworks projects, small teams and 
highly experimental. That is, if you’d like that. I’m open to all creative suggestions. And, what’s 
more, you’d be our main liaison with I Island.” Melissa’s eyebrow raised when her home was 
mentioned. Toga had the right idea. I Island’s my angle. 


“T Island’s a pretty safe place. Strong, prosperous. An example of US diplomacy working right and 
in this world we live in, that’s pretty damn great in my mind. But they aren’t exactly a US territory 
and, as such, I am doing this carefully, through good people like you. We’d like them on board, 
with you leading any of the people that want to join my initiative.” 


Anna waited a few seconds for a response. She hoped that Mei’s pride in her homeland would only 
be stoked further when offered to lead any personnel from there. Anna could almost see gears 
turning in Melissa’s head, thinking of what scientists and heroes she’d bring aboard. 


“We dealt with a big crisis, not too long ago. The villain, just like the ones you told me about, had 
connections and...who knows, maybe a team of people from across the region might have been 
able to get there quicker than what it took Deku and I to get to the top of that damn tower. [Il think 
it over, Dobinek. I do want to help my friends fight evil, and if they’re under your banner already, 
then maybe it could be a way to do just that.” 


Melissa offered her hand across the table, “Thanks for the offer, Pll get back to you.” 


Anna shook her hand, grinning, “I wouldn’t ask for more. You know how to reach me.” She didn’t 
know if she’d be a recruit, but nothing classified had been revealed, so, even if Melissa refused in 
the end, she wouldn’t know jack shit about what was truly going on. 


And that was just the way Anna preferred it. 


With a few more pleasantries, they were done, and Anna left the hotel quickly, meeting up with 
Freya in the lobby. “How did it go?” she asked, a nice, kind smile on her lips. She’d seen how 
pissed off Anna had been at other potential recruitments when rejected, especially when called 
“imperialist” and other such adjectives. 


“She said she’d think about it.” 


“Don’t they usually say that in every interview where one doesn’t get the job?” Freya asked, 
raising her eyebrows cheekily. 


“Yeah. Every single fucking time. No idea how civilians handle that, honestly.” 


A car met them outside, not an Agency vehicle, just a rental sedan with a driver. In her rapidly 
improving Japanese, Anna gave the driver the address for the Hero Public Safety Commission 
headquarters, at a building that Freya had called an ugly brutalist hunk of cement and bad taste. In 
Anna’s opinion, while the headquarters looked like a fortress and inspired fear, it wasn’t really the 
image a government body managing dudes in spandex should have. 


The drive turned from a fifteen minute trip to a full hour, after a villain fight disrupted transport a 
few miles away and cars and buses had been diverted from the area. The driver had switched from 
a chill jazz radio station to the news, and Anna strained as best she could to hear updates on the 
villain fight. 


As usual, for Japan at least, it seemed like a lone wolf attacker. Not especially powerful, he’d been 
quickly beaten by heroes, and Anna couldn’t help but exchange a smile with Freya when the 
newscaster mentioned that the ones taking the villain out had been Midoriya’s crew, and they had 
done so bloodlessly, without killing the villain or causing collateral damage. If she had to guess, 
Deku had probably talked down the villain and put some sense into their mind; if they surrendered 
before doing more damage, he might even help them legally if possible. 


Because that was the kind of guy Izuku Midoriya had become, pushing an agenda of forgiveness 
and kindness and redemption and change, one conversation at a time. Every fight could be a chance 
to save not only the civilians, but also the villain themselves, if they took the chance. 


Would that start a grassroots shift in policies or just bankrupt Izuku through lawyer’s fees? Would 
that, combined with all the ways he gave back to the community, get him to the number one spot 
quickly? 


With the number one on Anna’s side, and a little bit of luck, Anna was sure that she could leave 
this corner of the world much safer than she’d found it, both for the countries in the area and her 
own country, which was her priority in the end. 


And after that, she was sure she could climb higher. Her boss, Holden Johns aka Texas Red, had 
made it clear that she was now on the path to succeed him, and, the more Anna thought about it, 
she had more plans and projects that would be possible in complete command. And for those Toga 
could be especially useful. 


As would the former villains that she was about to discuss with their keepers. 


“Being bored and stuck in Japan again, just like old times...” Anna said, glancing at Freya. Dressed 
in a light blue hoodie and yoga pants, pretty much nobody would have recognized the 
Shieldmaiden Hero unless they’d looked at her complex braid. 


Anna loved said braid, it was always too tempting and she had to pat it, and the soft hair was 
bouncy and puffy and even a grizzled, sarcastic spy with a big scar on her face smiled innocently. 
“You always do that!” 


“Yeah, the shampoo just gets your hair all perfect so I have to .” Freya smiled and touched Anna’s 
face gently, tracing the tips of Anna’s smile with her thumb. “And it’s the most I can do while 
there’s a driver here, anyway. Oh, look at that, it seems like the villain fight is over, look at how 
the car in front almost moved a whole meter...” 


Hana Ishigami was extremely annoyed to find that the Agency woman, Dobinek, had arrived on 
time even after a villain fight had disrupted traffic, and now sat in front of her in her office. 


Now that they were meeting in person, Ishigami could notice the slight glow of Dobinek’s eyes, 
eyes that knew far too much. 


She now remembered that they had met before, after her team had brought Izuku Midoriya and 
Himiko Toga back to Japan for medical treatment and rest, before they attempted a mission to 
capture or kill the supervillain Pestilentia. Dobinek had been just a field commander back then, and 
now, some two years later, she was handling American intelligence for all the Pacific. 


The woman had a pretty nasty scar on her face, as well as numerous smaller cuts, and desk work 
didn’t seem to have dulled the field agent’s edge, especially in her sharp, dangerous expression. 
Ishigami knew that this woman could reach out and snap her neck if she wished to, and the woman 
beside her, some kind of foreign hero that Ishigami couldn’t give a rat’s ass about, looked even 
stronger. 


But she wouldn’t be intimidated in her own office, in her own domain. Not even after the smiles 
had died minutes ago and the talk around villains that Dobinek wanted for her pet project turned 
colder. 


In the back and forth, she had agreed to consider giving over some less dangerous criminals, like a 
fighter called Rappa, that Ishigami had not even been aware of. It would do wonders for the public 
image of the Japanese government if they showed people that even villains could be saved...but it 
had to be the right ones , and some of those Ishigami wanted for her own project, which followed a 
similar objective. But the villains she used would be working for her and that was the difference. 


Ishigami would keep Twice, that was agreed. The ability to clone people was already in use to 
secure the prime minister of japan from asassination, with Twice’s second possible clone being 
kept in reserve, should Ishigami ever need it. And keeping a clone active at all times ensured that, 
should Twice ever use his power more than once, Ishigami would instantly know so. 


Dobinek had conceded that point graciously, so Ishigami had offered a number of other villains, 
like Muscular, who was refused on the grounds that “he’s a fucking asshole that nobody likes”, a 
couple of the less powerful nomus (that Ishigami had no idea how to use and didn’t eat food or 


stuff like that, and creeped her out), also refused, and the Sludge Villain, which was a gambit to 
save up on air freshener for Tartarus. 


Anna Dobinek just scrunched her nose and shook her head, “I have no use for that stinky fuck. 
Who else you got?” 


In exchange for the villains, she offered a ton of funding for the Japanese prison system (insisting 
on buying more Hatsume tech to improve conditions) and more avenues of cooperation, such as 
shared intelligence, and even partaking in more operations together. 


It was easy for Ishigami to sign away the villains they’d already discussed for Toga’s wedding, 
plus a few others, since in the end it would push the responsibility to someone else and ease the 
burden on the taxpayer; if the public knew how much the HPSC had paid in videogames for 
Tomura Shigaraki’s “well being”, there’d be riots on the streets, and Ishigami was sure that Nejire 
Hadou would not be half as persuasive against the mob as she had been against Hades Prison 
guards... 


But when Dobinek had asked for Kurogiri, directly , Ishigami’s good humour had ran out. 
“The one they call Black Mist...Kurogiri. ? ve been digging around some files-” 


“Classified ones?” Ishigami interrupted. The American grinned like some bird of prey, and her 
Norwegian girlfriend seemed proud as hell of something. 


“IT won’t discuss the sources. But I know Kurogiri’s identity, his true identity. So, if you give him 
over to us, I intend to arrange a few matters with UA high school and ask for the cooperation of 
Midnight, Eraserhead and Present Mic. It would be a short op, just going through the motions, 
really, as a support force for some ops that Oni and Seeker will be running, and teleporting would 
be of use.” Dobinek said, her bright eyes narrow, daring Ishigami to respond. 


“Seeker? Who might that be?” Ishigami asked, but from context she was pretty sure that Dobinek 
was talking about Izuku Midoriya. Figures, they have that kid so controlled he even gets a fucking 
codename. Oh well, it’s just one more thing to be on the lookout for, if he survives Hawaii. 


“We can’t really scream to the world that it’s Deku every time, so we usually pick a codename 
from a hat. Next week it’ll probably change to Bulwark or something just as boring.” Dobinek 
answered, deadpan. Called it. I wonder how much of Deku’s loyalty to the Yanks is out of fear for 
Toga’s life, if he doesn’t cooperate? Or if they could somehow be equal partners of sorts? All 
Might was bad enough with his ties to the West, I'll have to sidetrack the kid’s career if he keeps 
being so chummy with the Americans. 


“So, my plan so far is to use those two as my main team and Kurogiri and the teachers as the 
second. We would be hitting a few targets that the Agency has already identified, securing leader 
figures and VIP’s, and destroying assets. How does it sound, Ishigami?” Dobinek asked, her face 
smug, as if it was some irresistible offer. 


“T’m not giving you Kurogiri, American.” Ishigami said. The two women reacted defensively, the 
agent crossing her arms, the Norwegian hero leaning forward ever so slightly, left shoulder first. So 
you usually fight with a shield, I see. “He’s too valuable to share. I will use the people you 
suggested, for my operations, for the good of Japan. But I will not give him away.” 


Others would consider Kurogiri a person, even as a villain prisoner, but Ishigami was not among 
them. For her, the villain had gone from a drain on public resources and taxpayer yen, to a tool she 
could use, a weapon she would use, an asset that would be best kept close. it would involve at least 


one of the UA teachers that knew the guy he’d once been, but Ishigami was confident that she 
could manipulate all three if necessary. 


They all had too much to lose, especially Aizawa, and the number of things the HPSC could pin on 
him, from student endangerment at UA to making stuff about child abuse with his adopted 
daughter Eri (which anyone who knew Eraserhead would tell was fake). 


“IT won’t take credit for the idea, if it matters at all for you, but I draw the line. Don’t ask for him 
again.” Ishigami said. Hiding annoyance, Dobinek just nodded. Oh don’t be so upset, you can keep 
any villains that survive the bloodbath that I’m expecting at the wedding. Keep whatever remains 
of the heroes, too, if they are that close to you they might be useless to me one day. 


“No Kurogiri, fine. Now, I wanted to ask about Stain.” Dobinek said. Ishigami raised an eyebrow 
questioningly; Stain was too much of an ideologue and too much of a rebel to follow anyone. He 
was a man completely devoid of discipline, in Ishigami’s mind, bereft of structure, of order. He 
was a mad dog that would have made too much noise if put down. 


“What about him? I doubt he could be of use to anyone.” 


“T don’t want him for my project. Not so far, at least, but that could change.” Dobinek said, 
shrugging. 


“Someone with the ideology of just killing heroes might not be who we want in the team.” Freya, 
the hero, said. She had spoken only a couple sentences so far, with Dobinek carrying the weight of 
the discussion, but it was clear that she understood everything, and was thinking deeply about it all. 


She was just as much a threat as Dobinek. 
“What do you want to know, then?” 


“I'd like your assessment on the man. I already have the psych evaluation, but that’s just a base. I 
want the opinion of the Hero Killer’s true enemy.” Dobinek said, her sharp eyes trained on 
Ishigami’s. 


“True enemy? Stain’s killing spree had no true plan behind it. The heroes he attacked were targets 
of opportunity, only loosely classified as “fake heroes” by him. He was a violent man, and good at 
striking from ambush. Bloodcurdle is a useful Quirk for an assassin, but Stain was barely a 
tactician, never a strategist. He got people talking, but that was it. The Commission was never in 
danger from the likes of him.” 


She immediately knew that it had been the wrong choice of words, as Dobinek quickly grinned 
again, “The likes of him, is it? So someone else got much closer, I see now.” Dobinek was smart, 
maybe too smart, and aggressive about it; Ishigami could definitely see Himiko Toga respecting 
such an agent, even admiring her. 


“All power invites challenge. But the Commission has never failed. It has never been brought 
down. We have kept law and order since All for One’s shadow reign ended, and we are not giving 
up on our mission. We will keep Japan safe, secure and strong.” Ishigami said, full of conviction. 
Tiny bumps on the road like Nagant killing some of the staff and Hawks getting increasingly 
rebellious are nowhere near enough to end us. 


“Play nicely with me and we’ll make sure of that together, chief.” Dobinek said, with a cold tone 
that spoke volumes. “We’re done here. I have all the cooperation I need for a while, hopefully. Will 
we see you at the reception for the wedding?” 


“Fuck no.” Ishigami answered. First of all, she had not been invited. Second, it would have been 
impossible to hide her disdain at All Might, now that he’d lost his power and lived as a fucking dad 
. Oh how the mighty have fallen. My predecessor’s ace in the hole, and a fucking liability for me. 
You should have died in glory, All Might, and not have to live like some Quirkless dad with a fat 
wife. What a disgrace. 


And third, she would be overseeing the Hawaii operation personally, and she’d be on a plane as the 
stupid party happened. 


“Toga promised the food would be great, so it’s your loss, chief. We’ll get out of your hair.” 
Dobinek said, standing up and turning to leave. Freya followed her without a word, but Ishigami 
could feel the way the woman was scanning her surroundings, committing everything to memory. 
I shouldn’t have met them here. They know my lair now. 


The instant they left, Ishigami started to check everything again, all the data she had from the 
Iconoclast and Edgeshot, the hero she had tailing him. It seemed like the kid had made out his tail 
and stayed in his hideout, as the hero reported no movement in at least a week, while the African 
supersoldier had moved around a bit, but not revealed the location of his troop so far. 


Ishigami didn’t have many other heroes skilled enough that she could also trust enough to have 
them searching for 25 Quirkless soldiers, who would understand that it was more convenient to let 
them move around and let them shoot up weddings. So they would remain undiscovered. She 
assumed they would keep to themselves and only strike in Hawaii, and when they did, it would not 
be her problem. 


As the operation took shape it excited Ishigami more and more that it might actually succeed . 
Killing off the pesky Yank that had just polluted her office with that America first “cooperation” 
bullshit, killing the annoyance that Deku and his team could become, killing that little bitch Toga 
and the dregs of the League of Villains, all of it in a deniable attack, would be a good outcome. 


The only ways it could get better would be if her rivals within the HPSC died too, but that would 
be asking for too much, and they were useful alive, anyway. 


After double and triple checking credentials, surveillance gear requisitions and travel 
arrangements, Ishigami felt confident. Her involvement would never be revealed, she was sure of 
that, no matter who won, who survived. She would win, and risk nothing. 


When everything was done, she picked up a phone from a Faraday cage within a safe behind her 
desk, protected from any and all hacking, untraceable, already loaded with the exact same voice 
changing software she had used so far. She had two phone calls to make, both confidential, and she 
first dialed the Iconoclast’s number. 


He picked up before the second ring, answering with a tentative, “Yeah?” Ishigami had not called 
him before, handling everything through the hero and emails, which had also been encrypted. 


“This is your benefactor.” Ishigami said, feeling a smile creep up on her lips. She couldn’t help it, 
when ordering people’s deaths for the good of Japan, which was the reason she never faced Hawks 
when giving him his tasks. If he had seen how pleased she was when giving the order, he might 
have grown a conscience sooner. “‘A final packet of information will be delivered to your phone. I 
trust all travelling arrangements to Hawaii are ready?” 


“They are.” The Iconoclast, some nineteen years old, with no prior criminal charges or experience 
as a villain, would be a perfect fall guy in case he was captured. Nobody would believe him if he 
told the cops that he’d gotten information from Edgeshot, much less one of the top ten. “I secured a 


seat next to Hisashi Midoriya. Name ring a bell?” 


It did. A mid-level businessman abroad, Hisashi was Deku’s father, but apparently a lousy one and 
had never come up in records relating to his son’s hero career, not as a visitor in his hospital 
internments, not in any interviews, not as an emergency contact for Izuku. 


“Of course. The father of one target. I assume you will use the flight to gather information?” 
Ishigami had been told that the Iconoclast’s spy tradecraft was decent enough, for someone 
untrained, and she had faith he wouldn’t blow his cover when talking to some asshole deadbeat dad 
in between crappy airline meals. 


“Yeah, that’s my latest update. We’ re ready and...thanks.” 


“Don’t thank us yet.” Ishigami said, letting the voice changer shift the pitch of the us for added 
intimidation. “Complete your plan and go to ground. You may never see Japan again, but you can 
disappear in Hawaii if you’re clever.” 


“T don’t care about a return trip. Revenge is so close...and it’s all that matters.” Ishigami rolled her 
eyes. Revenge was such a basic reason to want someone dead that she even preferred a simple “I 
don’t like them” as an excuse. 


“Do not fail, Iconoclast. Get your revenge. Good luck.” Relishing a few last seconds of voice 
changer, Ishigami waited for a response. 


“Pll kill them. PI kill them all. All Might, Bakugou, Midoriya, the League of Villains. It’s their 
fault, all of them. They will pay.” The young man cut the call, thankfully, and Ishigami felt a step 
closer to directly overseeing a battle on foreign soil. 


Without missing a beat, she called Edgeshot. The ninja hero had been a good tool so far, and she 
was sure he’d like the new objective for his mission. “Good night, ma’am. What can the Lurkers 
and I do for you?” 


“Just you. Keep the others out of the loop for a while longer. Pack a bag, you’re heading to 
Hawaii.” 


“You want me to take part in the fight?” Edgeshot asked, his voice tensing ever so slightly. “On 
which side?” 


“No, you will stay away from it, watch it unfold. I want to know who wins.” 
“Ma’am, it'll be a bloodbath.” Edgeshot answered coolly. “Go on.” 


“If the Iconoclast gets his revenge, I want you to kill him. I want you to kill those Quirkless freaks 
he recruited, and his little gang of friends. If he dies, and you have the chance, I will give you a list 
of people. They are likely threats to our nation.” 


She heard Edgeshot give a sigh, then say, “Sure. But, I have to warn you, they would be targets of 
opportunity. Incredibly well protected. Hawaiian heroes would be around, most likely.” 


“Bah. Are you a fucking hero or what? Do your job, ninja, or we will be regretting this in five or 
ten years, you can be sure of that.” Ishigami sent a list of five names through a secure messaging 
app, and she heard Edgeshot bristle. Did I push too far? 


“These names...I don’t agree with them all. I will only kill three. You know which.” Ishigami did 
know, which was why she had sent two test names, to see where Edgeshot’s boundaries lay. She 


was pleased she had guessed right. 


“Good enough. Pack sunscreen and flipflops, you leave ASAP.” 


Three soldiers worked silently, securing the wrists and ankles of Nikela Ngengonyama. He was a 
lance corporal, once in command of three others, before the enemies had captured him. Separated 
from his unit, it had been a miracle that he had escaped and been able to join the others, who were 
mostly from two other units. 


Now he had been picked by the leader, an officer of the Mlima Kikosi called Ubuyile, or 
Silverback, for a mission that he was apparently best suited for. 


Nikela had not known Ubuyile before the escape at that prison in Eritrea months earlier, but now 
he felt that he knew a thing or two of the man, starting with the name; Silverback was only a 
nickname, that he had gotten in his unit in some anecdote that he hadn’t yet told the others. 


As a supersoldier, Ubuyile represented everything that the Kingdom of Mbele stood for; true 
humanity rising up to meet the demons as their superiors, so he had been embraced as the leader of 
the soldiers with no question, since there had been no officers among them. 


Ubuyile had led them from Africa to the Middle East, then to Southeast Asia and now to Japan. He 
had been informed of the true identities of the people who had taken the king and forced all the 
generals to kneel for the demons, a couple of puny Japanese demons whose names Nikela had 
never been able to pronounce, and the troop had followed eagerly, with purpose. 


They had journeyed in the shadows, using all they had learned as soldiers to trek through the lands 
they set foot upon, and, in the hardest task one could ask of them, they had held their fire against 
the demons, and they had even worked with them to get to Japan. 


Nikela had thought that the demons couldn’t get worse when he had been taken prisoner, but now 
he knew that they could be bribed and were willing to betray their own kind, and that only caused 
him to hate them more. But if Ubuyile’s strategy needed the soldiers to fight alongside demons to 
avenge their king, it was a sacrifice Nikela would gladly endure. 


In their camp at an abandoned port warehouse, the three others finally finished shackling Nikela. 
He trusted his leader, who stood away from the soldiers, shadowed by one of the demons who 
would fight beside them, a strange one with a mask called “Ghost” in English. 


Nikela had only met that one and the leader, a young one called “Iconoclast”, also in English, who 
had some violence in his eyes that reminded Nikela of his days as a recruit, back when he was 
young, before all the combat augmentations took the fear away and left only hate. So far, Nikela 
disliked them both because he couldn’t understand the accents of English they spoke. 


“Are you ready, soldier?” Ubuyile asked. 
“Sir, yes sir!” Nikela answered, as the others looked on. 


“Let’s leave.” Ubuyile pointed at a car in the warehouse entrance, and Nikela started walking 
towards it. His steps were short, as his ankles were bound, but he walked proudly and sat in the 
backseat confidently. “We picked you for this task because the troop would lose unit cohesion if 


anyone else did it. And I know you are strong. As we speak, the Iconoclast's people prepare for the 
trek. Staking out the reception party of today had no use, so we will not do it.” 


The masked demon, ghost, sat on the driver’s seat, and Ubuyile sat beside Nikela, but his gaze 
looked out the car as they drove away. The demon took them through side roads and alleyways for 
a while, as they left the port of Tokyo and got deeper into the urban sprawl. 


Compared to the underground capital of Mbele, Bonde Siri, Tokyo was a badly organized shithole, 
in Nikela’s mind. The trains looked efficient enough, but the demons were so backwards that cars 
and roads still played a big part in their transportation. 


It was late at night, so they came across few cars, and nobody seemed to look their way as the took 
a path towards an area of town that looked absolutely wrecked. The area was several blocks across, 
with some buildings refurbished but just as many still in ruins, with occasional flickers of orange 
lights; squatters using fire to keep themselves warm. 


A memorial statue of some demon with horns stood in the middle of the area, at the end of a large 
park, flattened as if by a godlike force and then covered with grass, cobblestone paths and young 
trees. 


Ubuyile parked among some ruins, within sight of the statue, and Nikela chanced a closer look as 
he got out from the car; the statue depicted a demon, yes, but the horns were actually hair. Savages. 
Those without horns are willing to shape hair to have some. Demons to the core. 


The supersoldier and the demon guided Nikela deeper into the ruins, through twists and turns that 
he was unsure he could ever remember, if he got lost. They finally arrived at one house that looked 
as if it had been hit by a bomb, and Ubuyile pointed at ten duffle bags that were laying around, 
below a canvas tarp. 


“One week and a half, just as he said.” Ubuyile muttered, unzipping one of the bags and nodding at 
the contents, satisfied. “Ghost, watch this cargo. When I return, we must bring it to the car.” 


By then Nikela was used to seeing Ubuyile speak in English, and he understood every word. When 
“T" return, he says? So my task is here. Tell me what to do, leader. “Lance corporal, follow me 
down the stairs.” Ubuyile reached down and lifted a trapdoor, so well hidden that Nikela had not 
spotted it at all, and they both started walking down. 


At the bottom they found a dark chamber, the walls lined up by tubes that reminded Nikela of 
those where some of his chemical augmentations had taken place in. And in them swam deformed 
bodies, with their brains exposed. 


He had been altered to feel no fear, but, as his eyes adjusted to the gloom and he could see more 
creatures outside the tanks , he could feel that old fight or flight response tugging at his nerves. He 
wanted to turn around and run; he knew what the creatures were. 


Ubuyile had brought him to a den of demonic sorcery, that was clear. The unholy creatures, the 
“nomus’”’, closed in around them, and the supersoldier made no move to draw a weapon and kill 
them. They are the most dreadful abominations possible, sir! Why...why aren’t you fighting ? Why 
did you bring me here? Am I...am 1 a sacrifice? How...how can you deal with devils...only for 
revenge? 


Nikela was too proud to cry out in anger or the fear he had not once felt when slaughtering the 
Quirked demons in the villages and towns of Africa, or when battling the American troops. He 
only saw the creatures close in, and a man approach, his entire head covered in a grey mask. 


“Welcome again, friend! And your end of the bargain!” the man said, “I left my end upstairs, did 
my part. Now...now the real science can begin!” The man was dressed in the kind of white coat 
demon doctors used, much less advanced than the silky robes that Mbele doctors and scientists 
donned, and under that the man wore some kind of business suit. 


The man approached slowly, his head bobbing from side to side, the green half light of the 
medicine tanks not revealing if the splotches on his coat were blood. Nikela was sure that they 
were blood. His pride failed him, and Nikela tried to turn and run, but cold hands held his shoulders 
and spun him around again. 


His uniform insulated him from the touch of the Nomu creatures, but their grip was iron and 
pushed him down to the floor. He was forced to his knees, then a new hand reached out from the 
darkness and grabbed his scalp, pulling so he would face the man again. 


“You can go now, Silverback!” The man, who Nikela assumed was some kind of demon doctor, 
got closer, far too close. Behind him, Nikela heard Silverback’s footsteps fading away, up the 
stairs. The supersoldier had abandoned him at the devil’s home. 


Now the doctor touched Nikela’s face, wearing nitrile gloves that were caked in old blood. He had 
a manic energy about him, and Nikela knew that, if he had not been altered, he would be screaming 
in abject terror right about now. 


“My father’s legacy is...is too daunting. He created so many wonderful, wonderful things!” the 
doctor declared, screaming at Nikela’s ears, “Synthesized Quirks, extending life itself, bringing the 
dead back to life...in a fashion. And I? I don’t have half the brainpower! I have lived my whole life 
under his shadow...I sacrificed my own son, my wife, my life...[ have given EVERYTHING!” 


Nikela had no idea what was going on, and it was all he could do to keep a calm face. 


“Tt has never been enough. I am not brilliant. But Iam a scientist, I am my father’s son, and the 
legacy must live on. I will follow his journals, I will do everything I can to reach for this star. It...it 
might be only a futile dream. But it CAN NOT DIE WITH HIM.” 


“What...what-” 


“Tam Tsubasa, son of Tsubasa, also known as Garaki, also known as Ujiko, also known as Steiner, 
also known as Sokolov, also known as Lopez, you get the picture. My father had many 
names...And it was high time I chose a name for myself, just like my father did. An alias.” The man 
took off the mask, and Nikela’s gaze was fixed upon the man’s insane, crying eyes. He wiped 
them, but they only looked more threatening when irritated and bloodhsot. “I think....[ think that 
“the Synthetic” will serve my purposes, for the time being.” 


The Synthetic gave a few commands in Japanese, and the Nomus started dragging Nikela away. 
All of his pride was gone now, and the fear, although chemically dulled, overwhelmed him at last, 
and he cried like a child. “You, my Quirkless friend, will be the first of my creatures, my very own 
Nomus!” 


Half a ceremony and a Reception 


Mitsuki Bakugou had made it explicitly clear that she only attended theShinto ceremony and the 
reception event for Izuku’s wedding because she was Inko’s friend, nothing else. To say that she 
didn’t care for Himiko Toga was a big understatement. 


But unlike her son, who shared, and even surpassed, her distaste for Toga, Mitsuki knew why it 
made sense that Izuku would choose someone like Toga; they were both once rejects, outcasts. He 
saw her as a kindred spirit, and that was a strong force for attraction, feeling they were together 
against the world. 


And, even if the girl made her skin crawl, Mitsuki did agree that the two looked like a couple in 
love. Standing with Inko and All Might, with Masaru at her side, and a grumbling Katsuki a few 
feet ahead, with Eijirou, Mitsuki watched as the couple went through the motions of a traditional 
Shinto wedding, and looked great while doing so. 


She had spotted Hisashi too, but he stood far away from Inko, and even further away from All 
Might, in Mitsuki’s mind. The drama there was rather nasty, and, as Inko’s friend, she knew all 
about it . So whenever Hisashi entered her field of view, it made Mitsuki sneer. 


This ceremony was all just theatre, she knew. She had not known a single devout Shintoist 
throughout her life, and Inko was not a believer in those old ways. It was all just an excuse; for 
Inko to show off a snazzy kimono, for Izuku to have a party right after with his friends, for Toga to 
get photographed by the paparazzi as if she was just a normal girl, a joyful bride at that, and not a 
kidnapper, murderer and torturer. 


It was pure propaganda, she thought, as her eyes wandered towards a couple of photographers, one 
of them wearing a vest embroidered with the logos of a social newspaper and holding a Detnerat 
camera. Mitsuki made a mental note to get one of those for the clothes she designed, it looked like 
a damn good piece of tech. 


She had a favorable opinion of Detnerat, in general. Sure, they did outsource some of the 
manufacture to China, but then again, who didn’t these days? In their hero division they came out 
with good stuff, and they were the support company that outfitted Katsuki, and that was what 
mattered the most; they were doing more than anyone to keep Katsuki alive in the field, and to 
bolster his power in any way imaginable. 


She guessed it made sense that they worked so well with Katsuki, given that the company’s 
mission was to “liberate Quirks to become true super powers”. 


The Midoriyas had booked a spot at the Shinto temple of Musutafu, by the shrines that people 
usually flocked to on New Year’s and other holidays. The temple was not too old, having been 
built on top of a hill after a villain battle had levelled some empty office buildings in its place 
twenty years back. 


Mitsuki assumed it was likely the centre of traditional Japanese religion in Musutafu. The shrine 
maidens selling charms would be a stone’s throw away, Mitsuki knew, but inside the courtyard all 
was still and picturesque, perfect for the photoshoots that were the main attraction. 


The courtyard had a little pond with stepping stones, with a small shrine in the centre, where Izuku 
and Toga were walked through the myriad of steps of the Shinto wedding by a priest, with a miko, 
a shrine maiden, to the left of them. The water under them flowed lazily, clear, and koi fish could 


be seen. 


Mitsuki imagined the water was pretty cold, as befit the autumn climate, and briefly pictured Toga 
tripping and falling into the pond. She figured it was a pretty immature thing to imagine, but the 
fantasy still gave her some small enjoyment. With those traditional slippers why don’t you just slip 
? Oh god, did I just joke like Masaru? 


She knew it would only be twenty or thirty minutes, but in her mind t all seemed like it would take 
hours, so Mitsuki looked around the crowd. Most of the men were young, Izuku’s age, his close 
friends. She recognized a few, like Todoroki, since Katsuki had spoken of him with high regards, 
and a tall one that she identified as Ingenium’s brother, Iida. 


Since it was a more private ceremony, with just close friends of the couple, she didn’t see many of 
her son’s friends, except the cheerful pink girl Ashido, who stood beside a dour-looking guy that 
seemed somewhat familiar. 


After a good look at the guy’s features, the sharp eyes and the long indigo hair, Mitsuki concluded 
that he had to be an “‘acquaintance” of her son’s, as she had seen him around social media pictures 
he’d posted, usually getting teased by the pink girl or Kaminari, another of Katsuki’s friends. What 
did he call him, Troll Hair? Yeah. 


Those two wore matching kimonos, which looked cute, but not especially fashionable in the 
colours they’d chosen, with gold obi that looked gaudy rather than elegant. But she overlooked it, 
turning off her designer’s eyes, and kept looking around. 


Inko and All Might also matched, but just with the pattern on their outfits, and they had chosen 
colours that made Inko look drop dead gorgeous and old Toshinori look absolutely majestic. And 
Mitsuki also noticed that he sported a healthier weight than when she’d last met them, which made 
her really glad. 


With them was Mei Hatsume, who had repeatedly mumbled about japanese weddings having no 
best man duties and how grateful she was about it. Mitsuki noticed that she was wearing the same 
kimono from her graduation, or at least a very similar one, and it suited her well enough. 


Like nearly everyone who used the internet nowadays, Mitsuki had seen plenty of Hatsume, in ads 
all around social media and all kinds of apps. Mitsuki blamed that on her own searches on hero 
stuff to see if it could help Katsuki or feature him and his friends, and with how intrinsically tied 
Hatsume seemed to be with the hero world. 


In the ads she appeared as confident and intelligent. Other people might call her attitude arrogant 
and cocky, but Mitsuki liked Hatsume’s personality as a salesperson, at least. And Katsuki claimed 
that her gear had saved his life in one occasion, so Mitsuki regarded her with a lot of silent 
respect...because she didn’t imagine she might get a word in if she attempted to talk with the 
inventor girl. 


Next to Mei was a pair of Americans, one of them All Might’s age, dressed in a suit. He had 
admitted to All Might earlier that he had felt wrong and weird donning a kimono as an outsider, 
and thus had chosen a dark tux that, while not a tailored suit, fit him perfectly. 


Mitsuki could thus tell that the man was used to public events, conferences and galas. And he was 
damn good at it. He had introduced himself as David Shield, and Katsuki had worked very hard at 
hiding his excitement when talking with the man earlier, but he was Mitsuki’s son, and she knew 
just how much he had loved the moment. 


With David Shield was a daughter, Melissa. Tall and pretty, wearing contacts and her hair pulled 
into a traditional bun, she seemed to have embraced the Japanese costume her father had been to 
embarrassed to take, and she looked completely at ease next to Hatsume, with banter that seemed 
half technical data and half pointed comments on the event, as if they were planning some giant 
robot battle one comment and gossiping like pals the next. 


She couldn’t yet place the girls as either friends or rivals, and she imagined it was a similar 
situation to Katsuki and Izuku, with a “nice” person and a confident, skilled person ending up as a 
pair that might save the world or end it in their struggle. 


Mitsuki’s eyes drifted back to Izuku and Toga. 


If she could compliment Toga on one thing, it was her fashion choices. That red and white kimono 
was the absolute perfect choice for her pale skin tone and blush covered cheeks, making the 
colours stand out strikingly. The pattern was organic and vibrant, with complex figures in red 
string, but from a distance, they looked like droplets of blood. 


Her obi was a dark green tone that seemed to match Izuku’s hair colour; matching the partner’s 
hair for events and weddings was an increasing trend ever since Quirks had made dark hair the 
minority, and added individuality to every bride’s outfit. 


From what Mitsuki knew, Toga usually kept her hair in two buns, one on each side of her head, and 
the buns usually were an absolute mess, but tonight she pulled her hair back into a single bun, 
pinned in place by twin sticks that seemed to be made of steel and sharpened to a deadly tip. 


Izuku dressed more conservatively, his kimono, hakama, himo belt and his zori sandals were the 
traditional colours, but his haori had a pattern in green along the sleeves and collar, and instead of a 
family crest, he seemed to be wearing a version of his hero logo in a “traditional” style...which had 
to be Hatsume’s idea. 


The two went over the san-san-ku-do part of the ceremony now, in which the bride and groom 
have to take drinks from sake cups in a very specific order. Mitsuki remembered that segment of 
her wedding vividly, with her thought process being all about how gorgeous Masaru looked in his 
kimono, how weak the sake was in its alcohol content, and how fast the ceremony was going... 


This time, though, it was eternal. She watched as the couple drank the sake dutifully and wondered 
if any of them was a heavy drinker. With Izuku’s Quirk being super strength, Mitsuki had an 
inkling that it probably made him less of a lightweight than a goody two shoes like him would 
usually be, and with UA having become a boarding school, she had been hearing about alcohol in 
the parties since second year, so maybe the kid had developed some resistance there. 


For a moment Mitsuki considered if her own son might be a lightweight, easily overcome by 
booze. She preferred not to know, or she might use it to tease her son someway. 


As Toga took one of the sips reserved for the bride, Mitsuki watched attentively. You’d rather be 
drinking blood from some kidnapped victim in a basement, straight out of an artery, wouldn’t you? 
I don’t buy any of it, Toga, and neither does Katsuki. My son’s not so easily tricked as all your 
sycophants. 


The traditional drinks would be over soon, Mitsuki knew, so her gaze wandered again, over Vlad 
King and a scrawny college kid with blonde hair and a crimson kimono, and in the back she found 
two foreign women, their eyes scanning the entire venue. Both were tall, one of them dressed in a 
pantsuit, the other one in a dress, and they stood together with a closeness that suggested they were 
a couple. 


The one in the pantsuit had vibrant green eyes that seemed to glow, and a nasty scar on her face 
that would require a metric ton of concealer to hide, but it didn’t make her ugly, just intimidating, 
scary. The other one sported biceps that would rival Miruko’s, and her hair was braided with such 
complexity that Mitsuki couldn’t help but admire the work. 


For some reason, Mitsuki felt absolutely certain that those two women were armed, and they were 
likely the ones in charge of Toga’s “imprisonment” in that little house next to the American 
embassy, where her sentence seemed to be mostly about playing house with Izuku, but did 
somehow feature trips abroad that caused Inko to be absolutely smug when asked about it, often 
replying it was “classified” or “If I told you’ I'd have to kill you”. 


That latter response had gotten Masaru legitimately scared one time, but thankfully he’d 
understood it was a joke three days of fear later and had felt braver next time they’d had coffee 
with Inko. 


Mitsuki averted her gaze the moment the scarred woman’s eyes met hers, feeling a chill run down 
her spine. She’s a bitch, I can tell. Better hope I don’t have to talk to her ever in my life...And that 
she treats Toga as she deserves. 


Mitsuki watched on as the priest skipped over the ring ceremony segment of the Shinto wedding, 
explaining that he had been asked by the families of the couple to save the moment for the 
Christian wedding to come. 


The poor man looked a bit hurt at not completing the wedding according to tradition, but he was 
probably floating in cash to officiate the little ceremony anyway, Mitsuki imagined, and she 
guessed the dude would just clean his devout Shinto tears with thousand yen bills for tonight. 


“Finally...let’s raise a toast, for the couple! For Izuku and Himiko! Kampai !” the priest called, and 
the immediate families of both groom and bride approached and toasted with sake. Mitsuki felt her 
eyes grow wide with shock as the scrawny blond teenager and Vlad King toasted, because that 
meant they were Toga’s family . 


“What the fuck...” Mitsuki muttered, so softly that only Masaru could hear her, and he raised an 
eyebrow. “They didn’t tell us, Masaru.” Mitsuki said, still softly. Did Katsuki know about this? Did 
Inko just “forget” to tell us? She’s related to a fucking UA teacher? How did nobody figure this 
out? Her name doesn’t match but...Fuck this shit. 


“They were well within their right to keep that private, love.” Masaru replied, but he shook his 
head. He was shaken, too. It...it has to be a recent thing. Maybe she grew up apart from Vlad King, 
and he had no idea she was a villain. “Himiko Toga” might be a pseudonym, a nom de guerre 
even, and there’s a shit ton of people with blood Quirks anyway, who could have known? 


Mitsuki decided to confront Inko about that issue later. Maybe Inko and Vlad King and everyone 
else had climbed aboard the Toga train of forgiveness and smiles, but if the connection somehow 
put UA in danger, something had to be done about it. 


The kampai was done in a few minutes more, then the true ceremony began in front of the cameras. 
First the couple was photographed, and the two even posed a little, which would have been cute if 
Mitsuki didn’t have the certainty that those two could probably destroy an entire country if they 
really tried. 


She looked more closely at the socials photographer, and saw that he also had a Shoowaysha 
Publishing badge. Odd, I didn’t know that company owned that paper. Recent acquisition? 


Shoowaysha was a titan of media, with a hand in everything from shoujo romance manga to hard 
hitting non-fiction, passing through newspapers, podcasts, a nationwide news channel and a dozen 
local news shows, and even an anime series with a team of vigilantes in Rome calling themselves 
the “Liberatores”, which was growing popular enough that even middle aged women heard about 
it. 


The other photographer seemed to be with whatever company had organized the wedding, and, by 
the time the family pictures were organized, two more cameramen had shown up. 


In the final few shots, Mitsuki stood between her husband and her son, both of them taller than her, 
in the second row, with Inko standing next to Katsuki, and All Might next to her. And next to All 
Might was Hisashi, who didn’t seem to be enjoying that too much and shuffled a few millimetres 
away every time All Might boomed with laughter or made a good natured comment to Inko. 


Izuku stood in the front, with Toga beside him, their hands clasped confidently, their shoulders 
touching, their gazes glued to each other except for the moments where the camera people asked 
them to stare ahead. 


On Izuku’s other side stood the indigo haired kid, that Mitsuki had now remembered was called 
Shinsou (from a sudden memory of Ashido yelling the name one time when Katsuki had invited his 
friends over for pizza and video games), and on Toga’s side stood Hatsume. The two foreign 
women did not join the photoshoot at all, and eyed the whole thing with distrust. 


At a closer distance, Mitsuki could really tell how smitten poor Izuku was with Toga. His face was 
very open, unguarded and honest; there was no point in lying about his feelings, that was clear. It 
was a proud face, the face of someone who had gone through far too much shit to get to where he 
was. 


Mitsuki liked Izuku, she even admired him a little. Inko had told Mitsuki and Masaru, in 
confidence, that Izuku’s Quirk had been passed down by All Might, so Mitsuki couldn’t help but 
respect the way Izuku had caught up and become a pro hero on his own terms. 


And she knew that, from the beginning, the kid had a strong moral compass, product of Inko’s 
teachings as much as Sunday morning cartoons where All Might spouted aesops. Izuku was 
absolutely certain that he was doing the right thing by marrying Toga, that was now apparent. 


And Toga...up close, she looked different. Infamous as she was for being able to perfectly 
impersonate anyone, Mitsuki could see that Toga was not being anyone else today. She was 
herself, truly and completely. That self was markedly dangerous, Mitsuki could see, but also 
honestly in love. 


It gave her pause. She was evil. Could Izuku change her somehow? Maybe, if she can respect the 
laws and stay teh fuck away from my family, she might be okay. Or not. She’ll determine that, not 
me. Just try me. 


Finally, the camera flashes ended and with them, the ceremony. Izuku Midoriya and Himiko Toga 
were now married in the eyes of the old Japanese gods Izanagi and Izanami...sort of. Since they 
hadn’t exchanged rings or vows here, saving the surprise for the Christian wedding, Mitsuki had 
no idea what the gods would think...and frankly she didn’t care. All she wanted now was to share a 
couple glasses of champagne with Inko, hear a few stories of the Shields, who looked interesting as 
hell, and give the stink eye to Hisashi. 


The families and guests all thanked the priest and the miko, who politely complimented everyone’s 
kimonos, and then started walking downhill to a hotel they’d rented for all the gift giving and 


booze drinking of the night. 


The paparazzi stayed with them, taking some nice shots of Izuku and Toga as they climbed down 
the steps and passed through the Torii gate at the base of the small hill, and then started dispersing, 
with the best photo opportunities already taken; a shot of a promising hero and a villain honoring 
ancient tradition was much more valuable than a pic of them getting gifted a set of crappy All 
Might brand silverware. 


By the time they reached the hotel, even the Shoowaysha reporter had peeled off, but instead they 
had been joined by dozens of people, many of them pro heroes, some of them UA teachers. Mitsuki 
spotted a couple notables, like Hawks and Edgeshot, who mostly stayed by the sidelines as 
everyone moved to a party hall. 


Soon alcohol and food were served, and music played, with lights and a fog machine getting added 
into the mix. Ashido and Shinsou were the first to take to the dance floor, still in their kimonos, 
then Izuku and Toga, and soon dozens more had joined them. Grinning, Mitsuki pulled Masaru to 
the dance floor, as Katsuki looked on with dismay and embarrassment at their out of fashion 
moves. 


Izuku Midoriya felt absolutely happy and fulfilled in life. Dressed in a traditional kimono (with a 
heroic Deku flair, in Mei’s words), he had just taken part in the marriage ceremony that his 
ancestors had experienced decades past. He felt connected to his roots, he felt as if entire 
generations looked down on him and smiled, approving. 


He didn’t know if those looking down were his family or old gods or even the previous bearers of 
One for All, that he had seen in half-remembered dreams. One for All kept them alive, as a silent 
whisper, a presence in the back of his mind whenever he felt doubts. 


But today he’d felt no doubts. He was absolutely certain of his course of action, as was the girl he 
had chosen for the rest of his life in the eyes of those gods that he didn’t really believe in, but he 
respected the ceremony nonetheless. 


Himiko looked absolutely stunning in the wedding kimono, that she had specifically ordered to 
look like it was blood splattered from afar. She’d also chosen the chopsticks on her hairbun to be 
steel spikes, not just to protect herself (as the kimono’s skirt allowed her to hide knives of any 
length underneath) but just to look cool. 


And Izuku thought they did look cool. 


He simply couldn’t take his eyes off her today, and everytime their eyes met, he was shaken to the 
core. He knew that Himiko was beautiful every day of the week, and that she was far too amazing 
for him to only focus on her appearance, even for a moment, but today...today she just took his 
breath away, like a vision from out of a dream. 


They joked and laughed and spun around the dance floor, clumsy in their traditional clothes. 
Himiko whispered sweet nothings in his ear as the music played, and it seemed as if the entire 
world looked on as Izuku almost tripped with his sandals and nearly fell, but Himiko caught him. 


They laughed again and again, and danced around with their friends. Hitoshi and Mina danced 
great and next to them Izuku felt like a klutz, but he did not care at all. He was all smiles today and 


he felt as if everyone smiled with him, even if only for a moment. 


“Hey Izu-Izu?” Himiko asked, meeting his gaze as they moved a bit to let Inko and All Might pass, 
dancing with even less care than Izuku and Himiko. “The playlist’s fine but...does it have our 
song?” 


Izuku shook his head, “I... asked for them to save it for the wedding night! Itll...it’Il be the last 
song of the night!” The song in question was a melancholy adagio by Bach that they’d danced to 
when caught under the rubble of a ruined building in Okinawa, when destiny and coincidence had 
brought them together and forced them to truly get to know each other. 


It had been where their life together had truly started, he knew, more than their first meeting at the 
forest or any of the small battles in between. Back then she had a leg injury, and all of his dancing 
knowledge had come from a couple of lessons Mina had given him, so they hadn’t been much 
better than today, where they were hampered by their kimonos. 


“The last...are you sure? It...1t always gets me emotional, that song. I...1 remember it now, you 
know? Mom and dad...they put that music for me sometimes, before bed. It made me feel so 
peaceful.” She smiled and gave his nose a quick, cheeky kiss. “Just like you. I feel safe now...and I 
don’t want this to go away anytime soon.” 


Izuku moved Himiko closer to him, their bodies hugging as they shuffled awkwardly and called it 
dancing. He clasped his arms around her, their warmth mingling together. The party hall was open 
to a garden on one side, and the fresh October breeze was free to move around, so their shared 
warmth was extra comfortable. 


“T.... want this to last forever, Himiko. I want it to stay just like this. Us, our family, the smiles, the 
laughter... want every day to be like this.” Izuku said, speaking into Himiko’s ear as the new song 
was louder than the last. 


It also had a faster tempo, but he didn’t honestly care enough to follow it. “Just like today? L...I 
think it would be...” Himiko said, then she burst out laughing, “Including sharing that crappy 
sake?” 


Izuku let out a laugh too, “I...I thought it wasn’t that bad!” 


“Izu-Izu, if we ever get to keep a bottle of that crap, I will only use it for disinfecting wounds!” 
Himiko said, giggling low and husky. 


“The priest said something, I think...About it representing the ups and downs of married life?” 
Izuku suggested, and Himiko laughed again. He felt her body vibrate against his as she laughed, 
and that made him feel well and truly alive. 


“That...that does sound like a plausible explanation for cheap, subpar booze!” Himiko said, “I 
honestly didn’t pay attention to the priest, I just...1 just wanted to devour you with kisses! That 
kimono is just...”” Himiko let out a low growl right in Izuku’s ear, wild and primal, that made his 
entire body shake. “And the little fluffy belt thingy? What’s it called? Help me out, I was raised in 
assassin school, I’m a bit lost...” 


“It’s a himo belt!” Izuku said. He’d memorized the parts of the wedding kimono when it had been 
handed it to him by Mei, as a custom work by one of her tailor contacts, who’d also crafted 
Himiko’s outfit. 


“It’s so fluffy!” Himiko said, giggling, patting the himo’s centre ball, that Izuku had to agree was 


fluffy. Her hands then traced up from the belt, from his stomach to his chest, “This fabric is rich ! 
The embroidery is really simple but so clean. I can picture some fashionista like...like Best Jeanist 
or your French pal-” 


“Yuuga? Oh yeah, he’s stylish, did you see the suit he brought? He’s over there dancing alone.” 
Izuku said, pointing at his fabulous friend. Aoyama looked back at Izuku, the two exchanged a 
wave and a big smile, then the Frenchman returned to his dramatic, completely devoid of rhythm, 
weird and wonderful posing. 


“T thought he was trying to shake off ants or something!’ Himiko said, snickering. Her hands then 
moved to Izuku’s neckline, which plunged about halfway down his chest. He had been given an 
undershirt to wear with the kimono, but now he was pretty sure that someone had hidden it so he’d 
attend the ceremony with half his chest out in the open... 


“These little green stitchings are like icing on a cake.” Himiko said, grinning, “Although...” Her 
hands now openly touched his chest, and Izuku felt a bit of embarrassment, but at the same time it 
made him feel absolutely invincible to have Himiko appreciate him so openly. “This cleavage is 
the best part... can already imagine your fanclub’s thirst on tomorrow’s threads!” 


“You'll join in on the thirst, I guess?” he asked, as Himiko now wrapped her hands around his 
neck. 


“Of course! “Admin Fangs” is the thirstiest...because she can actually quench that thirst with her 
love!” Himiko said, then tapped his kimono’s outer coat, the haori, “Izu-Izu, this outfit’s just 
giving me all these umm...samurai-era fantasies...” Himiko licked her lips, “But seriously, now. 
It’s a great outfit!” 


“And yours is even better!” Izuku said. “It...really shows off your adorable blush! And when you 
smile it just..it is just so perfect! And it looks like blood from a distance, which is just...so you !” 
Then, feeling a bit bolder than usual (at least when in public), he whispered, “And I can’t wait to 
take it off you at home!” 


Himiko moved back, grinning and blushing very lewdly, and Izuku felt his entire face heating up, 
to Himiko’s delight. When she answered back, her voice was sultry and seductive, “Just rip it off 
me, I want it. I want you! I can wait for home but...'ll be thinking about it.” 


She gave his ear a small, sharp bite, then said, “I'll be thinking about it all night long .” 


After that it was a bit awkward to dance with their bodies hugging, as Izuku knew that sooner or 
later everyone would catch onto Himiko’s teasing as it got lewder, so they agreed to go and look at 
the gifts, their hands innocently clasped together as if Himiko wasn’t whispering in his ear every 
few minutes with more suggestions for the night. 


At one of the party hall’s ends they found Inko and Toshinori, who’d tired of dancing a bit sooner 
and looked to be having a great time, and they also found Aizawa, his former teacher, and Emi 
Fukukado, also known as Ms. Joke, who were placing their gifts in the pile that had formed. 


Joke wore a bright orange dress, while the sensei dressed in a black dress shirt and slacks, with an 
orange scarf around his neck. 


“Sir! I’m glad you could make it to the reception!” Izuku said when he reached the two teachers, 
“Ms. Joke, thank you so much for coming!” 


“It’s not been too bad so far.” Aizawa said, with a shrug. “We had our fun and said hello, but most 


of the people that we trust to babysit Eri are in that dance floor so we won’t stay long.” 


“Oh don’t listen to this ol’ sourpuss! It’s been absolutely AWESOME! Did we see how we 
danced?” Joke said, her smile radiant. 


Izuku had been too smitten by Himiko to notice any couple on the dancefloor that wasn’t a meter or 
two away, and thus he had no idea if the teachers had even danced, but thankfully Himiko 
answered for him, “Sure thing! You looked like you were having fun! How do you call that, you 
know-” Himiko said, then mimicked a completely bizarre dance move that seemed to involve a 
whole act of mime work. 


“T call it “a night of standup comedy in a dreadful place!”, with the exclamation mark of course. 
The title was picked out of a hat Shouta owns, this one time when we were drinking wine with 
Nemuri and Hizashi...So I improvised!” 


Izuku was stunned, “Sensei, you own a hat?” 


Aizawa looked to the heavens in utter embarrassment, then said, “Yes. It...it is a top hat. And 
every time I throw it out, Hizashi sneaks into my home and places it in a new spot. Eri and Hitoshi 
are in on the prank and Emi...wll...” 


“Joke’s my name, baby!” Joke said, then gave a warm chuckle. “The hat’s velvet lined, by the 
way. Bright pink velvet. It’s fabulous!” 


“If you were still my student I’d expel you just for knowing about the hat, Midoriya. 
Anyway...Emi?” 


She picked a bag covered in circus-themed wrapping paper and presented it directly, “This one’s 
from me!” From the inside she produced a pack of game cards, still in their box, that Izuku 
immediately identified as a rather rowdy card game. 


“This is the newest, wildest edition of Cards Against Heroes! I worked with the writing team, [ll 
have you know...Added instant classics like “Headmaster Nedzu is...”, “The country is under 
threat from a new villain,” and “...a secret All Might lovechild” and “Eraserhead high on catnip”! 
Also featuring my favorite response, “A Nomu who wears a ballcap and is undetectable”. Very fun 
for roadtrips...do you guys go on roadtrips?” 


Izuku considered the long journeys he’d travelled with Himiko and remembered a particularly 
boring plane trip to Washington DC where they would have greatly enjoyed such a card game, 
“You could say that, sure...” Himiko said, “We’ll be glad to have it!” 


“We have also included a kazoo.” Aizawa said, deadpan, extracting the “instrument” from the bag. 
“A few letters from Eri about how excited she is for the trip, and we also added a guide for taking 
care of cats and kittens.” Aizawa sighed, “Because I don’t want a repeat of when Ashido called me 
from Shinsou’s phone at 32 a.m. because their cat puked a particularly nasty hairball and she 
thought it had been a villain’s Quirk.” 


“Thanks, sensei!” Izuku said, although he and Himiko had no plans to adopt cats currently. 


Aizawa patted Izuku’s shoulder, gave them a short but genuine smile, then packed everything back 
into the bag. “We’re ready for the true wedding, kid. And, I may not show it but...I’m excited.” 


“It’s the first vacation I’ve managed to drag this workaholic to since our honeymoon!” Joke said, 
elbowing Aizawa, “TI will finally see how he looks with a tan!” 


“As if, Emi, I already bought the good sunblock.” Aizawa replied, with a weird, flirty smile that 
made Izuku feel the same awkward way as when he saw his mom flirting with Toshinori. “And I 
declined on the holidays because Eri would not have been able to come those times. This one...this 
one’s different.” 


“IT love it when you go full dad-mode...” Joke said, and Izuku pondered very seriously if his 
flirting with Himiko was just as strange to witness as his teacher and his wife. “Which is kind of 
always, but still...” 


“Get a room!” Himiko said, giggling, and the two adults embarrassedly said their goodbyes and left 
the party. “Do you think we’ll be like that when we’re old?” Himiko asked, once the teachers were 
out of earshot. 


“T have no idea.” Izuku said. He didn’t know if it had been the right thing to say, as it seemed to 
instantly get Himiko in an introspective, contemplative mood. 


“Do you think we’ll even live out that much?” Himiko asked, suddenly, just as Izuku started to 
open his mouth to say something more uplifting. “They are almost forty. That’s like...almost twice 
our lifespans. And with my job? With yours?” 


Her tone was not sad, or angry. It was not fuelled by self doubt or fear. She sounded...curious. As if 
she honestly didn’t have any idea if she would live to her forties, and that broke Izuku’s heart. And 
more than anything, it made him determined to live with her, to fight every fight, to win every 
time, and always come back to each other. 


“Of course we will.” Izuku said, softly, placing his hands on Himiko’s shoulders. “We'll get there, 
and we’ ll get there together , all the way. And I promise you, Himiko, that it'll be awesome!” 
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But even though Izuku had promised they would be together, just twenty minutes later Himiko 
Toga felt the ladies’ room calling, and they had to separate...for a tiny while, at least. So she 
looked for a friend to go with her, thinking about how it would be just the second time she’d gone 
to the lavatory with girlfriends, which was an absolutely foundational thing for a girl’s life, as far 
as she knew. 


It was a little piece of “normal” that she’d never gotten, due to a number of reasons. First of all, for 
the first four years of her life, she’d been little, and she wouldn’t remember a thing. The next ten 
years after that she had lived as a child soldier and an assassin trainee, and those didn’t exactly 
have friends . 


And then, after Pestilentia and All for One had wiped her memory and dropped her at a hideous 
boarding school back in Japan, bathrooms had been downright dangerous, as teachers never 
patrolled them and stronger girls would beat up the younger ones there, and her bullies had placed 
all her things inside the toilets many times. Including times where the bowls had not been empty . 


With the League things had changed, but she didn’t exactly have girls her age to hang out with. So 
it had been one of her fantasies back when she’d had a bit of a crush on Ochako, to just go to “the 
loo” together like girls always did in movies and TV and shoujo manga! 


The first time she’d gone to the bathroom with friends had been at her bachelorette’s. 1’m already 
an adult worldwide, and in the path to getting married, and the first time I did a vital girl activity 
was cause Kinoko Komori had to pee. Now all i need is getting my nails done with the gals or some 
other stuff and I can banish all this fear of missing out! 


She’d missed out on so much. So fucking much, just because her childhod doctor had somehow 
been connected to Doctor Ujiko’s network of human traficking. She’d been chosen because of the 
potential uses of her Quirk, just like dozens of others just like her, or like everyone who had ended 
up as a Nomu, and Ujiko’s network had taken her from her home, killing her parents. 


She had missed out on a normal childhood, and even the horrible, cruel childhood that she’d 
experienced had been wiped away, to place her in Japan at a place that would quickly show her 
some of the worst Japan had to offer, so her training would kick in and she would kill. 


She didn’t know if All for One had known that she would live on her own for more than a year in 
the streets, in a cycle of raised hopes and crushing despair, surviving more than living. She didn’t 
know how the supervillain had foreseen that she would make herself infamous for a couple of 
brutal murders and a string of people she had assaulted, drained their blood and left them to be 
found. 


But she had made her way to the League, eventually, and had caught up on a few things she’d 
missed out on; belonging, family, freedom. But she had lost them, and only now the prospect of 
having them back was dangled in front of her, and she would take it. 


Maybe getting married so quickly is just a symptom of all this FOMO. Izuku has the same, he’s 
been catching up in every single way these past five or six years; socially, emotionally, mentally, 
growing in relation to his Quirk. It’s one of the reasons we get along so well, isn’t it? We both have 


so little idea what we’re expected to be doing for people our age, we’re both improvising. It’s nice 
to have someone who’s just as lost, and find our own way together. 


She looked around for her friends. My friends , how strange it feels to say that when talking about 
people this side of the law, even after a whole year. She spotted Mei first, holding a heated 
argument with Melissa Shield, apparently having decided to antagonize the I Islander over her 
choice of snacks, and was giving a whole ass scientific explanation of how triangle-cut mini 
sandwiches were superior to Melissa’s little cup of garden salad...even though Mei had eaten one of 
those cups mere minutes ago herself. 


Toga could understand the reasons Mei had for distrusting Melissa, even for disliking her, but she 
could see that little by little Mei was coming to accept Melissa as something of a friendly rival. 


Toga thought that it was simply a very new experience for Mei; Melissa was the first person she 
hadn’t been able to easily beat in her game of choice, and she challenged her in ways that nobody 
else had before, not Izuku who kept up with Mei intellectually, or UA school, who had limited the 
inventor somewhat, or her business rivals, that she could simply dismiss as dumber than her on 
grounds of not inventing stuff and merely managing the money the true thinkers made. 


Of course, the arguments Mei had about Melissa getting an easier start at life than her had 
resonated with Toga, who shared a similar distaste for those born with everything, but Melissa had 
been born Quirkless, and had lost her mom to cancer, so Mei’s criticisms were fading away quickly 
with the time they spent together and talked. 


For her part, Toga had quickly started liking Melissa. She was unfailingly polite and had treated her 
with the utmost respect, actively listening when Toga told her and her dad about her “job”, making 
her feel part of every interaction, and respecting Toga and Izuku’s boundaries at every turn. 


Toga kept scanning the party hall. She saw the Wild Wild Pussycats, looking resplendent in party 
dresses, with Twice among them. He’d needed to miss the Shinto ceremony due to an emergency 
with one of his clones, he’d told Toga through a text, and the HPSC had taken him to the other side 
of Tokyo in a rush, still in his kimono. 


She would have to ask him about that emergency later, but it seemed like none of his new family 
had been with him to attend to it, or they might have possibly changed clothes. No way Auntie 
Mandalay would deal with a threat to that clone of the Prime Minister while in that miniskirt. Pixie 
Bob, though? She would. And Twice would have a big morale boost about it . 


Her friend and his girl had patched things up and, from the look of things, were on great terms 
again. 


Her eyes kept moving among the dozens of guests. Many of the people who had joined her and 
Izuku in their individual parties were not present, called by duty to be elsewhere, which was a 
shame. She would have liked teaming up with Neito Monoma for a prank, or talked for a while 
with Kaminari and Jirou, both of whom were absent. 


Setsuna Tokage, another person she’d have loved to hang out with, was absent as well, called for a 
mission in Taiwan, some sort of team up she had been vague about in her texts to Toga. The lizard 
girl and Ibara Shiozaki had been the hidden gems Toga had found in her party, and she’d spent 
some time talking to each on the phone and through texts, on markedly different topics. 


With Setsuna she had talked about Setsuna’s many, many crushes, both male and female, and 
about a girl she’d gone on a date with recently. They’d also discussed blades, with Setsuna 
revealing that she was an absolute ace with a pair of sais, and very interested in what Toga had to 


say about knives. 


And interestingly enough, they’d spent hours and hours on the phone talking about geopolitics, to 
the point that Izuku had needed to bribe Toga with ice cream and kisses so Toga would not recruit 
Setsuna for the Agency that very instant. He had suggested that Toga talk about it with her bosses 
and Setsuna sometime, and it seemed like a perfectly reasonable idea. 


Ibara had been a whole other business, though. Toga had placed the phone on speaker and pulled 
Izuku in on the conversation, and they’d talked together about souls and saints and stuff that Ibara 
was all too happy to talk about, and, in a really sweet moment, Ibara had told Izuku that he was 
doing “God’s work” by aiding Toga in her redemption. 


It had gotten him teary eyed and the couple had spent the rest of the call hugging, and hugged for a 
long while afterwards. 


Ibara was also absent from the reception, having decided to undertake a pilgrimage to Rome, with 
the outward intention of seeing the Vatican, but she had also confided in Toga that she was 
following clues for some big conspiracy and she felt compelled to find the truth, whatever means 
necessary. 


Among the reception guests Toga saw Agent Anna and her girlfriend Freya, and she discarded 
them as “peeing companions” instantly. The gruff spy might be on her side, but Toga didn’t feel 
like talking about work in a social event! 


On the dance floor she saw Ochako, lida, Bakugou and Kirishima dancing close together, 
swapping dancing partners whenever the DJ in charge called “SWITCH!”. It was Present Mic, of 
course, and he was dressed head to toe in a purple and gold ensemble. [f he’s here, and Aizawa and 
Joke and the Pussycats are here, I assume the one taking care of the kids is...Midnight? Oh no, 
probably not. Fatgum, gotta be, if he’s in town. He’s great. 


Toga saw the couples on the dance floor switch, with Ochako and Bakugou partnering up, and 
Kirishima and Iida joining up too. Nearby, Toga saw Inko dancing with David Shield, while All 
Might danced with Midnight. Ah, there she is. So not on babysitting duty, confirmed. All Might 
danced with his coworker very respectfully, while Inko and David seemed to be having a lot of 
fun. 


toga looked around to see if Hisashi Midoriya reacted in any way to the dancing, and instead she 
marvelled at the fact that the man sat with total ease at one of the tables, reading a business 
magazine. Where the fuck did you even get a Fortune mag? Is that the one with that blue lady on 
the cover, Chitose? Or was that last month’s? 


Back to the dancing, Toga couldn’t help but notice how naturally Ochako and Bakugou were 
dancing, and how lida seemed extra robotic with an extra rigid Kirishima, but both seemed to be 
having a good time. 


Beyond the dancing, she saw a few people on the sidelines, like Hawks and Edgeshot, who talked 
in hushed whispers, both of them outfitted in their hero suits. They had both congratulated Izuku 
already, Hawks with one of the few genuine smiles Toga had ever seen the bird man use, and 
Edgeshot more coldly but still respectfully. Hawks had also shaken Toga’s hand and even patted 
her head, which had reminded her of the time where he had been a double agent working with the 
League and had brought them pizza a few times. 


Edgeshot had not talked with her directly , or even looked her way. 


And now those two were talking. from a distance, Toga couldn’t see their expressions, and with the 
loud music it would have been impossible to hear their conversation unless she was just a few feet 
away. But from Edgeshot’s body language, tense and rigid, she imagined it wasn’t a pleasant 
subject, even if Hawks seemed casual. 


She scanned the hall again, looking for Mina or Tooru, or perhaps Momo or Tsuyu. If she couldn’t 
go with Ochako, they were also great options, but she found them in the garden area, sitting down 
on a tablecloth and devouring a gigantic pizza between Mina, Momo and Tooru, with Tsuyu 
nowhere to be found. 


And then she noticed someone close by, not actively engaged with dancing or talking or eating. 
Her soft blonde hair framed her face, and a glossy lipstick made her full lips look ravishing, and 
her eye makeup was more dramatic than usual, turning up her gyaru levels a bit in a very attractive 
way. 


Unlike Toga’s kimono, her dress was Western and short, tight, and very flattering. Her wrists were 
full of bracelets, and her heels so tall that Toga was sure that she’d tower above Toga when they 
met, even if usually she was only a couple inches taller. 


“Miko-boo! Toga-Tog!” called Camie, her valley gal accent thick, closing in the last few meters 
between them with fast, agile steps, even with the high heels on, and she soon hugged Toga. “Oh 
my godddd!!! You look so adorbs in your little old style kimono, like a literal doll!” 


“And you look amazing .” Toga answered, knowing that her face was probably as blushy as usual. 
“How have you been, Camie?” 


They caught up quickly, telling each other how they’d spent the days between parties as they 
walked together to the bathroom. Camie had returned to Osaka, where her team of friends had set 
up their agency, close to Shiketsu, in a similar way to how Izuku and his team had set up near UA. 


But instead of being led by a super smart, gorgeous, strong, kind, amazing guy with green hair, it 
was run by a mass of blonde hair that Toga had somehow tricked back in the day, when she had 
impersonated Camie. She really hoped he had become less gullible in the intervening years. 


The team also included Inasa Yoarashi, who was currently talking with Shouto Todoroki about 
something that seemed to require both of them to gesticulate wildly with their entire arms and bob 
their heads around, and had included a guy called Seiji Shishikura for a while, until they had found 
him insufferable to work with when he wasn’t motivated by getting good grades. 


Back in Osaka, Camie had been tasked with surveilling villain activity in the Sotenbori district, so 
she had been wearing short party dresses all week long, “Babe, this might be the /ongest one I’ve 
had since like... Wednesday?” Camie said, laughing, as they walked into the hotel bathroom. 


They both washed their hands and Toga told Camie an abridged version of some of the work she 
had been doing to pass the time, which included translating stuff for the US Embassy and doing 
some analyst work that Agent Anna had tasked her with finishing. 


“Babe, that sounds boring as hell . Like, ain’t ya a superspy and all?” Camie said, after Toga had 
used her hands to describe just how thick the stack of papers had been. 


“That’s a nicer way to call it than hitman or “international kidnapper of mystery” so I'll gladly take 
it!” Toga said with a toothy grin, “But most of the papers were about how the Agency runs, like 
different parts of it. It’s umm...how can I explain it...It explains the work that boss does. In theory.” 


“So it’s a sort of...manual?” Camie asked, as she retouched her makeup. Toga checked her own, 
that Mamma Inko had applied very carefully on her face before the ceremony. It looked straight 
out of a makeup tutorial video’s thumbnail, and Toga was damn happy to look so great. 


“Yeah, I guess? I’m not really sure there’s a ton of precedent for prisoner/assassin/cute girls like 
me, so I have no clue if it means I'll get promoted or maybe impersonate another agent?” Toga 
said, then waited. She had to use the toilet, but she didn’t really know the etiquette around that. Do 
I wait for her to go into a stall too? Tell her “Guard the door, Camie, I gotta go!” ? Just...just get 
into a toilet or-? 


“Hey, a stall opened up, grab it!’ Camie said, all but pushing Toga to the toilet, “Saw you wanted 
to go, so hike up that kimono and be free!” 


So Himiko Toga did just that. 


A few minutes later, with a sigh of relief, she opened the door and left the stall, just as Inko 
Midoriya walked into the bathroom. And with her was Mitsuki Bakugou. 


While Toga despised Bakugou, she knew that it was simply unreasonable to pin all the blame for 
that on his parents, especially on Mitsuki, who was said to be arrogant, abrasive and quick 
tempered. J have to work on the blind spots. People may be assholes but this woman is not my 
enemy, no matter how much of a bitch she may or may not be, let’s just walk out of here quietly 
before I slip and tell her she’s lucky that Izu-Izu punched her son into a slightly better version of 
himself... 


“Mikocchi, Mikocchi’s brand new mom-in-law, can y’all take care of my purse for a sec?” Camie 
said, handing over her handbag to Inko, “Kay, thanks! Brb!” An instant later, she’d locked the door 
behind her, and Toga was left facing Inko and Mitsuki, with the latter barely able to hide her 
distaste at seeing Toga. Oh nooooes! Did old Toga ruin yer poopin’ mood, Mitsuki? 


“Oh, this...this is a nice purse, I guess?” Inko said, holding the handbag awkwardly at arms length. 
“Oh, Himiko, there you are! Hi!” she said, finally turning around to look at her daughter in law. “T 
didn’t realize she was talking about you, and it was very sudden, I had only dried my hands for an 
instant when ummm...what is the young lady’s name?” 


“Camie Utsushimi, she’s a friend of my son.” Mitsuki Bakugou said, before Toga could answer. 
Camie’s a goddamn angel, of course she’s friends to fucking everyone . She’s just like Mina and 
Ochako, she’s just good . And I like her for it. 


“Thanks, y’all!” Camie yelled back, “Back in Osaka some gal stole my purse one time at a party so 
keep it safe, ‘kay?” 


“Will do, Camie!” Toga yelled back. “I just needed a quick visit to this here room, Mamma Inko, 
you know how it is...” Toga continued, approaching the row of sinks, placing herself right next to 
Mitsuki Bakugou. “Nice to meet you, Mitsuki!” Toga said, cheerfully, giving the middle aged 
woman a grin and a respectful bow. 


She could see the woman’s expression in the mirror change, from disgust to doubt. Didn’t expect 
me to be able to play nice in my own party? Think again. “Umm...same, I guess.” Mitsuki finished 
washing her hands and moved a step away. “But I don’t recall giving you permission to use my 
first name, you do know that’s rude here in Japan, right?” 


“Oh but I do know you , Miss Bakugou, it’s just that, well...1 don’t have a high opinion of your kid, 
to say the least.” Toga’s eyes narrowed, and she closed the distance between herself and Mitsuki in 


two quick steps. Even with the dumb traditional heels, her legs were steady and she was right at the 
older woman’s nose in an instant. 


Mitsuki’s eyes widened, and her mouth hung open ever so slightly. Fear pheromones drifted in the 
air, pungent, not masked by the scents of perfume and the glycerin of her Quirk, now activating on 
instinct at Mitsuki’s forearms and neck. Slippery in the points of contact most used for grappling? 
Did you practice judo ten thousand years ago, Mitsuki? 


“You think you can say that about someone you-” 


“Mitsuki.” Inko said, her voice a low growl that instantly pulled the older woman’s gaze away, just 
as anger rose in her expression. “Himiko. Step back, daughter.” 


Toga did as ordered, but she casually brushed the steel spikes on her hairbun, knowing that both 
women would understand what she meant; if she wanted to hurt Mitsuki, she could do it from 
across the room, with little to no effort required. 


“Mitsuki, my beef’s with your kid, not with you, and Ochako will pester me till the end of time if I 
don’t talk with him about that some day. But that , Miss Bakugou, will be after my wedding. The 
real one, I mean.” 


“You say that, but just a second ago you were-” 


“T was going to give you a piece of my mind, yep! But Inko stopped me, so let’s all smile and wave 
and hold my pal Camie’s Louis Vuitton bag while she takes a dump, shall we?” Toga said, a big 
smile spreading across her lips. She saw Inko sigh, then nod, thankful that Toga had de-escalated 
instead of yelling at the woman about how she’d raised a monster. 


“The bag’s counterfeit.” Mitsuki said, and inside the stall Camie cursed, “Sorry, kiddo, the person 
who sold this to you was a big fat liar.” 


“Shishikura’s mom you HO!” Camie yelled, and Toga knew that she’d instantly volunteer to go 
serve justice to that woman whenever Camie finished with her business at hand. 


Toga looked straight into Mitsuki’s eyes, feeling a bit grossed out at how similarly shaped they 
were with her own eyes. And the hair’s the same colour too, that’s fucked up. If someone mistook 
her for my grandma, they’d make me so angry, because they’d have a point. “We’re not enemies, 
you’re a guest here, it’s a fucking bathroom , okay? So let’s be peaceful here a minute longer.” 


“Whatever.” Mitsuki scoffed, looking exactly like her son had when Dabi had brought him food 
one time and Toga had watched from behind the secret Todoroki. Makes you look like a shithead 
when you do that face, Mitsuki, why don’t you act like a graceful granny and save us all some 
trouble? 


“Anyway!” Inko said, trying to cut the tension with a friendly wave of her arms, “Himiko, I was 
meaning to tell you again that you look awesome! How did you manage, you know, with the 
kimono, and the...umm...” Inko motioned towards the stalls. 


“Jesus, inko, you dressed the same once, you mean that you didn’t take a piss at all the day of your 
wedding?” Mitsuki chimed in, “No wonder you looked so nervous.” 


“T was nervous! And that other thing is too much information! Don’t be gross!” 


“She just hiked up the dress, Inko.” Mitsuki said, mimicking the motion. Toga nodded in 
agreement, which she hadn’t expected to do in response to any of the woman’s words. “It’s a pretty 


dress, and it suits you, that much I can’t deny. As a designer, at least that you did right.” 


“Thanks!” Toga said, grinning again. It was begrudging praise, but praise nonetheless, so she 
would take it. 


“T’ll ask Inko to send me a picture of the Western wedding dress, when the actual day happens.” 
Mitsuki said, looking Toga up and down. “It might be interesting.” 


Silence followed, uncomfortable. Toga knew that she’d have been able to speak with Inko freely if 
it had been just the two of them, but with Mitsuki Bakugou in the mix, she felt awkward. She had 
no idea what to add, how to make time until Camie finished and they could bolt out of the 
bathroom, so she could rejoin Izuku. 


She wanted to look at more of the gifts, or maybe dance a little, or leave for a while to the garden 
area and sit down on the grass with a tablecloth like her friends. Just...anything. I hate that Mitsuki 
Bakugou has similar eyes to me...I hate seeing my eyes hate me . I hate seeing that in real life. 


“Toga. One thing.” Mitsuki said, cutting the silence suddenly, raising a hand up to her forehead. “I 
don’t know how you got people like All Might and Inko to approve of you. Or all of your 
“friends”. But tell me about young Izuku. Tell me you didn’t trick him or manipulate him. With 
everything I know of you, with everything that people know about you, you know everyone 
expects that was what you did. That you’ re lying to us all.” 


Toga heard Inko sigh again, tiredly, and opened her mouth to answer, but Toga stopped her with a 
soft touch on the shoulder that said “I got this”. 


“T get why you could think that and, really, it’s just my word I can give, so I know it has no value 
to people like you . But I swear it.” Toga said, tapping her hand against her chest, “I have not lied to 
Izu-Izu. He knows everything I’ve done, everything I’ve been through. It’s not a matter of me 
deserving his love or not...And even if it was, I don’t give a fuck what you would think about that, 
honestly!” 


She let her fangs show even more, shiny in the mirrors, and continued, “The only thing that matters 
is that I love him, and he loves me.” 


Mitsuki nodded, her face serious, “That seems honest enough. It could be an act, but you could 
probably perform as someone sane if you wanted to fool us, right?” Toga briefly wondered if 
Agent Anna would consider it worthy of adding to her sentence if Toga broke someone’s jaw, and 
decided to let go of the anger with a quick breath... 


“What I’m getting at, is that Izuku’s a good kid. He’s got a heart of gold from day one and 
he...well, he’s every good part of Inko, and she’s my best friend for a reason. I don’t want to see 
that boy suffer, got that?” 


“You...you’re shitting me, right?” Toga said, her smile no longer “nice”. “You’re joking. You must 
be.” 


“Inko and Izuku have been our neighbours forever, I was there when he took his first step | Why 
would you doubt that I want him to be okay?” Mitsuki said, her voice defensive now. 


Toga shook her head, “Then you could have acted on that, I don’t know...for the DECADE that 
Katsuki bullied Izuku? The years where he abused and belittled others, made them pariahs for their 
Quirks? Maybe you could have done something ?” 


“Do “something”? What the fuck do you even know about parenting? About raising someone with 


such limitless potential? About-” 


“ENOUGH.” Inko bellowed, then, with a lower voice tone, she said, “For fucks’ sake, enough. 
Himiko, Mitsuki, both of you shut up right now .” Toga had not heard Inko curse before, and it 
terrified her. 


“Mitsuki, you have no idea half of the stuff Himiko has gone through. It is not pretty. She has 
made terrible mistakes, and she atones for it in the best ways she knows how, every day. Leave it 
at that. Himiko, you have no idea what Mitsuki has lived, either. You’re biased and angry, I get it. I 
was angry at her too, but we talked, and we did what we could, and it wasn’t enough. You have to 
believe that Mitsuki did her best.” 


Toga did not believe that the Bakugou woman had done her best, or even tried steering her son in a 
better path. And if she did, fucker probably saw it as a “do as I say, not as I do” situation. And it 
would only get the shithead angrier, and that anger would end up thrown at my baby Izu-Izu. 


“Like I said, my problem’s with him, not with you, Mitsuki.” Toga said, switching to a cheerful 
mood again, as she heard the door latch on the stall open and the opportunity to escape presented 
itself. “Even if you had a role in that. But I’d be a giant hypocrite if I didn’t give others the benefit 
of the doubt for what they did years ago, right?” 


“Yeah, an absolute fucking hypocrite.” Mitsuki Bakugou said, and offered her hand for Toga to 
shake. They clasped hands, “I’d be the same. I’m not exactly thrilled by knowing someone hates 
my son, but you say you’ ll work that out, so that’s good. Don’t break Izuku’s heart, Toga.” 


“T never will.” Toga answered, every ounce of her being confident on her words. J would die before 
I lied to him or made him feel like less. He’s...he’s everything and that will always matter. 


“Right, umm...Himi-Himi, how’s about we return?” Camie chimed in, after clearing her throat 
loudly, finally rescuing Toga. Within seconds both were speeding back to the table that Izuku was 
sitting at, talking with Mei and Melissa. 


“That whole conversation, in a public bathroom like that?” Camie said, “I mean, it wasn’t pleasant 
to be there, boo.” 


“[’m...[’m really sorry about it. It was rude of us to do that in public.” 


“T don’t think the issue is that it was in public, Himiko.” Camie said, stopping, “You...you really 
got angry, boo. You were at old lady Mitsi’s throat in an instant.” Toga ignored the nicknames, and 
listened on. “Are you serious about talking stuff through? Like, that sounds fine but, if y’all nearly 
had a |v1 right now and she’s not the person you’re angry at?” 


“I’m serious.” Toga said, “Ill talk, be open minded, shit like that. It’s a blind spot, a distraction I 
can’t afford to have. I can’t hold a grudge forever, not when Izuku already forgave Bakugou.” 


“T hope it’ Il happen in a safe enough place for y’all.” 


“Don’t worry, I know my odds of winning a straight up fight are low, and ’mnot stupid. At most 
I'll attack his self esteem!” Toga said, and Camie only shook her head, concerned. 


“You said it would be after all this, right?” 


“Yeah. I’m done giving this negativity a single bit of my fucking headspace. I'll get on with it, 
have my best day ever, and then deal with all that crap, and whatever crap I get to deal with as part 
of my job.” Push it back, reason it away, like the nightmares. We will deal with this soon enough. 


“You’re not supposed to be here, Shinya.” Keigo Takami said, after enough pleasantries had been 
exchanged, in the guise of friendly small talk and vague work talk. Keigo talked casually, smiling, 
acting as if he had no care in the world. 


’ oe 


But under the surface, he was on edge. He had not been called for any of the HPSC’s “special” 
missions in six months now, so he knew he wasn’t a “favorite” anymore, and, while he would have 
been perfectly okay if that had been the only thing, there were two other factors in play. 


First of all, his wife Fuyumi was pregnant. It was the most wonderful, most amazing, most 
terrifying experience of his life so far. Second, he was now speaking with the person who’d 
seemingly replaced him as the tip of the HPSC’s spear, Shinya Kamihara, better known as 
Edgeshot. 


Keigo didn’t know if the Commission had some dirt on Shinya, or had his team on their sights 
somehow. He knew that Mt. Lady could be clumsy and cause property damage at times, but that 
was probably not enough to hold over their heads and have the leader of the Lurkers team as a 
hitman. 


Perhaps he was in it for money? Keigo had never been moved by that, doing the Commission’s 
bidding because he thought it would all be in service of the greater good, until his eyes had been 
opened slowly, and he’d realized that the system worked for its leadership first and Japan second. 


Maybe Edgeshot was like that, still a believer. But once one was brought into the fold, Keigo 
didn’t imagine their outlook on life could remain. 


“You shouldn’t be here either, Hawks.” Shinya said, his voice low behind his facemask. Both were 
outfitted in their hero garb, Keigo in his leather jacket and pants, Shinya in his shinobi getup. Now 
that I think about it, I don’t think I’ve ever seen you in civvies, ninja-man. I wonder if it’s because 
you’re always on the job? 


“Why not? I like this Deku kid, he’s like if someone had picked a Golden Age All Might and given 
him a ton of friends. And smarter, no offense to old Toshinori, but at least Deku did kill All for 
One...turns out it was a matter of not fighting that fight alone, ain’t that just super cool?” 


Shinya didn’t seem impressed, and the portion of his face exposed showed no change, ““He’s got 
promise, sure. But it feels wrong to rationalize that the young woman I once hunted down halfway 
across this country just marries back into the side of good because some foreign spooks show up 
and tell us it is the right thing.” 


“That’s a valid point, man, but I would add an “unsuccessfully” to your chase, for accuracy’s 
sake.” Keigo said, chuckling, “Life changes quickly, you know. It’s been what...three years from 
that time y’all failed to catch Toga? She’s bagged a bunch of villains, that’s good enough for me.” 


“You think she’s on your side in any way ?” Shinya said, scoffing. With the party hall’s loud 
music, nobody else heard their words, and they might think that the ninja hero had just chuckled. 
“Idiot. She’s just on Deku’s side, and maybe on the side of the Americans. You think that your 
short time with the League will mean anything if you were to ever need Toga’s help, for some 
reason?” 


Edgeshot had gleaned an interesting meaning from Keigo’s words, one that was patently true; 
Hawks might one day need the help of unexpected people to achieve his goal. And an expert 
infiltrator who could impersonate anyone was at the foremost of such a list of unexpected people. 
“T can always offer chicken nuggets.” 


“You and I both know that we don’t have the luxury of trust, and much less with villains, former or 
current.” Shinya said, softly. 


“That is true. You don’t trust me, right?” Keigo said. Shinya nodded, so Keigo continued, “I don’t 
trust you either. In the slightest . Not now that I know you’re Ishigami’s puppet. i don’t know what 
you’re doing, I don’t know what you got tasked with. But I have some ideas. And some 
suspicions.” 


“What is it, Hawks? Don’t throw vague accusations at my feet, please.” 


“T know that your task is related to heroes. Heroes that are here . The event’s guest list? I talked 
with a reporter contact, and this party info got leaked into a bunch of places. You’re here to keep an 
eye on someone, Shinya” 


Shinya’s eyes widened. The expression was masked an instant later, artificially, but Edgeshot 
wasn’t an expert liar. He was stealthy and sneaky, but he was no spy, and Keigo had struck close to 
the truth now. “What if I’m here to keep an eye on you ?” 


Keigo grinned, “That’s a possibility I have had in my mind. Maybe old Ishigami finally decided to 
make it official, you replacing me, and sent you to try and spook me in some dumb way...” Keigo 
grinned harder, but the smile didn’t reach his eyes. No, he knew that they would appear absolutely 
dead to Shinya. “Tf that’s your task, [’Il tell you once; don’t . Don’t try anything against me, 
Edgeshot.” 


“You think I’d target your wife?” 


“What, are you gonna say “it isn’t your ninja way’”?” Keigo said with a chuckle. “Some bullshit 
about a code of honour?” 


“You don’t trust me, that’s smart, but I wouldn’t do that. Believe it.” Shinya said, his voice 
serious. 


Keigo laughed out loud, patting Shinya on the shoulder amicably as several pairs of eyes focused 
on them. Then he leaned in to speak into Shinya’s ear, as if the music prevented them from talking 
easily. “I'll find out what your mission is, Edgeshot. Pll know what you’ ve been doing, all sneaky- 
beaky, on your lonesome, while giving your team bullshit excuses.” 


“T’d like to see you try, Hawks.” Edgeshot replied, a challenge in his voice, rising up on his tiptoes 
to stand taller than Keigo, who was an inch taller. 


“There’s no “try”, Shinya. I do things, and I do them way too quickly . Vl figure you out.” 
“And when you do, what? Grumble that I took your job?” 


“The moment I figure out what you’ve been up to,” Keigo said, his voice a whisper at Shinya’s ear, 
“we'll deal with it. And if any of it involves Fuyumi, or me, or her relatives? Even if it has you 
spying on Endy’s mountain cabin...I find out any of that, and you’re a dead man.” 


“Trust me, Hawks, you don’t scare me. And don’t worry, I honestly have no interest in a washed 
out agent.” 


Keigo gave a hearty chuckle, “Scare you? Nah, man! This ain’t a threat!” In a flash, all smiles were 
gone, “It’s a promise. I don’t need you afraid in order to eviscerate you at your own safehouse.” 
Without missing a beat, Hawks gave Shinya the address, and the ninja’s eyes couldn’ t hide his 
fear. 


Ai Kitami had a golden chance for an interview. 


As a social events reporter she had attended many big, important events in the past; gala nights, 
opening ceremonies for shopping centres, even hero funerals after the dreadful attack in Shibuya a 
few years earlier. She had met heroes and their relatives and loved ones, and had gotten a level of 
access rare for most civilians...which was why her network had started a show with heroines 
Midnight and Mt. Lady as the hosts, to open the doors to more and more heroes. 


But Ai had never gotten the chance to interview a hero that was the right kind of controversial . 
The rumours of Endeavor’s family abuse, for example, were the kind of story that made people 
uncomfortable, and the interviews with Hawks about his marriage (and his new wife’s rumoured 
pregnancy) only took away from his bad boy image, in the opinion of gossips all over. 


Other controversies were aplenty, sure, like Majestic getting caught by three of his girlfriends 
while he was out with a fourth, or Present Mic catching flak by saying that Ringo wasn’t the worst 
Beatle, which apparently had music historians up in arms. 


But nothing was the perfect storm of wholesome, morbid and sexy like the hero Deku and the 
villainess Himiko Toga getting formally hitched. 


For starters, both were attractive, and the public loved that. While Deku had somewhat common 
features, like his green hair and eyes, and kind of short for a public personality, puberty had 
sharpened his jawline, his workout routine was clearly amazing, and he had a humble, hard 
working personality that resonated well with the public. 


His “commonness” worked to his advantage; men felt that they could be like him, women that they 

could be with him, and both would probably feel confident telling the hero about their day. Parents 

liked his clean cut, reliable appearance; in a recent interview it had been found out that over 78% of 
folks over 40 would trust Deku as a babysitter, no questions asked, and 87% would trust them with 

protecting their homes. 


And kids? Hatsume, the young woman that ran all of Deku’s ads, seemed especially gifted in 
marketing the young man as a cool big brother figure that every kid would like...with the added 
bonus that he could beat up pretty much everyone. 


Thus Ai had this kid, unambiguously good, kind and noble, trusted and liked by most. He was a 
boy scout and those usually were not interesting, when examined closer; that was why no social 
newspaper had ever gotten anything worthwhile out of All Might during his prime. All Might had 
been a symbol, a paragon of good...and a boring brick with no drama about him. 


Instead, Deku had defied that expectation. Not only had he started out his own team, not giving a 
damn about Japan’s established hero hierarchies and the usual hero agency system where a main 
hero employed sidekicks, by making every team member an equal player. Not only had he gotten 


himself involved with Hatsume, the rising star of industry that threatened to overtake entire 
industries and disrupt whole economies. 


No, Deku had chosen to make public his relationship with Himiko Toga, who had up until that 
moment been mostly infamous amongst heroes and a few civilians interested in Japan’s most 
wanted. 


Toga’s story was vague and ill defined. Tell-all articles often contradicted each other, with some 
claiming she had been part of a moderately wealthy Toga family, gone crazy and become a villain, 
others claiming she had been kidnapped and had lived as a child soldier, others still claiming she 
had been born and raised in Russia and defected to the US like something out of a Cold War novel, 
and the Americans had her infiltrate the League of Villains directly. 


Whatever the facts, most people associated Himiko Toga with two things; a sordid past, where 
about six people had died, and dozens more had been attacked and had their blood taken against 
their will, then joining the notorious League of Villains, who everyone now knew were a strike 
force following All for One’s orders. 


And the second thing most people knew now was that Toga had somehow ended up as the only 
publicly acknowledged agent for the American intelligence group that was usually just referred to 
as the Agency. 


Going from a villain to a spy and assassin for a foreign government, Toga was controversy 
incarnate. Some people thought she should be jailed for her past crimes, others argued that the 
evidence for said crimes was tenuous at best. Some implied that Toga had not killed anyone while 
working for the League, and held it as evidence that she had been a spy all along, an impostor 
among them. 


Ai didn’t think such was the case, but she found Toga to be fascinating all the same. 


She clearly had a difficult history, full of pain for herself and others. A lot of the talk online was 
about how her Quirk, Transform, needed human blood to work, and how discrimination played a 
part in her actions. 


Having such a colourful character was one factor, the other one was that Toga was on the attractive 
side, and that , for many people defending her actions, likely mattered more than motives or 
ideologies. With an agile, quick build, with powerful legs, a well defined back and an objectively 
well-built butt, Ai knew that Toga’s appearance was a very clear advantage. 


Ai didn’t think that Toga would have fared half as well in her “redemption” if she’d had a fish head 
instead, as terrible as that was. 


Thus Ai had been keeping tabs on the couple, enjoying as the story became spicier and spicier, 
with her network adding “insider” news pieces on the two every few weeks, some acquired 
through acquaintances of them, some purely made up. 


Timed to release along the news of Izuku’s bachelor party, which ended up being the non-official 
event that gathered the most heroes under 25 in last decade, Ai had released an article about how 
Deku kept in touch through phone calls with Toga in a time that she had been reported as missing, 
and the sappy story had only further warmed the response to the couple. 


And timed to release with a small article highlighting the heroines gathered at Toga’s bachelorette, 
a short segment in the TV show had Mt. Lady telling of a time where her team had been hunting 
down Toga, and she had evaded their grasp by very little...with Midnight chiming in with a fantasy 


about exactly how Deku had shown up and the two had sneaked away together. 
Thankfully Midnight had kept the imagining PG-13, as both lovers had been underage back then. 


But the morbid interest was now widespread. Deku and Toga were unpredictable, and instead of 
making the boyscout appear questionable, untrustworthy, it made him compelling; there was more 
to him that met the eye. It made his ideology stronger, if he showed how far he was willing to trust 
a villain. 


Now, with the traditional Japanese wedding ceremony in Musutafu, Tokyo, the couple had 
delivered more of what they’d had so far in their strange, subtle public relations campaign. Dressed 
in the traditional garb, Midoriya and Toga made themselves relatable, but they’d added their touch 
in every part of the ceremony in clear statement of independence. 


Ai had not been with the photographers that had worked inside the temple, during the ceremony 
itself, but the pictures had flooded media even before it was over. People had instantly started 
fights, asking if it was disrespectful that Toga’s garb resembled blood drops, and some others had 
begun posting cropped pictures of Midoriya’s chest showing from his kimono’s low neck. 


But now she had mingled in the event. It was a less grand wedding reception than the one Hawks 
had thrown the year prior, and less people had shown up, mostly younger heroes from UA, 
Shiketsu and Ketsubutsu, but a few interesting peeps too, like Edgeshot, Eraserhead and Hawks 
himself, which had arrived, congratulated Deku and Toga, and talked for a while with Edgeshot, 
before walking into the open air garden and taking flight. 


Ai had greeted every hero she had met, like Frostburn and Philosopher, also known as Shouto 
Todoroki and Momo Yaoyorozu in different social circles, as well as her “coworker” Midnight, 
and several more that she’d met across the years. Todoroki and Yaoyorozu were an interesting 
couple too, with all the drama of money and family making them a juicy catch whenever they did 
anything and pictures existed of it... 


At had easily broken a million views in a day when reporting about how Frostburn had burned the 
food during a cookout in the Yaoyorozu estate’s garden, had picked up the charred remains with 
his bare hand and rushed to throw it behind some bushes; Japan had loved seeing his clumsiness. 


“Right.” Ai muttered to herself, “I have talked to everyone I know, and waited a bit for Toga to 
rejoin Deku...Now’s the time for AN INTERVIEW!” 


She clicked on a small camera drone and used her phone to order the drone to follow behind her 
shoulder, then readied a microphone from her pocket, sliding on the foam wind protector and 
placing an earphone into her ear canal. “Testing audio...lovely! All good, my dudes. Let’s get that 


spicy gossip!” 


She rushed towards the table Deku and Toga sat, alone now that their immediate families seemed 
to have moved to other tables, to talk with other guests, as was the case of Vlad King, or dance 
some more, like All Might and Inko. 


Finding romance in the aftermath of his career ending was a nice story to run for All Might, but 
marrying a nice middle aged woman didn’t have the kind of controversy Ai’s network preferred. /f 
it had been All Might dating a coworker maybe , but this Inko lady is just too wholesome to gossip 
about. 


If Deku and Toga were alone, it was all the better. 


“HEY!” Ai said, “Ai Kitamura, I’m with the Tokyo Entertainment Network, star reporter for 
socials!” 


The two were slightly blindsided, as she had caught them with Midoriya feeding Toga a French fry 
in what seemed to be a pretty intimate atmosphere. She straightened up first, grinning for the little 
camera drone, then wiping her mouth with a napkin, “Hi! You gonna interview us?” 


“H-hi!’”” Midoriya said, an instant later, “You’re from Midnight sensei’s show?” 


“Right on both counts! Now, I know I won’t be the first or the last interview you two get tonight, 
and I feel like I interrupted something...” 


“Izu-Izu was giving me some fries and being just such a gentleman about it! Seriously, he is 
spoiling me rotten tonight.” Toga said, her gaze lovesick as she looked at Midoriya. 


“If we can answer to your questions, we certainly will. But our friends will be returning shortly and 
I don’t know if it will interrupt us...” Midoriya said, shrugging. Up close he didn’t look quite as 
common, mostly due to his muscles and scars, and the deep intellect that shined through his dark 
green eyes. 


Ai’s gaze moved from the young man to Toga, also examining her eyes. They were intelligent, too, 
but in a dangerous and mischievous way, that could come up with a prank as quickly as she would 
come up with a way to slit a throat. 


“Don’t worry, Pll be brief. Might I ask, who will be returning?” 


“Camie Utsushimi, her boyfriend Inasa Yoarashi, Mei who took a cab to the workshop and said she 
would be back in 30. Oh and my parents, they are out there dancing. They make a really cute 
image, don’t they?” Midoriya said, beaming. This kid really has such a comforting aura around 
him, doesn’t he? 


“They sure do. Tell me, Deku...can I call you Deku? It’s your hero name, most peeps will 
recognize you better like that.” 


“Sure thing.” 


“Right. Tell me, how did it feel to one day have All Might as your dad? I imagine thousands of 
kids imagined having the coolest hero as their dad when growing up, and for you it actually came 
true!” 


Izuku smiled shyly, “Oh, I...Dad supported me when no one else did. He helped me find my own 
path, set me on the way to my dreams. I... had a rough childhood, and I thought my dreams might 
die. I’ve...I've always wanted to be a hero, you see? I wanted to save everyone . And All Might...he 
saved me with a second chance.” 


“Second chances, huh? Does that play a big part in your outlook?” Ai asked, leading the 
conversation to a spot where, in a couple questions, she could get something juicy to use for the 
next show. 


“It does!” Toga answered for him, “He gives a lot of people second chances, pretty much 
everyone. Like that time Ochako ate your frozen yoghurt and you forgave that crime?” 


“Oh, that was pretty minor!” Izuku chuckled, “It was mochi flavored so it was okay, she liked it 
more than I could anyway.” 


“You also do it when you try and talk with villains.” Toga added, and this time Izuku nodded a bit 
more seriously. 


“Yes. I believe everyone deserves a chance to turn their lives around.” Izuku said, facing Ai and 
the camera. Before he had acted a bit shy, but now he spoke with full conviction. “Many, many 
times people turn to crime because nobody else gave them a chance. If I can give them the chance 
to change, if I can help them find their way like All Might helped me with my own path? i will do 
it, every time.” 


“Wait...so you befriend these people?” Ai asked, modulating the pitch of her voice for a 
kindhearted doubt, as if to say it sounded nice but outlandish. 


“When they let me.” Izuku replied, smiling. “My dream is to save everyone , and these would-be 
villains who lend me their ear, they are in a situation where they can be saved. And many, many 
others are in situations that a hero can’t save them from by throwing super-strong punches; the 
homeless, the desperate, the sick, the bullied and discriminated against...I believe that heroes can 
lead to changes that will save more people than crimefighting ever could. Opportunities, respect, 
lives with dignity... want to save everyone, and I will do my absolute best to do it.” 


“Did you know that Izuku goes every week to a different children’s hospital?” Toga added, “Every 
single week he sits with the kids and listens to their words, their little hopes. He is serious about his 
dreams, his goal. Absolutely serious. And I love him for it...because he saved me like he is saving 
people now.” 


“He gave you a second chance, you mean?” 


“Precisely!” Toga said, her teeth shining in the light as she grinned. “I mean, we’ve talked about 
that whole process, mostly in American news, but...but it’s absolutely true. He’s the reason I’m 
here.” 


“You give me far too much credit, Himiko!” Izuku replied, his attitude very humble. “You’ ve done 
all the hard work to be here, you know just how proud I am of you.” 


Ai saw the way they were looking at each other, their love apparent and honest, and she worried 
that they might start crying or making out in front of the camera. So she interrupted, ““That’s great! 
Now...about how you two got together. It involves a second chance, right? And many things we’ ve 
heard about, like that Pestilentia mission almost two years ago now? Let me get this straight...you 
fight together?” 


“Yes, absolutely.” the two answered in unison. 


“Nice.” Ai replied, giving a thumbs up. “Battle couples are truly in right now...In fact, some of 
your friends are pretty popular because of that. How do you combine your skill set? Deku, I believe 
your Quirk’s called Superpower?” 


“Yes!” 
“Most people assume that you met All Might because of this power?” 


“That’s...true, from a certain point of view.” Izuku said, “It’s a really interesting strength 
ampl...Wait. Please don’t let me start talking about Quirks, I could do that all night!” 


“No need, anyway, I have seen your battles. When facing most opponents you don’t even attack 
them, is that true?” Ai asked, and Izuku nodded, “Part of your second chances, I assume? Right! 
And when you do fight it out, I have seen a focus on precise, controlled martial arts moves, a lot of 


kicks, and some umm...finger flicking?” 


“Tt’s called an Air Force Smash!” Toga interjected, “And it’s the coolest fucking thing...Wait, can I 
swear in your show? I can? Fuck yeah. Anyway, he can knock out a man from two hundred meters 
out if he really tries...and my Izu-Izu is no slouch!” 


Ai liked how obsessed she seemed about her husband-to-be; it kept the danger around her. “Two 
questions. First, how did that nickname appear? And second, how does that mesh with your fight 
style?” 


“Oh that nickname! It’s because I wanted to find a name only I would use for him!” Toga said, 
“We brainstormed it while trapped under a building for three days. And in battle, well, he is the 
tank and I’m the skirmisher, picking off stragglers and other’s out of the way. OH! And this one 
time I helped him at long range with this rocket launcher I picked up!” 


“R-rocket?” Ai asked, gulping. 
“It’s classified.” they both replied. 


“Anyway...I see your friends coming this way, Stardust is unmistakable even out of her leather 
catsuit. Last question; what would you like to say to the haters? To those that doubt Toga, or that 
think either of you has ulterior motives other than love?” 


Toga grinned, opened her mouth to speak, but Izuku spoke first, confidently, “Himiko Toga is the 
woman I love. I trust her with my life and safety, with my feelings and my dreams and all my fears. 
I trust her around all the people I care about. I trust her completely. I know not all of you will trust 
her, especially not like I do, and that is okay. I don’t mind people hating for me over the person I 
love, and for those that do I have one message; I will save you foo , if you ever need me, even if 
you hate me.” 


Toga placed her hand over Izuku’s arm, very tenderly, and her cheeks crimson with blush. After a 
few minutes of looking at Izuku, she turned to the camera, “Izu-Izu said it best. I know how it feels 
to be judged so trust me, I won’t lose any sleep about it. Basically, to conclude, fuck the haters.” 


Chapter End Notes 


And with this we finally end the Japanese section of this fic! Next time, off to Hawaii! 


Onwards to Hawaii 


Chapter Notes 


I dedicate this chapter to Vitamin Water, gatorade and Tempra Forte, that saved me 
from the side effects of the Astra Zeneca Covid vaccine for long enough to write this 
chapter. Hope it's good! 


The creature tried his restraints, once, twice, thrice. He wanted to escape, he wanted to...what did 
he want? Release. 


Release...yes. YES. To go, to leave... 


He was in total darkness, his eyes having been atrophied at some point, when the optic nerves 
behind them had been pushed away. After that, the professor had removed the dead eyes, chopping 
them off with a scalpel and no anaesthesia. 


It had been necessary, and it had only helped his senses tune better; with a mix of hearing, smell 
and even taste , he could feel the world around him with a sensitivity that surpassed sight. So he 
could see the man before him, he could hear the quick heartbeat that said the man was excited. 


“The eyes...oh the eyes going was so unfortunate .” The professor muttered, his rough leather 
gloves prodding at the creature. It hurt , because of how his blindness exacerbated every feeling of 
touch, and because the professor had no care for holding back, snapping his hand back and quickly 
punching at the creature’s face with a laugh. 


The pain was deafening , the petty cruelty of it just the newest in an endless series of pains and 
aches. Strapped to the metal chair, with tubes injected into his veins at all times, he had no idea 
how long he had been there. 


A part of his mind, a sad, pathetic fragment that had once been called Nikela, thought it had only 
been days. The fragment had each and every part of his being defaced, perverted, betrayed. 


Everything he’d once been proud of had been taken away and in its place all he had was pain. 


The pain in the back of his mind, as his thoughts became foggier and foggier, that the fragment 
recognized as the effects of chemical agents, meant to break down the links between neurons. He 
had once been subjected to similar chemicals, that had dulled his capacity to feel pain or fear, but 
he had soon learned that the chemicals had not been as comprehensive in their work as these new 
ones. 


He had felt his body changing, far too slowly, but irreversibly. First his hands had changed, back 
when he could still see, turning to claws, his dark skin turning even darker around the wrists. Then 
hi spine had grown, leaving him hunched slightly in the chair, still bound. 


But the most harrowing had been when his brain had grown swollen in his skull, and the professor 
had operated on him to deal with it. After that, his senses had started adapting, and chemicals 
injected straight into his brain had slowly taken what was left. 


He was now just a creature. 


A monster full of drugs and the promises of further changes, his transformation still in its earliest 
stages. And already he felt there was no way back; he had gone from a proud Quirkless man, to a 
beast who would be filled to the brim with unholy powers, and his creator showed sadistic glee 
about the process. 


“Father had plenty of Nomus without eyes, it’s a non-issue.” The professor was shrugging in front 
of him, his tone clinical again, as if he hadn’t just punched his creature and had kept his cool all 
along. “The nerve stimulants must have you on edge, Nomu...and perhaps they have synergized the 
senses by now. Good, good. Let’s proceed then! As the most human of my experiments, you can 
still be the audience I crave.” 


The creature let out a pained howl, trying to drown out the sound of the professor’s voice. The taste 
of blood on his throat was overwhelming and he heaved, but his stomach was empty, and he 
couldn’t gag to throw up. 


“Oh shut up, Nomu, you’ll have fun. You already were of help days ago, when I figured out my 
codename finally... The Synthetic...God, it sounds good, do you think my father would respect it? 
fear it ? Love it?” 


The creature howled again, in defiance, but the man punched again, slamming his fist against the 
creature’s exposed brain. The cables connected to it moved around, sending jolts of energy all over 
the creature’s body. 


“You have the same combination of Quirks that once let All for One “see”. I was there when it was 
implanted, and even before, when my father and I made the synthetic copies of the Quirks 
necessary. You see...NO, ACTUALLY YOU DON’ t!” 


The Synthetic laughed at his own stupid pun, then continued, “There are ways to synthesize the 
elements of every chemical and biological substance. It is easier to replicate a chemical’s 
molecular structure, much easier...that’s why you were sold to me; I created synthetic copies of the 
anti-Quirk bullets for your people, and I asked for a boon. You.” 


He touched the creature’s head, gently now, “My father and I came up with those methods, those 
techniques. We could alter carbon structures, or tamper with ion bons, you name it...From simple 
base materials, we could make our own supplies for everything. Because a hundred years ago, my 
father came up with a theory, a way the world ends...And we have been guiding the process, in 
service of All for One.” 


The Synthetic chuckled, “He’s dead now, and so is my father. All for One’s own disciple ended 
him and my father...” the professor spoke with a mixture of hatred and love that the creature could 
not understand, “A police sniper shot him. The most brilliant mind that ever studied a Quirk...and 
he was felled by lead .” 


The Synthetic brought forth a laptop, and the creature focused, managing to see the image on the 
computer screen. It was another monster, a Nomu like him...but also completely different. Even 
from the grainy footage, he could see the creature was powerful. 


“This...this is “Mary”. High End Nomu serial number HE-0009. She was one of a dozen; my father 
had her escort Mr. Compress when they attacked Tartarus...wait, you must not know anything 
about that attack, at all. Let me make it clearer, then, for your simple soldier’s mind.” 


The professor clicked the computer, showing the Nomu fighting against two so-called heroes, 
Quirked demons who battled with their powers, on the side of heathen laws. “My father used to 
follow a man. Immortal, wise, intelligent. Evil. This man was a prisoner, so my father’s group 


hired mercenaries with helicopters and landed on the prison roof. And through another Nomu, 
Johnny, my father transported your kind onto the scene. Enough Nomus to wreak havoc and 
occupy the guards, risking only four High Ends.” 


On the screen, the two heroes defeated the female Nomu. “Mary, captured alive.” The Synthetic 
clicked several times, and the image changed, showing a High End with four arms tipped with 
sword blades battling a muscular man who fought back with flames. “This one was Kaleesh, the 
grievous one. Dead.” 


More clicks, showing a High End with horns protruding from his brain, darting through a corridor, 
evading machine gun turrets until a guard dispatched it with a missile launcher shot to the exposed 
brain, “Zabrak, dead.” 


Next the camera footage showed a pair of low-end Nomus and a High End rushing down a 
corridor, clearly fleeing. The low level Nomus stopped only for a moment, their faces confused, as 
the High End darted into the shadows of a side corridor, and a second later they were cut down by 
a pair of massive kicks, their upper bodies exploding. 


The creature hadn’t realized that the footage had sound until he heard the bodies exploding, or a 
loud, boisterous yell in Japanese. “There go SP-0345 and SD-0675, barely more than zombies. You 
will be a thousand times better than them, my son. And in the shadows, ready to ambush? That’s 
Leto. He was one of the smartest High Ends, next to Woman and Balrog.” 


The woman that had killed the standard Nomus moved down the corridor, into the view of a new 
camera. She was muscular, with long white hair, and her shoes were covered with blood. “This 
happened after the raid. Fifteen Nomus were still on the loose inside Tartarus twenty minutes after 
All for One had escaped. She is Miruko and she has hunted two of the High Ends, besides Leto. I 
sent Robot and Ribby against her a year afterwards, in retaliation...and she murdered them too.” 


The High End he had called Leto had coiled his arms close to his body, then jumped from the 
shadows, wrapping his legs tight to himself, like a massive, deadly worm. His maw darted at 
Miruko’s head, narrowly missing, and then he tried to wrap around her like a boa constrictor, but 
Miruko had brought up her knees to her chest. 


The High End tried crushing Miruko, but she yelled in anger and extended her legs out, pushing 
Leto away. Both then circled around, jabbing with quick attacks, trying each other’s defenses. In a 
minute, Leto had lost an arm, and Miruko had a nasty cut along one thigh, but none seemed ready 
to strike. 


Leto seemed to be learning with every move and counter move, and his body, seemingly covered 
with a black latex layer, started to become covered in dust, or perhaps sand, in time with his attacks 
becoming more accurate...Until Miruko attacked suddenly, with the violence of action that could 
end wars before they started. 


She bounced on her feet for an instant, then jumped up into the air, ricocheting off both of the 
corridor’s walls and the roof to land a heavy axe kick that impacted in the High End’s neck and 
tore off Leto’s head. 


“ Shouri!!! ” Miruko yelled, pumping a fist in the air after checking that her foe was vanquished 
with another kick. 


“That means victory in Japanese!” the Synthetic clarified, “Now, you may wonder why I am 
showing you how these creatures died? You wonder, now that I said I sent two of them against the 
hero, how many I have left? How many of the other ones, low-tier or Near High-End?” 


The creature nodded as best he could. If all he had now was a pathetic existence as a Nomu, he 
might as well find out something. And when I break free, I will kill them all. 


“Oh wouldn’t you love to know?” The Synthetic grinned, his mustache moving slightly. “Pll 
never, ever tell. My father’s resources may be mine now, and they may be diminished. Some of the 
low to mid-tier Nomus have been spread out, and I still feel glee when I see that they murdered 
people in far flung locales...One of your brothers killed ten just a week ago, in Spain. AREN’T 
YOU PROUD?” 


The creature couldn’t answer, so the man continued, clicking into a control panel. Heavy steps 
started lumbering forward, closer every step. The unknown beast moved closer and closer, and 
didn’t seem to be particularly massive, but extremely heavy. 


“You are the first of ten testbed candidates. It will take years for you to be finished, to see the light 
of day. Your metamorphosis has only just begun! This is Balrog,” he motioned to the monster that 
stood beside him now, nine feet tall, with gigantic arms and legs, every finger as wide as the 
Synthetic’s wrists. 


The creature examined the monster as closely as he could; twin horns curved down his skull, and, 
while many fellow Nomus the creature had seen retained their human eyes, Balrog’s eyes burned a 
bright yellow. His brain was covered with a metal helmet with a face plate, leaving only his eyes, 
nostrils and horns exposed. A serial number on it read HE-0012. 


“He is one of the High Ends. Not one of my father’s favorites, but still very useful . Show him why, 
Balrog.” The monster’s shoulder muscles tensed, then relaxed. Then sinewy muscle supports 
started to extend, like a bat’s wings...exactly like a bat’s wings. 


“He is not the first Nomu with wings. Not even the best flyer. My own son had that honour.” 
Tsubasa...that is the name you said. Your name. Or was it...Garaki? Your voice is so full of anger 
and resentment and...and pride. Why are you proud? You turned your own son into a monster like 
me? “Hood could fly too, after a fashion. But Balrog has a few Quirks that make him best suited 
for our newest mission.” 


“M...mi...” the creature managed. His gums exploded with blood, and pain shook his body. 


“Almost spoke there! Good! As you surpass the High Ends in three to five years, you will regain 
speech, and so much more besides...But back to Balrog. Photosynthesis, is one of the Quirks my 
father tested for him. And one more...one more that his early experiment, Gigantomachia, also 
boasts!” 


The Synthetic had spoken the word “Gigantomachia” with so much fear and anger... “Energy 
efficiency! Gigantomachia, with his original, natural Quirk, can fight and kill for 48 hours straight, 
only needing a short time for sleep afterwards. Balrog, with his synthetic version, can fly straight 
for 50 hours. Isn’t that right, my son?” 


“Yeeesssss...” Balrog answered, his voice a low rumbling. 


“He wouldn’t be much use in a fight after flying for so long, but a few hours in the sun would 
remedy that. There will be some plenty strong people where I am sending him, but I am not 
worried. Soon you won’t be alone, my son...your turncoat friends will be returned to us. Or 
perhaps...perhaps we might have an even better base for the ones above the High End. The ones I 
shall call Perfect Grade, yes.” 


“W...h...y...” the creature said, gasping in pain. 


“Why? For science, of course. A battlefield is the perfect place to acquire corpses! I do not know 
who will be there, I don’t...but I do know there are more like you. Quirkless, with some minor, 
useful augmentations ready. The one who gave you to me...Aren’t you excited? If I can take him, 
still breathing, oh the marvels I can make...I could even...If I find the Quirkless one, the important 
one, the one that father and Sensei spoke of a few times...” 


The Synthetic’s mustache quivered as he laughed out loud, like a maniac, “If...1f my calculus isn’t 
wrong, with you I can maybe cram ten Quirks, almost half again as much as Balrog here. With the 
supersoldier, it could be so much more. With One for All...only dreams, only dreams can match the 
chances!” 


He turned to the High End, clasped a metal contraption to its neck, and then fixed a gigantic pair of 
goggles in front of Balrog’s eyes. “This will show you the way through coordinates. I will be on 
the radio. For now, move to the truck and rest, son, you shall fly low from the coast! South, south, 
SOUTH!” 


Tenko Shimura had left Hades Prison many times, but he’d always been accompanied by Nejire, or 
All Might, or Deku. This time, as a pair of guards marched him towards a van in the parking lot, he 
knew they wouldn’t be with him. 


But his former allies from the League of Villains would be. 


A part of him was extremely excited. He’d managed to stay in contact with Spinner and exchanged 
a few messages with Dabi, but he had not been permitted to see them in three years now. He had no 
idea what they would look like, or how they might have changed, and a million ideas cruised his 
mind; a really fat Spinner, a bald Dabi, a Compress covered head to toe with tattoos... 


And yet a part of him worried. Because when they had last been united, he had been a very 
different person, driven by a will of destruction, a pawn of All for One. 


He didn’t know if Spinner’s friendly messages were just a farce and he resented Tenko Shimura 
and his change of heart, and he didn’t know if Dabi was hiding anger behind his usual sarcasm and 
complaining. Will they still be my friends, now that I’m not a villain? I never considered how they 
would react to me changing, because back then I never thought I would change. But I have, I am 
pretty much a new person... 


The guards kept to either side of him, one of them carrying his bag, another carrying a tablet 
computer with the controls of Tenko’s prison bracelets. Due to good conduct, the new bracelets 
would only give him a jolt of electricity of several thousand volts, knocking him out, instead of 
chopping off his hands, like the first pair he’d gotten three years earlier. 


“Do you feel lucky, getting to breathe free air for a whole week and a half, prisoner?” one of the 
guards asked. Unlike the Tartarus guards with distinctive uniforms, Hades employed regular police 
officers with standard Tokyo Metro PD garb, and their attitude was much more upbeat. Or maybe 
it’s that they’ve seen me go on “leave” dozens of times and always return, maybe they trust me. 


“Yeah, I...[ honestly never expected that.” 


“You don’t exactly look beach-body ready, Shimura.” the other guard said, with a smirk. Tenko 


had already changed from the prison overalls to a t-shirt, jeans and a vintage hoodie with an old 
Xbox logo, and the clothes were much more form fitting than the prisoner uniform. Physically, 
though, he didn’t feel too worried, as he had kept closer to “lean” than “skinny” while in prison. 
But I will blind the tourists with my paleness, won’t I? Add another crime to my list, chief. 


“Tl either catch a tan or die, go to hell and get bullied by the demons for being pale.” Tenko said, 
as they finally closed in on the van. He expected to see others there, but apparently he was the first. 
He didn’t feel ready to meet his old friends, and he dreaded the idea that they may be former 
friends now. 


But he didn’t have long to prepare, as only a few minutes later Mr. Compress walked up to the van, 
escorted by another pair of guards. They were meeting for the first time since they had been 
shoved into individual cells at an interim prison, after their attack on Tartarus. 


And, while he was instantly identifiable, even without his mask, there was definitely a big 
difference.. 


Compress had always acted like either a showman or a concerned uncle, and his stage magician 
attire had always been well kept and flashy, but now, even though he had kept the same outfit, he 
looked like a very different type of magic user, with a long brown beard that covered his chest. 


“Haha, Tomura! You look so smooth !’” Compress said, pointing at Tenko’s face with his prosthetic 
hand, which looked brand new and much more expensive than the old one, it’s silvery hand agile 
and quick. “Did you take these three years to moisturize and grow eyebrows?” 


“Besides other things.” Tenko said, a small smile on his lips. “I go by Tenko now, Tenko 
Shimura.” 


“Fair enough, it’s a pretty cool name. Any particular reason?” 


“T am reclaiming my past and my identity, little by little.’ Tenko said. He’d had a hard time 
accepting himself after finding out the truth about his family, and after he’d finally killed All for 
One, it had been years to come to accept the name his parents had given him, and to work every 
day to be worthy of it. 


“Oh, that...that makes sense, you did have some pretty concerning memory gaps and such...” 
Compress said, then patted Tenko on the shoulder, “It’s good to see you, kiddo, I’m glad they have 
treated you well.” 


“You too, old man.” Tenko said, grinning, “What’s with the beard? Did you decide to spend 
taxpayer money on beard oils as some weird wizard rebellion?” 


“Oh, this? I made a Stage Vow!” Compress said, stroking the massive brown beard, “I vowed that 
I would only bring a razor to my handsome face when I could breathe free air again, which Pll do 
once we get to our destination...So ve been trying to escape...halfheartedly. I once compressed my 
toilet to try and escape through the sewage tunnels!” 


“Which are about two inches wide.” Tenko added. 


“Exactly. Another time I tried to compress the door itself, and I have no idea how, but it didn’t 
work. And this other time, I compressed the nightstand and tried hurling it through the chute that 
they use to give us food...And when I decompressed it outside, it just made the guards laugh. And I 
lost a piece of furniture. I think they all thought I was a bit of a fool...” 


“T haven’t had any reasons to escape.” Tenko said, which made Compress grin like an uncle who’d 


just cooked a perfect medium rare steak on the grill. 
“They do say you get certain outings with a certain hero...” 


“Oh shut up, old man, you’ll meet her soon enough and can pester us with a thousand questions 
when it happens.” Tenko replied, poking the uncle with his finger. 


“T'll very much enjoy that, as much as I'll enjoy seeing what all this business with young Toga and 
Deku is.” Compress said, “I’m gonna ask so much! Oh look, Dabi’s there!” 


Wearing a dark blue down jacket, jeans and boots he looked much less impressive than with his 
old League of Villains great coat, but he looked healthy and even happy. Though it might be this 
week of freedom we’re getting... 


“You've changed.” Dabi said, eyeing Tenko up and down the moment he was within earshot. Of 
course Tenko had. Revenge could only take him far enough, and he had needed to find purpose, 
without losing himself in the process. And physically, he had taken care of his health as best 
possible. 


“Yeah.” Tenko said, a small smile on his lips. 


Dabi had changed too, markedly so. He was still lean, especially compared to his father and 
brothers, with even Shouto having more muscle mass. His hair was now in his natural light grey 
colour, which all the League knew about, from those times they'd seen his roots growing. 


And most shocking of all, his burnt skin patches had been treated. They didn't look exactly like 
new skin, but the improvement was immediately apparent, and his face, especially, had benefited 
from it. 


With his scars less prominent, healing, his face looked more like his father's, it was impossible to 
ignore...but there was a lot of his mother there too. 


“You've changed, too, Dabi. You look less crispy, but with less pronounced scars I can see age 
lines on your face! You finally look your age, you middle aged fuck!” Tenko said with a grin, then 
showed his gloves, and motioned for a handshake. 


Before he had been truly averse to the idea of touching anyone, but Nejire had made him realize 
just how touch starved he had been all these years, and how his fear of hurting others through 
touch could be worked over. 


Dabi reached for his hand, clasping it firmly. Tenko could almost cry, being able to touch a friend 
after so long, after brooding over all the missed opportunities to be a better friend... 


“Fuck off, I'm not even 30 yet. And with your scars gone and no beard, you look like you're 12. 
That airhead hero, she a shotacon or something?” Dabi said, chuckling, and Tenko punched his arm 
for it, playfully but just a bit harder than necessary. 


“Fuck you, I've never been more of a responsible adult. And next time you diss Nejire, I'll dissolve 
your scrawny ass.” Tenko said, moving behind Dabi and checking, “Still no ass. You didn't do a 
single squat in three years?” 


“They're bad for my knees.” 


Sure, they had changed. Tenko could still see some of the old bitter rage on Dabi's eyes, and he 
didn't ask to be called Touya, which had to be meaningful, but there was also a sense of growth, of 


acceptance, that he found interesting. 
They had both changed but they still bickered like assholes. 
“So the prison treated you decently, then?" Tenko asked, "I can't complain on my end, honestly.” 


“Because you Stockholm Syndrome'd your way into having a hero girlfriend and they keep your 
Xbox stocked with games, dumbass. But yeah, I'm good. Plenty of visits from mom and Natsuo. 
Fuyumi and Shouto a bit less, they're quite busy. Did you hear that...that I'll become an uncle?” 


A flash of sadness crossed Dabi's face, followed by anger, then he shook his head. “Fuyumi and 
Hawks are having a kid. A son, they have a name and everything ready. They...they both came to 
tell me the news. They're so happy and...” 


“And you wish you could be out there to see it?” Tenko said. He felt that too, a lot of the time. He 
only wished for freedom to see people; Nejire, Deku, old man All Might. He felt he was missing 
out on so much...and that was his punishment. 


“Nah, what I was gonna say is that I have no idea why Endeavor isn't all over this. He visited 
regularly but then...he said goodbye. And that was it.” 


“Nejire says that he retired quietly and the press can't do anything but speculate. That he 
just...vanished.” Tenko said, “So, uncle Dabi, huh?” 


“Yeah...” Dabi said, with a sigh, “For once I’m glad that I'll be behind bars because I’m sure I'd 
drop the rugrat on its head by accident or something. Or maybe the baby’d be a dumbass like me, 
or like Hawks, and could do something stupid before I could stop him...” 


“If I ever get kids I'll be sure to never consider you to sit, Dabi.” Tenko said. “So, about 
Endeavor?” 


The question was very charged. Dabi’s vendetta against his father had burned just as hot as 
Tomura’s crusade against hero society, and might have even matched Tenko’s wishes for revenge 
against All for One...but Dabi’s grudge might have changed in three years. 


“T still think he deserves punishment. For mom, for Shouto. For Fuyumi and Natsuo. For me. 
Getting “exiled” like he has is not...not really satisfying. But at least he’s out of the picture, and he 
can’t interfere. Besides...I talked plenty with him and...it doesn’t make things right, but we’re better 
than before.” Dabi said, with a shrug. “Still, if some other asshole tracks him down and smacks 
him in the nuts I wouldn’t mind.” 


“Did...did you mature a bit, Dabi?” Tenko said, with a grin. 


“You’re one to talk, so far you haven’t even mentioned how society sucks or how your favorite 
games are really underrated.” Dabi pointed out. “Anyway, what are we waiting for? I wanna get to 
Hawaii already and test out if these healed scars can take seawater.” 


“We’re waiting for a transport from a different prison to bring Iguchi over, then this van will stop 
at Tartarus on the way to the airport for one more “guest”. Ain’t that exciting?” one of the guards 
said, patting the handgun at his side. So the other guest scares him. I wonder...could it be 
Kurogiri? 


Toga had not revealed the full guest list when she had visited Tenko, but she had teased that she 
had a surprise that “everyone will love” and that “might give you guys a heart attack”. Having 
Kurogiri among them would not be heart attack inducing, but Tenko missed the mist man dearly, 


and he had so much he wanted to tell him. 


“T’ll go wait inside the car, then, I’m getting bored.” Dabi huffed, then picked a seat inside after 
checking which one had the fluffier cushions. It was a prison van, so the comfort would be meagre, 
but the Todoroki still took his time for that. Compress followed, sat down and within minutes he 
was napping and snoring, which was an especially avuncular thing to do. 


Tenko followed, and sat strategically, right in front of the AC, while the guards stood around the 
vehicle, alert and ready. It was almost fifteen minutes when another prison van appeared, an older 
model, painted light blue instead of white. 


Four guards filed out of the front area and opened the back door, and Shuichi Iguchi, better known 
as Spinner, walked out. 


The three villains lazing in the van immediately went to greet him, all handshakes and cheeky 
comments, with Dabi dissing his new tattoos, Compress comparing their prosthetic arms curiously, 
and Tenko telling Spinner all about new games. 


Shuichi had started working out intensely about a year prior to the Tartarus attack, and seemed to 
have kept most of that muscle mass after three years in jail, but one of his arms had been replaced 
with a cybernetic prosthesis, a heavy duty metal arm that looked like it could pack a punch and was 
covered with scribblings and etchings, including one that wrote “Rappa’s Pal”, another with the 
Romaji letters for LOV, and a doodle of a small cat. 


His other arm was covered from neck to wrist with tribal tattoos, which looked absolutely badass 
in Tenko’s opinion. He looked even more like a warrior now. We’ll get you to Hades after this, my 
friend... 


Because of not being considered a leader within the League, and his Quirk not being dangerous by 
itself, the police had classed Shuichi as dumb muscle and left him in a regular prison somewhere 
outside Tokyo, that much Tenko had learned, but as the van started its journey south towards 
Tartarus, Shuichi told them the whole story, including how he had befriended one of Overhaul’s 
former henchmen, a jovial psycho called Rappa 


“So we keep each other safe. He’s a good guy, honestly, except when he fights you. In that case 
he’s dreadful.” Shuichi said, then turned to Tenko, “Dude, please tell me that our hotel rooms will 
have consoles. I’ve been out for three years and I need to play some.” 


Realizing the hypocrisy in telling Shuichi that they’d be at the beach and instead fully embracing 
the idea of a League of Villains splitscreen tournament, just like the old times, Tenko grinned, 
“We'll make sure of it. You get the first night to refresh your skills but the second? The second is 
for keeps. Dabi, you in?” 


“Fuck yeah.” Dabi said, matching their smiles. As the van drove around Tokyo’s urban area and 
descended towards Tartarus, they even managed to convince Compress to play, even though they 
all knew he sucked at games. /’/l invite Nejire to join us. And Toga and Deku...we could even join 
some consoles and have a LAN party! This...this is what freedom is like! 


Eventually, they saw the imposing, massive building that was Tartarus prison, connected to the 
mainland by a long bridge. They all quieted down, their faces growing darker. 


It was the place of their biggest achievement as a villain group, and the setting of their greatest 
defeat. They had managed to rescue All for One, but all of the League (except for Toga) had been 
captured or killed in return. 


Tenko looked at the barricades on the bridge with disgust, and when his eyes wandered towards 
the main building, he felt boiling rage. We should have left him there to rot. All of us would still be 
alive, even the Nomus. Ujiko...well, he deserved to die, but Twice...He was too noble, too pure, and 
the cops shot him over the building’s edge. Surviving that fall...is probably just wishful thinking on 
my part. 


The van drove all the way to the main gate, then took a short turn to the left, at a side postern, that 
opened to reveal six guards armed with rifles and stun batons, and in their midst stood a prisoner in 
orange coveralls, the standard Tartarus uniform. He had handcuffs, but his legs were free. And his 
face lacked a nose. 


Tenko shook his head, “Ah, fuck, it’s that asshole-” 
But Dabi interrupted him, “IT’S THE HERO KILLER STAIN! WOO!” 
“STAIN? Oh fuck yeah!” Spinner added, and Tenko just rolled his eyes. 


The guards walked Stain to the van and a couple got in with him, clasping his handcuffs to the 
chair, which was probably the safer thing to do, who knew if Stain wouldn’t try and scratch them 
all then lick the blood to paralyze them, and try to escape. 


Stain turned towards Tenko, and he examined the man who had once been the Hero Killer. Still in 
shape, with his scraggly hair styled similarly to before, but in his eyes he looked tired , aimless. 
And that Tenko could understand well, even empathize with. 


“Tomura Shigaraki. I had no idea you were alive.” Stain said, “And you two must be Spinner and 
Dabi. Your reputation precedes you.” He gave them a polite nod, and both dumbass villains went 
apeshit. 


“Abhbhh Stain senpai noticed me!” 
“Tm just such a huge fan, I wanted to meet you and ask if you’d kill my dad...” 
“Yeah, why wouldn’t I be alive? I mean, AFO did try pretty hard to kill me but...” 


“One at a time, guys.” Stain huffed, giving them one of his weird smiles that stretched the scar of 
his missing nose in a slightly disturbing manner. “I assumed you would be guests too at this 
“wedding” we’re attending. Now tell me, is it an actual wedding?’ Stain winked at them, 
motioning with his eyes at the handcuffs. 


Motherfucker thinks this is some escape attempt? “Yeah, it’s a legit wedding. Do you fit in a tux?” 
Tenko said. With no warning, the van started moving again, and into the city, and Tenko soon 
realized they were making for the airport. 


“T have never worn a suit, it is not useful for battle.” Stain said, shrugging as much as he could 
with his arms secured to the rest. “My guards mentioned meeting someone else at the plane?” 
Stain had to be the “surprise”. It does seem to be making Dabi and Spinner happy, but I wonder if 
the hero worship will last until Hawaii. I myself am not too impressed with him right now. 


“Probably just whoever will be keeping an eye on us.” Compress said, “Oh, I’m Mr. Compress by 
the way, you probably didn’t recognize me without my mask and hat, I assure you I will get some 
as soon as I’m able.” 


“Nice to meet you.” Stain said, hesitating, “Where’s the smoke guy?” 


“If you’re here, it means he couldn’t join us.” Tenko said, bitterly, as more and more he realized 
that his chances of meeting Kurogiri again had just returned to almost zero. 


“Oh, I’m sorry to hear that. He seemed like a sensible fellow.” Stain said, awkwardly. Spinner and 
Dabi filled the silence soon after with more questions, but Tenko just stared out the window and 
watched Tokyo envelop them, until they reached the airport. 


Through a side entrance, manned by more cops, they were allowed in and drove directly towards a 
hangar, not too dissimilar from the one that Tenko had been at three years before, when setting off 
to kill All for One. 


They all left the van and started walking towards the plane housed in the hangar, a large private jet 
that looked to have a capacity for some thirty people on board, with spacious seats at that. There 
were some more cops, with one that seemed to be a commander that immediately approached the 
prison van’s driver and started talking quietly, and soon they were both immersed in a mountain of 
paperwork. 


As they approached they noticed that the plane’s stairs were on the other side, and they rounded 
the air vehicle slowly, examining it closely. Tenko saw the HPSC sigil engraved on the jet’s tail, 
and Japanese flag decals on the sides of the cabin. 


On the other side, before the stairs, they saw a hero team they were all very familiar with, having 
once kidnapped one of their members and bringing her to All for One to have her Quirk stolen; 
they were the Wild Wild Pussycats, who turned towards them confidently. But then Tenko saw 
that they had been joined by a man with long, shaggy blonde hair and what looked like a well kept 
beard from a distance. So they recruited some kind of Japanese Jesus for their team? 


“Hey guys, glad you made it!” Mandalay, the leader of the Pusycats said. Ragdoll quickly moved 
in to say hi, shaking hands and giving them all inquisitive glances. As part of her own 
rehabilitation, she’d gone back to school and studied psychology, and had volunteered to help with 
Tenko’s therapy sessions when time allowed, and he was extremely grateful to her. 


“Ah, you I hadn’t met before. Stain, right?” Ragdoll said, looking at the Hero Killer with an 
expression that would have been more at home when examining a strange bug rather than a 
notorious murderer, “Yes, yes, you’re just like how Tensei described.” 


“Tensei?” Stain asked, uncomfortably, “Tensei lida, you mean? Ingenium?” 


“Yep.” Ragdoll said, smiling, her big eyes looking over Stain, “You know, if you hadn’t hurt his 
spine, I wouldn’t have met him so...No, I can’t really thank you.” 


Stain grumbled below his breath and shuffled on his feet, but Ragdoll kept her gaze on him, so he 
said, “He...he was a mistake. My judgement of him was lacking. He wasn’t a fake hero who 
deserved that.” 


“Nobody you killed deserved it.” Ragdoll countered, her tone flat, then she turned to the others, 
“Hey! How about we eat some jello meanwhile?” 


“Meanwhile?” Dabi asked. Tenko noticed the man again, with the Pussycats member nicknamed 
Pixie Bob, both just a little bit further away. 


“We're still waiting for the Aizawas.” said a kid that came out of nowhere, who looked 
suspiciously at the prisoners assembled. “Just in case you guys try anything stupid.” he said, then 
added, “Oh and because Eri is the flower girl.” 


“Man, you’d think that for a guy confined to a single room for three years I wouldn’t be so fucking 
bored.” Dabi said, sitting down on a crate, and a few moments later Pixie Bob and the Jesus- 
looking guy finally turned towards the villains, walking to meet them. 


And Tenko couldn’t believe his eyes. “Wait...it can’t be. You fell...”” Tenko muttered, as his eyes 
fixed on the scar on the man’s forehead, on his sad eyes. Beside him, Spinner cursed aloud, and 
Dabi got back to his feet, speechless. 


“Is that you, Twice?” Tenko finally managed, getting closer to the mystery man. Every meter he 
walked towards him, he became completely sure of it. Motherfucker...how? HOW? 


A meter away he stopped, but Twice rushed forward and hugged him. Thankfully, Tenko had his 
gloves, and he could return the hug. He felt tears burning down his cheeks and sobbed openly, and 
in seconds Dabi and Spinner had joined the group hug. 


“Yes, guys...I’m alive. I’m alive, and...and I’m with you all again.” Twice said, between sobs of his 
own. “I’m alive and...and I’m back with all my friends.” 


“Any questions, Aizawa?” asked the Chairwoman of the Hero Public Safety Commission, Hana 
Ishigami. Shouta thought for a moment to shake his head and get on with it, the prospect of a beach 
holiday with Emi and Eri filling him with happiness, and the idea that it was no vacation, and was 
another job took some of the joy away from it. 


“T think that the Pussycats, Emi, Vlad and myself can handle the “guests” easily enough, and most 
of the attendees are my former students. They are strong. If the prisoners try and escape, we’ll stop 
them.” 


“How about you, Fukukado? Any doubts left?” Ishigami said, turning to Emi. They had both been 
summoned to the HPSC headquarters to discuss some final arrangements on budgets and some 
considerations for the prisoners, as well as to be asked about their plans of action should anything 
go wrong. 


Eri was outside, waiting for them in the couches outside the chairwoman’s office. 


“Yeah, just one thing...Will this kind of mission bea thing ?” Emi asked, fiddling with her 
gauntlets. “It’s not the first time you ask for us for international stuff, ma’am. But we’re both 
teachers and parents. And the fact that you insisted that this mission is safe for Eri and Kouta 
doesn’t sit right with me.” 


“Agreed. We’re happy to be part of the wedding, but if there is any danger to our daughter-” 


“There are no outside threats to the event, Aizawa.” Ishigami interrupted, her face stern. “I have 
spoken with our counterparts in the US, and they have rooted out pretty much every villain group 
in the archipielago. If you keep the villains in your charge under control, itll be as safe as a trip to 
Disneyland. Anything else?” 


Shouta was not fully convinced, “Alright, but Emi still has a point. We’re not wandering heroes, 
and the past three missions involved saving children held in brutal conditions. A// three missions. 
Was that on purpose?” 


“We figured out you two would feel invested in saving children.” Ishigami said, shrugging. 


“Tt’s...it’s not that we don’t want to save these kids. We do. But...but it’s harrowing.” Emi said, “It 
keeps the abuse Eri endured far too fresh in my mind, and I hate that.” 


“We'll replace you for future missions of that kind, then.” Ishigami said, and both parents gave a 
grateful nod. The kids would still be rescued, but they wouldn’t have to go home and have 
nightmares of Eri in those cages, or beaten by those slavers, or anything else they’d seen. “Any 
questions about the current mission?” 


“No more questions.” Shouta said, silently grateful that they’d be taken off the roster. [f anything 
will truly break us and make us jaded and lose ourselves to righteous fury, it will be more of those 
missions. Those poor kids...to keep those villains alive felt wrong . But it won’t be much of a life 
with every limb broken. 


“Yeah, we good.” Emi said, reaching for Shouta’s hand under the desk and squeezing it gently. 


“Before you leave, though, clear your schedule for a 9 a.m. meeting with me when you return. I 
have something important to discuss.” Ishigami suddenly said, her tone slightly more excited than 
it had been in their appointment so far. 


If Shouta had to guess, it probably had to do with the villains too, and the initiatives to use their 
skills for good, which Japan had started with Twice and the Pussycats, and the US had pioneered 
with Himiko Toga, and it seemed like a trend that would only continue. Jf they can get the others to 
a place where they can earn my trust, like Toga has so far, it could be good. 


“Sure thing. Is it a secret or can you give us a hint?” Shouta asked. 


“Bring Midnight and Present Mic when you come. That is all I will tell.” Ishigami said, then 
waved towards the exit, dismissing them. Both gave a quick bow, little more than a nod, and 
walked out quickly. 


Shouta didn’t like the chairwoman, and Emi all but despised her, but she was the country’s ultimate 
authority for heroes, and the missions she sent them on truly made a difference...when they didn’t 
seem aimed at demoralizing them mentally. 


The HPSC’s meddling had grown in the past few years, under the guise of upholding the peace 
after gigantic threats like All for One, and they micromanaged heroes to a much larger extent now, 
sadly, and Shouta longed for the days where hero agencies simply did their thing without the 
Commission having to know every single detail. 


It made him consider embracing the life of a teacher, full time. 


All of his closest friends at UA had slowly drifted from active hero duties, with Midnight being 
more involved with media now, and Mic having to prioritize his DJ activities over heroics at times. 
And All Might, who had been forced to leave heroics and focus on teaching for good. 


Shouta didn’t want to stop being a hero and a teacher, and Eri had given him the energy and drive 
to be a father; with Emi’s support, he had been able to do it all. But he knew it wouldn’t last 
forever, especially not if the HPSC sent them on agonizing missions every other month, and each 
one left him cold and depressed. 


They left the room and saw Eri patiently waiting, a book in her hands. It was a pretty advanced 
book for her age, but Eri had caught up with reading and writing, to Shouta’s neverending pride, 
and now she loved good stories. 


“Hey dad, hey mom! You done?” Eri said, beaming, as she noticed them and packed the book into 
her backpack, a yellow bag that was identical to Deku’s, except for the many Big 3 stickers and 
pins on it. 


“Yeah, sweetie, we can finally leave.” Shouta said. 
“Great! I really don’t like this building, dad.” Eri said, with a slight shiver. 


“Me neither, kiddo!” Emi replied, hugging Eri tightly. “You got everything you want for the flight 
ready?” 


They didn’t really need to ask, since they’d helped Eri pack everything for the trip; several changes 
of clothes for the hot, humid Hawaiian weather, a few bathing suits, her pink Crocs, sets of towels, 
and a few favorite action figures and dolls, and in her backpack, a couple of books and a tablet, as 
well as an adorable sun hat, in case it was sunny when they arrived at Hawaii. 


“Yes! Do you think Kouta is already there?” Eri said. She had been chattering nonstop about all 
the ideas she had for playing with her friend at Hawaii, and she was just so excited for her first big 
trip that it almost moved Shouta to tears every time he saw her little smile and bright eyes. 


“I’m sure he is, sweetie. Let’s go, see if we can beat the other planes to Hawaii!” Shouta said, 
smiling at his daughter. The gesture had felt so alien before she had been placed in his care, and he 
still found it difficult to smile when not in trusted company, but with Eri smiles were easy. 


“It’s a race!” Eri said, pumping her little fist in the air, “But...who’s on the other planes?” 


“Deku and Shinsou will be on Hatsume’s jet, and that beast can fly .” Shouta said, a chill running 
down his spine as he remembered flying on that thing. The plane itself isn’t bad, just stupidly fast 
but the pilot...Thank goodness we aren’t travelling on that one. “Everyone else is flying 
commercial and if we get to the plane quick, we’ll win.” 


“And we do Jove to win, don’t we, Eri?” Emi said, with a huge grin that the child matched and 
nodded. She reached both of her arms towards them, and each parent took one of her hands. 


She’d grown taller, so she didn’t drag their arms down as she pulled them along, fast, and Shouta 
Aizawa followed his daughter as quickly as he could without actually running. Emi walked just as 
quick beside him, a gorgeous smile on her face, full of life and laughter. 


With his wife and daughter, Shouta Aizawa felt content with his lot in life. For a moment, there 
were no regrets, no worries, no doubts. Sure, when they returned, the Commission would once 
again have something for them that he was sure he wouldn’t like, and the prospect of living for a 
week in the same hotel with villains didn’t excite him. 


But he could already feel the much needed rest of their vacation. He could already feel the hot sand 
under his feet, and the sea foam rushing to refresh his legs. He could almost see Eri and Kouta 
burying Deku under the sand, as the young man laughed. And he could see clearly the bikini that 
Emi would wear, and boy was he looking forward to that. 


Wedding Guests and Planes, part 1 


As expected, Katsuki Bakugou had been feeling rather negative about the prospect of travelling to 
Hawaii to see Deku’s stupid fucking wedding. In his opinion, everything about it was a big mistake 
and showed a critical lack of judgement that would probably end up with a lot of grief for 
everyone. 


He couldn’t understand why Toga had been so easily forgiven by people he respected , like Auntie 
Inko or Ochako Uraraka. As far as he was concerned, Toga could not be trusted, and befriending 
her was dangerous by itself. To admit that they might know something he didn’t, something that 
made it all make sense , bothered him more than he would have liked to admit. 


But in the end, he had promised to Deku that he’d keep his cool and, after learning that his mom 
had nearly come to blows with Toga at the reception party, behaving properly had now become a 
matter of pride. J can’t do worse at this thanmom . I'll show Deku and Auntie Inko that I can do 
that, at least. Even if those other shithead villains try anything, I'll be so fucking cold that 
Todoroki’s ice will look like crappy summer ice pops beside me! 


Of course, he couldn’t just hide it from his frowning face, not from Eijirou, who noticed that his 
scowl was not from the ridiculous safekeeping fees for their bikes at the lockup near the airport, or 
from stepping on a piece of gum, and, as soon as they had walked into the airport, had motioned for 
the two to walk to a quiet area and talk. 


Katsuki knew that talking through shit he felt was always much better than keeping it bottled up, 
and he trusted Eijirou more than anyone in the world, but it felt like it was something they’d talked 
about a thousand times. 


Eijirou led him to a lounge they could use to rest due to him having a credit card with the lounge’s 
bank, and it was a nice, comfortable space with soft hued lights and leather couches, as well as 
waiters in vests and bowties offering them drinks at three times their worth. Katsuki waved them 
off angrily, and the waiters soon retreated, leaving the couple alone. 


“So, Kats...what’s it about?” Eijirou offered, his soft smile showing his adorable sharp teeth. While 
Katsuki had not fallen in love with Eijirou for his looks, in the long run he’d come to be very 
attracted to them. His smile made the world seem just a little better, and his large frame was perfect 
either for sparring or a hug, which sometimes even a fucking badass like Katsuki needed. 


But the main thing that had brought them together had been a deep, mutual respect. They had both 
acknowledged the other as worthy almost from the beginning, and over time that had led to trust 
and a deep bond that had slowly evolved into so much more. 


“What’s what about?” Katsuki asked, his voice low, stalling for time. Eijirou probably knew 
exactly what he was worried about, what he was pissed off at, but Katsuki didn’t feel comfortable 
talking until he was sure no waiters would be around to hear. J fucking hate when people make 
personal matters a fucking public spectacle. 


“There’s plenty of things that could make you upset. I...’?’ve got my own doubts. In fact, I was 
seriously thinking of absolutely refusing going to this...this event .” Eijirou said, waving his hand, 
almost dismissively. Katsuki noticed that there were no people close and relaxed a bit, and Exjirou 
continued, “I mean, I did have fun at Deku’s bachelor party and everything, but that was just a 
party. Him, you and I, I think we’re cool. But for Hawaii...” 


“Yeah. It’s just that, Eijirou.” Katsuki admitted, “Fucking Hawaii.” 


Eijirou nodded. “Himiko Toga “inviting” convicted villains is just...1 mean, there’s some manly 
villains out there that have honour even if they break the law. Like..like that guy I fought on first 
year, Rappa? He...he had a little bit of good in him.” 


“Eijirou, that fucker was about seven punches away from killing you.” 


Eijirou smiled, carefree, shaking his head, but then darkened again, “Some villains, but not all. 
Take Stain, for example. He killed people just like us for being “fake”. Would he call our friends 
fake heroes and try to kill them, if he was free? Would he think I am a fake?” 


Katsuki absolutely hated that idea. Eijirou was as much a hero as anyone could be, literally placing 
himself in harms way to catch the damage that would harm others, and when he fought, taking 
each step towards the enemy like an unstoppable juggernaut, there was no better ally in a fight. The 
shield and the gun, that’s us. And anybody who’d judge us can fuck off. 


“You are not a fake hero. Fuck that. Fuck anyone who could ever think that. You’re...you’re pretty 
fucking cool.” Eijirou’s smile comforted Katsuki, but behind it, he knew that the idea of having 
Stain around brought a lot of old doubts back. 


“T.... know. It just...just bring me back. Back to first year, when Iida and the others took him down. 
lida still has those scars, and Deku...I don’t even know which scars were from Stain and which are 
from his other battles.” 


“With Deku, I guess the only one obsessed enough to keep count is the crazy bitch marrying him. 
But I know what you mean. It...it fucking sucked reading about Stain targetting heroes.” 


Back then, Katsuki had scoffed at the whole thing; if the heroes had been weak enough to be killed 
by some noseless wackjob with a shitty, chipped katana, while they had the education a pro hero 
must have to graduate, and were expected to have full control of their Quirks, then maybe they had 
just been unworthy of their licenses, beneath even hero students, an embarrassment to hero society. 


But that had been before he’d been kidnapped by the League, before he had fought at Tartarus 
against Stain’s “follower” Dabi, before he had battled All for One in China in a harrowing display 
of utter, complete power and death. 


It had been before graduating and going on to fight countless battles against villains of all shapes 
and sizes and Quirks, and now he couldn’t avoid looking back and seeing just how wrong his 
judgement had been; the heroes had not been killed or crippled by Stain because they had been 
weak, they had fallen because Stain had used better tactics . Attacking from ambush, stealth, the 
use of every single tool in his arsenal... that had been what had made Stain dangerous. 


“Back when it happened, I didn’t really think much of his victims, you know?” Katsuki admitted, 
lowering his gaze from Eijirou’s crimson eyes, “But I looked inward. I questioned if he’d think that 
I was a fake hero and try and kill me. Back then, I didn’t think so. But then the League took me...” 


“I know, Kats.” Eijirou said, reaching out and putting his hand on Katsuki’s shoulder. “The 
League...they mistook you being umm...abrasive...for being evil.” It was a kind way to put it. 


“Shigaraki...Shigaraki told me afterwards the why . He himself hadn’t even been aware of it 
but...but he thought we were similar , him and I. I don’t think we are, but the anger, the rage...that 
we do have...we did have in common.” 


“He thought your anger was raw and unfocused like his.” Eijirou offered. “He thought he could 


have pointed you at society and gone “blast!” and it would have been that. And he was wrong!” 


“Yeah.” Katsuki said, “That’s...that’s basically it. Later on, I learned that some of the others had 
their own ideas on the whole thing. Dabi thought I was just like Endeavor, and...after learning what 
Todoroki went through...Well, I wouldn’t be like that, fuck no, but...[ kinda see what surface 
resemblance we have, the old number one and I. And Dabi...he thought it’d be fun to see a teenage 
version of his dad turn villain.” 


“Shit.” Eijirou muttered, “You...you hadn’t told me about that one, Kats.” 


“T visited Dabi one time when Todoroki was visiting alone. You know, how that one time, when I 
was working at the Endeavor Agency the old man invited us to have dinner at his place and all that 
shit? My excuse when I joined Todoroki for the Dabi visit was to ask for his family’s recipes. I got 
them.” 


“Ah! So that’s where you learned that kickass mapo tofu recipe! Sweet!” Eijirou said, “Oh yeah, I 
thought Endeavor’s family was pretty manly, especially the sister.” 


“Yeah, yeah, let’s make it again someday. Anyway, I walk in and five minutes later Dabi’s 
gloating all about it, the fucking asshole. That’s how I knew. The other ones...the fucker who took 
me prisoner in that marble, Compress, would bring me back to the marble at the drop of a hat. 
Spinner talked about how I was a fake hero, that is why it was on my mind later on, about Stain. If 
the League and him had still worked together...I don’t know. They might have had a fight then and 
there, I am sure that Stain would have deemed me a fake.” 


“Like hell you are!” Eijirou said, a bit too loudly for the chill lounge, and Katsuki felt stares move 
their way. “Kats, you’re the real deal. Win to save, remember?” 


“Yeah, I know that. But...shit, that whole business made me realize that even if J think I’m a 
perfectly amazing hero, some extremist asshole hero killer could decide otherwise. And I am not 
really fucking thrilled to be sitting around in the same party hall, expected to behave, when there 
will be assholes who kidnapped and threatened to torture me all around us.” 


“Amen to that.” Eijirou said, “I...I can see this is part of it. Toga’s also part, right?” 


“Tt fucking is. She’s...she’s a sadist and a psychopath and...All this time since we learned about 
Deku and her, [ve been really thinking through everything. And...well, I feel responsible. At 
least...at least partially . If...1f I had been...I don’t know...less of a piece of shit with Deku, if I 
hadn’t utterly ruined his life from kindergarten to highschool, maybe...maybe he would not have 
felt that his only chance at love was reciprocating a sick obsession.” 


Katsuki looked right into Eijirou’s eyes, then spoke, “The last thing we all knew, before the 
Tartarus attack, before she appeared again “changed”, was that she would just as much have fucked 
Deku as she would have slit his throat from ear to ear. And now...the person we’ve seen these two 
years is different, but how much? How much of that killer is hidden just below the surface, playing 
the long game?” 


Eijirou took a very long moment before answering, pondering all his options, “Gathering all her 
crew now that she has everyone’s trust...I see why you’re worried. And you’ve told me about what 
she threatened to do to you, because of everything you did to Deku. Honestly... don’t know what 
to think of her. When she’s with Uraraka and Mina and the other girls, she just looks so happy and 
genuine, like she’s finally filling a void of loneliness, you know? It’s...it’s kind of the same 
expression Deku has, you know, when he moves away for a moment and just...just watches his 
friends? Like he can’t believe it?” 


“T’ve seen that in him, yeah. But her? Acting a role is her entire thing , it’s what her Quirk does, her 
fucking biology. What is genuine and what is just a really good fake?” Katsuki said. Eijirou 
nodded, idly playing with a lock of crimson hair. 


“We can’t really be sure about that but...it’s the same with anyone, isn’t it? Everyone we meet 
could be a backstabber, and we just gotta trust and hope that the person is manly enough to keep 
the truth.” 


“IT don’t really feel like we have much of a choice in the long run.” Katsuki sighed, “Deku’s 
stubborn. And this whole thing with Toga...he’s determined to save everyone and in his mind, it 
probably makes all the sense to fight to the end for her and her “redemption”. She’s here to stay, 
unless she tries something now . In which case, well...” 


“We’re a medium sized hero agency’s worth of manly dudes and gals! Like hell they could escape 
us. And besides, isn’t Shigaraki like, your bro now?” 


“Fuck no, he isn’t!” Katsuki said, fuming. Then, more quietly, he added, “We just...got to more of 
an understanding. I wouldn’t call that guy my “bro”, he’s just an idiot nowadays, pretty weak, 
skinny. All he cares is our dumbass senpai Wave Motion.” 


“And how is that different to how Toga seems to just care for Deku? Honest question, Kats.” 
Eijirou asked. 


“Shigaraki had the perfect chance to kill me, and he didn’t. He fucking didn’t. After All for One 
left me all fucked up and broken, Shigaraki crawled over to where I was. I... ve told you the story, 
Ei. P've told you how he didn’t even fry and attack him and called for help instead. That...that 
meant something to me, and, even if it’s begrudging, well...I respect that decision. Toga...no. If she 
had a chance to hurt me, to hurt us and she could get away with it, I still think she would.” 


“T see.” Eijirou said, and they sat in silence for a while, both deep in thought. “Guess this might be 
a thing better solved, right? Better than having to watch our backs. Just try and talk it out, maybe 
the tropical air will have everyone in a good mood. We are in the same hotel as them, right?” 


“Ochako also keeps insisting that I talk shit through with Toga, but fuck doing that in this trip. I 
want to enjoy my vacation, goddammit. As for the hotels...HA! We aren’t! We’re in a better hotel. 
Run entirely by locals, sustainable as fuck, private beach and shit. Quiet, nice, just the kinda thing 
you and I deserve.” 


“Oh...but I wanted to hang out with everyone at the beach!” Eijirou said, pouting adorably. Oh you 
goddamn pure bastard, how can I say no to that face? 


“We still can. I checked and double checked the deets on Deku’s hotel and we can use the beach 
and some of the facilities cause we'll be guests in the wedding itself. But the fuckers lock the golf 
course, the better spa of the two they have, and the buffet behind paywalls.” Katsuki said, 
dismissing the amenities he mentioned with a wave. 


“Kats...you know how to play golf?” Eijirou asked, his curious mood and unexpected question 
making Katsuki pause for a second. As he did so, he realized that he felt much more at ease now, 
less stressed, comforted even. Instead of worrying about the villains getting freed and melting back 
into the shadows, joining back with the remains of AFO’s legacy, that he could feel were still out 
there, he now imagine how cathartic it would be to crack open Stain’s skull with his newest combo 
moves with Eijirou. 


“Of course I do.” Katsuki said, although it was one of his less developed skills, when compared to 


fighting, studying, playing the drums, cooking and riding motorcycles. “Helps practice precise 
hand movements. It’s boring as fuck, though, so I’ve mostly played with a club and a cup. Like 
how asshole businessmen do in movies?” 


“Oh yeah, I’ve seen those!” Eijirou said, “I never figured you knew. Man, even after all this time, I 
still learn new stuff about you, I love it.” 


His smitten, warm tone made Katsuki blush a little, but thankfully the lounge wasn’t brightly lit 
and he could play cool. “Yeah, likewise. I really only went a couple times to a proper course, the 
hag and Auntie Inko played for a while, when I was in middle school. It was just a few months, 
when Hisashi got some bonus or some country club coupons or some shit, and sent them home. 
Inko invited mother to play with her, but honestly...the hag was shit.” 


“What a cool friend, Mrs. Inko!” Eijirou said, grinning. 


“Yeah. Mother told me years later that the other kids at the club treated Deku like shit and their 
parents treated Inko much the same. When the coupons or whatever ran out, they never returned.” 
Katsuki said, “So I wouldn’t ask Deku about golfing or anything.” 


“That...that sucks.” Eyjirou said, “Hey...I just noticed, you look less pissed off!” 


“T’ve been less pissed off for a hot minute already. And...thanks. Talking helped. I’m still worried, 
but at least we can share burdens like this between us.” 


“T know. If it was Gigantomachia on that guest list, you know just how mad it would have had me. 
I would be just as pissed as you and I know you’d have been there for me for that, so...count on me 
for things like this, always!” If there hadn’t been a large metal table between them, Katsuki would 
have kissed Eijirou then and there. J can still do that later. Maybe when we get to our sweet little 
hotel. 


“That...[ know I can count on you, Ei. And it means a lot. It’s pretty fun to rant and know you'll 
listen. And yeah, if that fucker Gigantomachia had even been considered , you can be damn sure 
we would have walked right up to Deku’s house to kick his ass and Toga’s.” Katsuki said, a fierce 
grin spreading across his lips. 


“Good thing he isn’t. I...1 know some villains are in jail that don’t deserve to be but that guy...I 
don’t want my nightmares walking free anytime soon.” J feel that, Eijirou. I really do... 


“If we have any say on that, he never will. Now...this place is starting to get stuffy and just the 
worst. I like having enough hand sweat but this will just make me a flight risk. How about we fuck 
off and get some food, see if we meet anyone else from the trip?” 


“YES!” Eijirou said, “I’m absolutely starving! L..I was thinking to wait and see what the deal with 
airline food actually was, but...but I’m getting a bit spooked now that it might be bad food...” 


“Let’s get wings.” 


To say that Tenya lida had mixed feelings about Izuku’s wedding was an understatement. For one 
thing, it was a huge milestone for one of his best friends. Izuku lived life in his own way, on his 
own terms, and nothing was a clearer sign of it than getting married at 21 years old with a former 


villain. 


A controversial choice, to be sure, but Toga dutifully kept up with her psychotherapy and had 
shown herself to be trustworthy enough time and again, and Tenya himself had subtly tested the 
girl in various ways, such as walking around with a papercut while she was around, and leaving a 
tasty treat on the fridge, to see if she’d steal it and eat it, checking the cameras afterwards...only to 
find it had been a visiting Mina Ashido that had eaten his frozen orange treat. 


They may have been small, petty tasks, supported by the fact that Izuku placed his life in her hands 
every night , even when Toga kept weapons on the bedside table, but overall she convinced Tenya 
of her good intentions. 


In their own ways, everyone else had tested Toga. Aizawa-sensei and Joke-sensei had interrogated 
her for hours before even considering letting Toga around young Eri, even with Izuku around, and 
she’d passed their test. The Wild Wild Pussycats had also talked with her and Izuku, and been okay 
with her, but now Tenya knew that they had been keeping secrets themselves. 


Because the WWP had hidden a reformed villain of their own, an unmasked, amnesiac Twice. 
Which probably goes a long way in explaining why miss Ragdoll felt the need to help the other 
League members more directly, given that she had one living in her home. 


Tenya would probably never feel that Toga’s sentence, administered by the United States, was true 
justice, but he had come around to the fact that she was putting in an effort to make the world 
better. Maybe it wasn’t an objective good, given that she was now a tool for a government, and her 
superiors had their own agendas, but she took down people that were unmistakably bad. 


Was that a fitting punishment? Was it the type of rehabilitation she should get? Tenya couldn’t be 
sure; he was a hero, not a judge, and he’d long ago learned the lesson that he couldn’t be both. 


So instead he focused on his friends’ happiness, and Toga had become a part of all their lives, to 
some extent. While she was Izuku’s bride to be, she had also grown close with Ochako, which 
Tenya had never expected, but they usually communicated through fights, which he had expected. 


And Toga also volunteered for some of Hatsume’s dangerous experiments, which had represented 
a net gain for the health of everyone else in Japan. 


So, for Izuku and Toga, he could be happy. 


Then there was the fact that he’d be going with Ochako. He enjoyed all their moments together, 
and she really made his life better, and to go on a big trip together had been a dream they had never 
gotten the excuse to live out. 


Sure, they had travelled together, but it had been mostly work related, and a few shorter personal 
trips. They had gone to meet Ochako’s parents the very week after they'd officially started dating, 
and had stayed with Tenya’s family for three days the month following that, and then visits to 
extended families during long weekends... 


Their longest trip had been to Hokkaido, a year and a half earlier, after Toga had been thrust into 
their lives with all kinds of chaos. Back then Ochako had been angry and bitter, still reeling from 
the news that it had been Toga who had finally won Izuku’s heart. It had been a bitter pill to 
swallow, and Tenya had understood the negativity in her heart, as he had his own demons, his own 
grudges, and he had felt their dreadful grip on him. 


She had needed time away to process everything, to try and move on, to collect herself. And for 


that, Tenya had taken her to his family’s house in Hokkaido, a short drive away from Kitami City. 
It had been a quiet time, with him giving her as much space as she needed, but being right there 
whenever she felt the need to cry or vent. 


It had been that week where they had truly reciprocated their feelings for each other. Tenya had 
been in love for a long, long time, even from the tail ends of their first year at UA, and for the 
longest time he had wanted nothing besides being the friend she could rely on...but in the end 
they’d grown closer and closer. 


He had allowed himself to dream of a future together, by the end of their second year, and they 
only grew closer, trusting each other more and more, finding common ground in unexpected things 
and feeling at peace with each other. Nobody made his heart beat as fast, and nobody else would 
have been his first choice to watch his back in a fight, or to organize class papers... 


And in that quiet house near Kitami, they’d let go of the past that she had held onto until it had 
become poisonous. And then they had become a couple formally. 


But even that trip had only been a single week. This time they had planned and researched and 
spent the whole previous week packing giant suitcases, so as to have twenty whole days abroad. 
She was excited, he was a little bit scared. A part of him felt as if he was missing something, even 
after checking their passports and US visas and every single item in their bags about twenty five 
times already. 


To Ochako it all had a lot of meaning. She had been dreaming of a big trip to Hawaii for her 
parents from the moment she had decided to become a hero, so this voyage would help them scout 
all manner of nice places to show the Urarakas around, with restaurants, beaches, hiking trips and 
everything else they could imagine, and Tenya knew that he’d enjoy very much to tread those 
paths alone with Ochako, before her folks also joined in the future. 


But there was one thing that gave him pause, and made all of his excitement mix with 
apprehension; Stain. 


Izuku had assured him that the countermeasures, should Stain try anything, were second to none, 
but he had not mentioned at all if he had tried to convince Toga not to invite the killer. Tensei, 
even though he was clearly acting as the bigger man, had not yet left to join Ragdoll and the others 
that would keep an eye on the villains, and even through his lighthearted jokes and easy smiles, 
Tenya could see that his dear brother was scared, too. 


Stain had left him paralyzed from the waist down and had put his career as a hero on hold 
indefinitely. Even now that he could run again, after getting surgery from a gifted doctor (who 
happened to be Hatsume’s mom, strangely enough) and restoring his lower body, Tensei worked as 
more of a figurehead for his team than anything, with his good friend The Crawler having joined 
formally to keep most operations going. 


So of course Tensei would not exactly feel peachy about the whole concept of a tropical vacation 
babysitting the man who’d put him on a wheelchair for years, but his bravery, tenacity and stiff 
upper lip about it only made Tenya admire him more. 


Because he himself could never have willingly gotten on a plane with Stain. Not without the old 
anger flaring, without the grudge pushing him forward. He had thought he had gotten over it, with 
Ochako’s help, but now that he knew Stain would be around his brother, around his girlfriend and 
around all his friends, most of which probably classified as “fake heroes” in Stain’s deluded mind? 
He wasn’t quite as over it as he had thought. 


“Anyway, that’s why good ol’ Koichi is now terrified of Louisiana style sweet tea!” Tensei said, 
and Ochako burst out laughing, which finally dragged Tenya back to the present. He looked around 
the airport restaurant they’d picked, a place that served buffalo wings that Ochako had happily 
devoured while Tenya had ordered some lemon pepper wings to try a new thing. 


With them was Tensei, stalling for time before going to meet his girl, her team and the villains, as 
well as Bakugou and Kirishima, who happened to be on the same flight as Ochako and Tenya, and 
had picked the restaurant for them all. 


It had been a good choice, in Tenya’s mind. Facing the Hero Killer would probably be easier on a 
full stomach, and Tenya hoped that he could give his brother strength for it somehow, but he 
wasn’t sure how to express it. Telling him “keep a stiff upper lip and carry on, Tensei, it shall be a 
walk in the park to face that bastard and be on a six hour flight sharing the same air! Keep it up, 
brother!” would not really help, would it? But I still want to give him my best. And when we face 
him in Hawaii, together, I have his back. 


“So, how about one more anecdote? I can probably stall for a few more minutes before the shuttle 
to the back hangars gets here for me, since I only called it a short while ago.” Tensei asked. 
Ochako and Kirishima excitedly asked him for more stories, revelling in all the weird and 
wonderful events Tensei had taken part in, while Tenya watched in awe as the old anecdotes he’d 
heard a hundred times found a new audience. 


He liked it, a lot. He had always felt proud of his brother and the rest of his family, and the awe in 
Ochako’s eyes as she heard the stories filled him with happiness. He imagined she probably felt the 
same when Tenya had spent many hours talking with Ochako’s parents, asking them all about the 
construction business and listening to all the anecdotes of a younger Ochako’s life. 


“Tf it’s another one with the Cruller please make it quick.” Bakugou huffed, “That guy was pretty 
much a vigilante for really long and he’s still pretty sketchy to me.” 


“It’s The Crawler.” Tensei replied, his smile warm. 


“Yeah, the Hauler, that’s what I said. Just...just tell your story, old man.” Ochako couldn’t help but 
laugh at Bakugou’s rudeness, even if it was just a muted mock of the actual thing, since the 
explosive dude had actually been rather polite with Tensei so far. And Tenya, knowing that 
Bakugou meant no disrespect, joined the laughter. 


“Actually, this one is with your former teachers, Aizawa and Yamada.” 


“Spill the beans, then.” Bakugou said, leaning forward and biting into what Tenya knew was a 
ridiculously hot chicken wing. 


Tensei grinned conspiratorially, “You see, this one time some...I don’t know...six years ago, we 
were on a mission together. My team, Mic and a sidekick he had back then, then there was 
Midnight, and finally Eraserhead. And you know how Aizawa keeps cat stuff in his ugly yellow 
sleeping bag?” 


“Yes!” Kirishima said, “I think he has like four cats!” 
“T think it’s three!”” Ochako corrected. 


“Well, we took some of the catnip from there. And then, when the police showed up to debrief us 
on the mission so far, officer Sansa was with them and...we convinced him to smoke the catnip! 
Off the record, of course, and...well, his shift had ended so that was alright but...Well, your old 


sensei had to take care of the young officer who was high as a kite.” 


As Tensei got into the night’s specifics, Bakugou grinned, smugly, Ochako laughed out loud, and 
Kirishima cackled, and even Tenya laughed softly. Imagining the clean cut, earnest Sansa being 
prompted into smoking and it somehow having an effect on him was fun already, but the image of 
the strict sensei going “pspspsps” to calm down the officer was just hilarious. 


But eventually, Tensei got a phone call, and placed down the money for what he had ordered, and 
gave everyone a quick goodbye, before taking his leave. After exchanging a knowing glance with 
Ochako, Tenya walked out to intercept his brother, and caught him just outside the restaurant. 


They walked together in silence for a short while, before Tenya finally spoke up, “Tensei, about 
Stain...” 


“T put it off as much as I could, Tenya. But it’s time now.” Tensei said, confidently. Any doubts 
Tenya had seen in his expression earlier were gone now, and Tenya only admired him more for it. 


“You could still refuse. The flight will be long and-” 


“And I’m ready now. I know what I will say if he approaches me and...well, baby bro, there’s this 
cool invention called badass Team Idaten headphones with bass boosted sound and all the other 
characteristics they should have. And this other thing called not facing him alone! I’ll be fine, man. 
Tomoko will be with me, and everyone else. And they tell me Stain looks weak and sad so what 
are we even worried about?” 


“Brother, Stain was a scrawny, lean bastard even back then. We must not underestimate him!” 


“I won’t. And I’ve already set up a little contingency plan with Aizawa, where he will disable 
Stain’s Quirk if he tries anything, and I punch his light’s out. It'll be okay, bro.” Tensei said, 
mimicking a few jabs and an uppercut. 


Unlike Tenya, Tensei’s Engine Quirk exhaust pipes were on his arms, and, while he had once 
fought mainly with kicks, Tensei packed a mean punch, when he wished to, even during the time 
when his spine injury had kept him bound to a wheelchair. Though, if any villain did get rowdy on 
the plane, Tenya expected his former sensei’s capture weapon would be more used than Tensei’s 
fists. 


“T.... really hope so. When we’re all on the ground, at least we can talk to him together, if we want. 
I will stand beside you, brother.” Tenya said. 


Tensei clasped his hand over Tenya’s shoulder, comforting his younger brother. “Thanks, man. 
We'll face him on our terms, you can be sure of that.” 


“We'll convince him he was wrong about you, wrong about me. That we have become even better 
heroes now.” 


“Maybe. More than anything, I want to tell him that he might have severed my spine but that it 
didn’t break me . It didn’t break the lida family, or the Ingenium name. We’re still here, and we 
outlived him in every way. I will walk to see him and he will know that he failed with us.” Tensei 
said. His voice was confident and calm, bereft of any grudge. 


He had moved on. 


Maybe that was what Tenya would get from his own conversation with Stain. 


“Anyway, baby brother...you still had half a plate of wings. And first class all the way to Hawaii, 
right? I think Miss Uraraka will rather like that. And when we all get there, remember that the lida 
Beach Traditions must be upheld! Our honour demands it!” Tensei said, laughing. 


“Of course! Blindfolded games of “hit the melon with a stick” have been passed down from 
generations!” Tenya said, continuing the inside joke. In fact, Tensei had learned the game from 
some other kid at a beach in Okinawa when he was a child, and that’s as far as the “tradition” 
went. 


And it was a lot of fun. 


The two brothers hugged, then shook hands earnestly, and soon Tenya watched his brother stride 
confidently to face the man who had crippled him once. The cripple walks again, and the vengeful 
has let go, perhaps. And the hero killer’s intent has been thoroughly thwarted. We will move on. 


Hakurin walked again into the airport, suitcase rolling beside him. A mix of fear and excitement 
energized him, and every step felt lighter than the last. 


When he had last been in the airport, weeks earlier, his plan had been vague, and he had limited 
himself to following All Might that time. This time, he was on the path to board a plane, ambush a 
wedding, and murder All Might. 


Things had changed, but his resolve remained the same. Vengeance was still the one thing pushing 
him forward, even after everything he had seen of Japan’s evil underworld since setting on this 
path. From the mercs to the Quirkless exiles to their dealing with the unidentified scientist and the 
Nomus stalking in the dark, it was a terrifying world he had plunged into, but it was the world that 
had given him the help he wanted. 


At the same time as he walked towards the departures area, and readied himself for all the security 
checkpoints, his comrades were likewise boarding planes in different airports around Japan. 


Due to his behemoth size, Runt had needed to book a flight with a smaller, more specialized airline 
that flew out of Okinawa, and Grease had booked her flight to depart from Kyoto. The mercs had 
their own ways to get to Hawaii, and Hakurin had preferred not to dig deep into that. 


And finally, the little army of Quirkless soldiers would get there via a boat that their leader, 
Silverback, had not really explained much. Hakurin imagined it was the same vessel that they had 
used to get to Japan, as stowing away in small groups would have aroused suspicion. 


He knew that all his team would get to Hawaii and meet at the safehouse, even if they arrived at 
various different times. The attack would take place within days, and they still had plenty of time. 


As he walked into the first security checkpoint, he had his passport and flight ticket inspected. It 
was under his true name, as a sign of his commitment to the mission; if he somehow failed and his 
identity was released, he would never deny it. 


“Hakurin Hidan?” The policeman checking his passport asked, squinting at the picture, then 
looking at the real him. On the outside, Hakurin still looked the same as in the picture, even if on 
the inside he was now a man fully committed to bring death to his enemies. 


“That’s me.” 


“Everything checks out. Business or pleasure?” the airport cop asked, his tone polite but a bit 
lethargic. Hakurin imagined that the guy’s shift might be close to finishing, and a yawn a few 
seconds later gave more evidence to it. 


“Pleasure. Finally going on a trip I waited for the longest time!” Hakurin said, letting his true 
excitement seep into the carefully selected words. In a way, the words he had picked were all the 
truth. 


“Hope you have a lovely time over there. You can leave the big suitcase by that transporting band, 
the airline people will assist you. Please...” the cop yawned, again, “...please go ahead after you 
leave your bag, and through that checkpoint. My colleagues will check you and your carry on for 
anything that shouldn’t be there. Have a nice trip!” 


“Thanks!” Hakurin said, stopping himself just in time to avoid saying an awkward “You too” to 
the airport cop, and swiftly followed the instructions, placing the big suitcase at a conveyor band 
that the smiling airline attendant pointed out for him. 


His coat was in the big suitcase, a strong leather trench coat he had bought as his outfit for the big 
day, as were his boots and trousers. The rugged shirt he would wear on the day was worn 
underneath the hoodie he currently had, but he expected no one to look twice at it since it wasn’t 
too obviously meant for combat. 


His mask, as well as a pair of guns he had bought for the attack, would be carried over by Ghost, 
who would be able to bypass security in the corporate plane they had been given as transport by 
their employer. It wouldn’t be a jet, rather an old cargo plane, from what Ghost had told them, but 
they would get a chance to sneak in the sensitive gear. 


Just as planned, the X-Ray machines and metal scanners found nothing dangerous or unusual in 
Hakurin’s bag, clothes or pockets, and he had soon crossed into the side of Tokyo Haneda Airport 
where he would finally leave. 


A quick trip down a couple of corridors led him to a waiting area, filled with those uncomfortable 
airport seats with armrests between every section, clearly meant to prevent people from sleeping 
there. Hakurin found the seats half full, and quickly snatched a spot to wait. 


He had a selection of magazines inside his carry on bag, but he preferred to keep the for later, as a 
way to spark conversation with the man that would fly next to him, and for now, he picked a light 
novel and pretended to read, while going over the plan of attack inside his head, up to the last 
detail. 


Lost in the tactics and counter tactics in his brain, he only noticed that the boarding had started 
when the people around him got up and started walking, and he quickly followed them. His ticket 
was checked once again and then he was led inside the plane, where he needed to shuffle slowly 
and awkwardly while those in front of him moved to their seats, until he finally reached his place. 


Next to the aisle, and with his neighbour already sat at the window, Hakurin made himself 
comfortable after placing his carry on beneath his seat, so as to have quick access to his reading 
material, and by the time he was ready, the plane had started to move. 


As the captain walked everyone through emergency procedures and explained other inane crap that 
Hakurin had no time for, he subtly examined his neighbour. Green, curly hair, flecked with grey, 
covered his head, and his chin and cheeks were covered with short green and grey stubble, the kind 


one would have after forgetting to shave a day or two by being too caught up with work. 


His build was unimposing, of average height and weight, and Hakurin was pretty sure that 
Silverback could probably wrap his hand around the man’s waist. He wore comfortable loafers and 
slacks, and a dark blue woolen sweater, appropriate for a Japanese autumn but probably best 
removed for a tropical climate. 


Behind a pair of sleek glasses, the man’s eyes looked shrewd and agile, quick. In time, he too cast a 
look at Hakurin, probably judging him silently as well. So this is the man that fathered the “great” 
hero Deku...I can see some resemblance. And a lot of difference. All Might’s work, no doubt. 


The moment the captain stopped speaking, as the plane continued to taxi on the runway, the man 
offered his hand for Hakurin to shake, “I figure, if we'll be stuck together for six and a half hours, 
we might as well meet properly, right?” 


“Hakurin Hidan, a pleasure.” he replied, taking Hisashi’s hand and shaking it. Hisashi’s grip was 
stronger than it looked, and completely businesslike. 


“And I’m Hisashi Midoriya, charmed to meet you. Say...[ know it’s probably a total cliché 
but...business or pleasure? I didn’t get any international gigs when I was your age, but you strike 
me as clever. It’s in the eyes, you see? Some people have these big round eyes, like my ex-wife, 
and some have sharp eyes, like a hunter’s. You’re the latter. I sense that you’re...you’re a banking 
student!” 


“Yes! How...how did you know?” Hakurin said, lying, making himself sound awed and shocked at 
his “career” being guessed. Hope the lie isn’t too difficult to keep up. I can play a student well 
enough on the surface, but if he asks me anything about banking, I might be screwed. 


“Just a hunch. Banking’s pretty fascinating. Anyway, pick your poison, Mr. Hidan.” 


“You can call me Hakurin, sir, all my friends do.” Hakurin said, knowing that the chances of him 
killing Hisashi were increasing. My poison’s white phosphorus, the burns of the weapons made 
with it were once war crimes. Poisonous enough, Hisashi? 


“Pleasure, thank goodness. I’ve been really looking forward to this trip. You could say [ll be 
fulfilling a dream I’ve had since I was a kid.” A dream of making the ones responsible for my 
suffering feel just the same way. My dream involves killing your son, slowly, painfully, all for 
revenge. 


“Hope you get to do that, Hakurin. I don’t usually put much stock in dreams, but I can always 
admire someone following his ambitions.” 


“How about you, sir?” 


Hisashi gave a smile, lazy and a little bit annoyed, as if going to Hawaii was a minor inconvenience 
and a bit of a waste of time. “My kid’s getting married. For some reason, he has a lot of clout with 
the hotel. Saved a hundred lives if I remember correctly? Anyway...?'m trying to patch things up 
with him. It...it hasn’t been easy. I think that we just don’t understand each other, at some level, 
but, if it means anything to be there, I can at least try, right?” 


“Really noble of you, Hisashi.” Hakurin said. What the hell kinda guy talks in that tone about his 
son getting married? Aren’t you excited? Or...are you also angered at Toga and the League? Are 
you worried about these “guests”, about my targets? 


“Honestly, I...oh, woah, was that takeoff?” Hisashi said, looking out the window. “After hundreds 


of plane trips, I still really like this part. Feels...peaceful. P11 be bored soon but for now...it’s cool 
watching land get slowly far away. Take a look, kid.” 


It was certainly impressive to watch the skyscrapers of Tokyo fade to the background, as they 
pushed towards the ocean. Land was soon gone, replaced by endless waves. 


“Tt’s...it’s lovely.” Hakurin muttered, looking over Hisashi’s shoulder. 


“It’s better at in-land airports. Flying over mountains...now that rules. Do kids even say “rule” 
these days? Haha, I really don’t care.” Hisashi said, smiling, as he returned to his seat. Hakurin’s 
eyes remained glued to the ocean beneath, and the sun’s reflection on it, burning bright. 


“About the wedding I mentioned...can I be honest, Hakurin? You strike me as clever so I'll just go 
ahead and say it...1 have my misgivings. Besides my son’s choice of a bride...PIl tell you later, 
don’t worry...I fear it might end up being its own kind of hell. Ever been to a beach wedding where 
you didn’t end up swallowing a whole pound of sand? Jesus. And the heat... You know, if it doesn’t 
end up happening indoors, I’m afraid that halfway through the thing I'll be asking for someone to 
put me out of my misery!” Hisashi said, laughing heartily. 


Oh, don’t worry, Hisashi, that’s exactly what will happen. 


Wedding Guests and Planes, part 2 


Hisashi Midoriya usually preferred trains to planes. One could move more freely, there was 
virtually no risk of crashing, and they were usually better built to accomodate people of all Quirks 
and needs. But sadly, one couldn’t exactly reach Hawaii by train. 


Of course, when travelling for work, he had ended up in well over two hundred flights along the 
years, some of them much, much longer than the paltry six hours from Tokyo to Honolulu, then a 
half hour flight on a smaller aircraft to Maui’s smaller airport. It was rookie numbers, when 
compared to long haul flights from Singapore to the US, Hisashi’s mainstay. 


It could have been an even shorter trip, of course, if he had been offered to fly on a jet plane owned 
by Mei Hatsume, his son’s best friend. Izuku, his fiancee Himiko, and their “team” for the 
wedding, both groomsmen and bridesmaids, would take the plane, while everyone else would get 
there on their own flights, with Hatsume sponsoring some family members and plus ones who 
would attend. 


Izuku had talked up the hypersonic plane he and his closest friends would be taking in his last 
meeting with Hisashi, at his reception party a few days earlier. According to Izuku, it was perhaps 
the fastest plane currently, and it had been built in their garage with Hatsume’s design and a bit of 
help from Izuku and another girl, the Yaoyorozu heiress. 


Hisashi had no idea how a homegrown plane could be legal to fly across the world, but apparently 
the craft had even been flown into battle, according to his son. Hisashi had not insisted on being 
invited to fly on it; when Izuku had shown him pictures of the inside, it had looked utilitarian and 
not particularly comfortable. 


So instead, he had booked his own flight, where he’d get a decent meal, in-flight internet access, 
and less awkward conversation than what he’d get with Izuku’s friends, at least the ones he’d met 
so far; the one called Iida seemed so uptight that he’d bore Hisashi inevitably; Hatsume seemed to 
regard Hisashi as a complete nonentity, even after Hisashi had expressed admiration for her 
business acumen; the grim looking Shinsou hadn’t spoken a word towards Hisashi when they had 
met and finally, the Todoroki kid always glared at Hisashi with a cold fury, and one time he’d even 
caught the kid muttering about “shit parents”. 


So being there, cramped, along with a few others he had never met, had not been a good choice. 
Had Izuku been mindful of Hisashi and his well-being when not inviting him aboard his plane? 
Hisashi somehow doubted it, but he knew that it would be most comfortable for all parties 
involved if he flew alone. 


So Izuku and his “crew” would arrive directly, and most of the others would get there a few hours 
later, and when everyone was on Maui, there were plans to meet at the hotel’s restaurant for a tasty 
meal and then everyone could go their own way and enjoy the resort for a couple of days, before 
the wedding itself on October 26th. 


Thus Hisashi had found himself departing Tokyo Haneda Airport, comfortable, dressed well for a 
relaxing flight, and dreading the mid-flight boredom that would inevitably hit; he had spent far too 
much of his airport time navel gazing and thinking about Izuku and the wedding, and he hadn’t 
bought enough material for in-flight entertainment. 


He had guessed that he might try and watch a movie, but he assumed most of the offering on the 
plane would be hero related, and he had quite enough of “capeshit” with Izuku’s anecdotes and 


having to accept that his ex-wife had hooked up with the former greatest hero. 


But at least his next-seat neighbour appeared to be able to hold an intelligent conversation, and 
entertain Hisashi for a while, at least until he figured a use for his time. Since his duties to the 
company had been fulfilled already for the week, it did seem like he would have free time to spare. 


“About the wedding I mentioned...can I be honest, Hakurin? You strike me as clever so I'll just go 
ahead and say it...1 have my misgivings. Besides my son’s choice of a bride...PIl tell you later, 
don’t worry...I fear it might end up being its own kind of hell. Ever been to a beach wedding where 
you didn’t end up swallowing a whole pound of sand? Jesus. And the heat... You know, if it doesn’t 
end up happening indoors, I’m afraid that halfway through the thing I'll be asking for someone to 
put me out of my misery!” Hisashi said, as the conversation continued and the plane levelled off 
for the rest of the flight. 


The student gave him a grin that looked strangely...eager. As if he was answering my plea to get 
killed instead of dying of the heat...eery. But hey, who knows how students are nowadays? My only 
point of comparison is Izuku and he didn’t go to college, though he does have some certificates 
from those Americans...And anyway, Izuku’s interest in heroes probably doesn’t match this kid’s 
interests, does it? 


“Sounds like a tropical, mosquito filled hell, sir.” the student called Hakurin replied, “Though...will 
there be an open bar afterwards?” he said, his grin turning good natured. 


“There will be, as far as I know. Now, I don’t usually get drunk but...” Hisashi shrugged. 
“Anyway, might be enough about it, for the time being, I don’t wanna bore you...” 


Hakurin raised a hand and shook his head, “Oh don’t worry about that, it’s fine, sir. You said you 
had some misgivings earlier? I...sorry, but that got me real curious.” 


Hisashi didn’t need much prompting to vent. His work friends knew he was an open book, and 
they understood each other like that. He could relate to them and their struggles in a way that he 
had never truly related to Inko. And this kid was giving him a chance to vent, almost anonymously, 
with someone he’d never, ever see again. It was a good opportunity to get a few things off his 
chest. 


“Well, that...that might be a long story, Hakurin. Are you up for a middle aged man’s long rant?” 
“Tt’s a long flight, so, why not?” 
Hisashi gave the young man a nod. “Buckle up, then, cause I’m going to tell you the whole tale.” 


He took a deep breath, made sure that the meal time was still a ways off, and began. “Some twenty 
two years ago I met this woman, Inko. She’s a couple years younger than me. Back then she was a 
real stunner, and even know she’s good looking. That’s...well, it’s not exactly pure hearted of me 
to admit, but that’s what drew me to her. We...well, it isn’t really the point of it how we met or got 
together. We just...hooked up, and stayed a thing for a while.” 


“She was a kind woman. Wholesome, she liked cute stuff. Very quickly she got this idea in her 
head of becoming a housewife. I didn’t feel too bothered with the idea; my salary was good 
enough, I was a rising star in the company, and it was nice to get meals made for me, and a clean 
house to live in.” Hisashi said, then sighed, “I... guess that we were in love for some time. It was 
more than just...than just going at it with some random hottie. I...I did feel a lot for her, and, well...I 
proposed.” 


Hisashi fished into his pockets and drew his wallet, and from its inside he took a wedding band. 
“This is the ring I gave her, she mailed it to me some years ago.” Hakurin’s gaze fixed on the ring, 
with its little diamond finely secured with gold wire, “It was good at first. Her parents didn’t much 
like me, and my parents didn’t like her, either, so we didn’t keep in touch with either side of the 
family, at least not too much.” 


Hisashi put back the ring deliberately, “Our closest friends back then were the Bakugou family.” 
Hisashi saw Hakurin’s eyes twitch for an instant, and what might have been the beginnings of a 
scowl, but a moment later the student had no trace of it on his expression. “The woman, Mitsuki, 
was a friend of Inko’s, and they were our neighbours at one point. The man, Masaru...well, he is a 
decent enough designer and he golfs well, but he’s a total doormat for his wife. And I could drink 
him under the table every single time. Those were good years.” 


Hisashi reminisced briefly, remembering how Masaru and Mitsuki had called him “friend” back 
then, and how they had both all but ignored him when he had met them at Izuku’s wedding 
reception. All those warm talks with Masaru, all that friendly banter with Mitsuki, were all gone. 


“Inko was over the moon with baby fever when Mitsuki got pregnant and showed us all that 
pregnancy test, the smuggest bitch I’d ever seen. So Inko and I finally took that step.” Hisashi said, 
continuing, “Just like getting married, it had the side effect of making me rise in the company. Old 
man Shibata, my boss back then, thought I was such a hotshot when I told him about it all.” 
Hisashi clicked open his phone and opened Inko’s social media account, scrolled quickly past 
pictures of her and All Might, and found what he was looking for; a picture of baby Izuku. 


He noticed a very “passionate” comment by Toga, Izuku’s bride-to-be, gushing saccharine sweet 
about how adorable baby Izuku was. Hisashi’s memories were mostly about how baby Izuku’s 
diapers stank, how he was always hungry and crying, and how he would always point at his All 
Might cartoon and say “dad”. 


“So your son got you the trust to get a promotion?” Hakurin asked. He looked curiously at the pic 
of Izuku, then shook his head. ““Your son was adorable, what is his name?” 


“Tzuku.” Hisashi said, “Izuku Midoriya. And yeah. Shibata trusted me with leading an expansion, 
first to Kyoto, then to Osaka. I felt powerful, for the first time in my life and...I have never let go of 
that feeling. Even if home life had changed and become something I hated now, business made me 
feel fulfilled.” 


“Wait...you said...hating your home life?” 


“J... am not an angry man, or jealous, no. My fault’s ambition, always has been. But, even if I 
expected a bit of chaos and the excitement of it at work, I wanted... wanted everything at home to 
stay , you know? Warm food, a comfortable, clean bed. Sex. You can fault me for committing to 
being a father when I wasn’t really ready, and if you said that my family was an accessory for my 
job improvement, I wouldn’t be able to deny it, not fully, not when I have thought exactly that 
many, many times. But it all built up, little by little, and at one point, I had no idea what was going 
on with my life the moment I clocked off at work.” 


Hisashi looked out the window, at the beautiful sunlit ocean below, “So I started working 
overtime. I rose even more, and the rush of seeing zeroes added to my bank account became what I 
lived for. And honestly? I still do. Money’s amazing. But anyway, back to Izuku...” Hisashi turned 
back, pointed again at the picture on his phone. “You see how he resembles his mother, right? He 
also looked enough like me, yeah. But when he turned four, well...you know how every kid’s 
required to get medical checkups for their Quirk at four years old?” 


“Of course. My checkup spooked my parents quite a bit, but I got good control of my Quirk by five 
and it has never been a problem since.” Hakurin replied. He speaks about his parents very...sadly. I 
wonder if something happened to them? 


“T was out of the country when that happened. It had been one of the better months, between me 
and Inko, and she still had no idea I had any doubts at all, about anything, but...but when she took 
Izuku to see Doctor Tsubasa, he turned out to be Quirkless.” Hisashi said, feeling his heart fall as if 
it had happened just a moment ago. “I will never forget that call with Inko crying on the other side 
of the line and...honestly, Pll never forgive myself for my first response after the call ended.” 


“What did you do, sir?” Hakurin asked, cautiously. 


“T asked for a paternity test. Of course, the result said that Izuku is my son, but the 
implications...even our best months together were never a match for before. I knew I had fucked up 
with Inko, so I put even more hours to my work week, and I took every opportunity to travel for 
work. Shibata felt how everything was turning to shit, and I knew that a talk about family and 
values and all that shit was approaching...so I went to work with his competitor, Sasai. And with 
Sasai Logistics I saw a chance to work in the States for months at a time, and I took it.” 


“IT assume he paid handsomely. Going to the States...it’s crossed my mind, too, but I’m still a 
student, and I never gave scholarships abroad much thought.” Hakurin said, then waited for 
Hisashi to continue. 


“In the States I felt free again. I know it’s cliché. But...I finally felt like I'd left Inko and Izuku 
behind, at least in some ways, and that only helped me grow more and more.” Hisashi said, 
“Distance even smoothed things out with Inko a bit. The /onging we felt and how lonely she got 
made our reunions almost as good as when we had started. But without her around when back 
stateside, well...Honestly, I would never have faulted her if she had cheated or anything.” 


“T see. Did she?” 


“No. She was faithful, and that I never really deserved. I’d never call myself a good husband, man. 
And as a dad, well...I last called Izuku to say good night ten years ago, when he was about...eleven. 
For birthdays, a year or so afterwards. By the time he was finishing elementary school I had my 
secretary write him birthday emails, but then I fired her so that was abandoned.” 


“What did your secretary do?” Hakurin asked, his curiosity piqued. 


“Corporate espionage, if you can believe it!” Hisashi said, laughing, “I think she was selling our 
info to the Chinese. No idea. Getting back to Izuku, though, all along he’s had these grand ideas of 
being a pro hero. He got bullied all his childhood and early teenage years about it, and he still kept 
the dream. I...[ never thought it was an achievable ambition, and I couldn’t support it directly, but I 
guess I did end up buying a mountain of All Might crap throughout the years, through Inko.” 


Hakurin’s eyes flashed again with anger when All Might was mentioned, but he didn’t say a word. 
“And it turned out that Izuku’s Quirk had been dormant four times longer than average, and then 
he went on to fulfill this dream I never backed up. He went to his dream school and, even though it 
got attacked by criminals several times, he graduated somehow and then, just as Inko and I were 
finalizing our divorce, I found out he is an entrepreneur too, and he is leaving his mark in the world 
in many ways. So I had to meet him again and maybe patch things up. When I contacted him, I 
really regretted being so distant, you see.” 


“So...you only returned once he had graduated and had a good job?” Hakurin asked, pointedly. 


“Tt...it sounds pretty bad when you put it like that. No, I was just busy, and I reached out when I 
could!” Hisashi said, but he knew that the kid’s words were regrettably very true. 


“So a hero, is he? Which one? Is he in a team? Can’t say I ever heard of any Izuku’s before today.” 
Hakurin asked now. His voice tone had shifted, becoming inquisitive, as if ready to judge Izuku. 


“He’s the Hero Deku, with Team First Responders.” Hisashi answered, thinking he’d gotten it all 
correct. 


“Isn’t that one called First Response? I remember them from the news and I think...yeah, ’m 
making the connection now. Not bad at all, Hisashi, that is, if you’re into heroes...” Crap, I knew I 
was misremembering. 


“Heroes? Honestly, I’ve never cared much for them. I don’t see why we have to trust our safety to 
meatheads in spandex.” Hisashi muttered darkly. “Sure, they are meant to fight villains, 
but...couldn’t the police do the same if they were allowed to use their Quirks? What is the point of 
paying taxes to pay for both?” 


Hakurin grinned again, but Hisashi had started searching his bag for a magazine and couldn’t see 
the menacing nature of that smile. By the moment he produced the magazine he had wanted, 
Hakurin looked the same as every other moment they had talked together, “I mean look at this 
article here...how does a caped asshole like this yankee, this Sentinel guy, get to be on the Fortune 
500 list? I mean, it’s the US but heroes are worldwide and...would any civilization ever have paid 
like we do for ridiculously outfitted cops?” 


“No, of course not.” Hakurin answered, “I don’t care for heroes, either. I think they don’t have 
enough...enough consequences for their actions. When they do good, we’re supposed to love them, 
when they destroy families, whole lives and livelihoods, we’re supposed to look the other way. Pro 
heroes are only trained for three years and then set free on our streets, free to use their destructive 
Quirks as they please. Don’t you think Mt. Lady has stepped on cars and ruined the owners 
forever, unable to pay for a new car when Mt. Lady’s bad finances mean she won’t be insured on 
an unlucky day? Or that All Might never caused collateral damage? Or that they won’t all let 
people die when no hero with the “right” Quirk is around?” 


“Yes, exactly that!” Hisashi said, excited. “I think my son should hear exactly that. Maybe it would 
help him do better in his job.” 


After such passionate outburst, soon Hakurin had become quiet and pensive, and eventually, 
Hisashi’s further attempts at conversation turned stilted and awkward, and in the end he limited 
himself to just asking Hakurin to lend him the magazines he’d bought. Only hours later, as they 
were about to land, Hakurin spoke again. 


“Hey...you had mentioned having an issue with your son’s bride...why was that?” 


Hisashi smiled, then said, “Oh, that...Yeah. I... told you all about my story. About how love 
just...fades, and divorces are everywhere these days, so...[ have told Izuku all about that, too. 
Because the girl he’s chosen is...bad news.” 


“How so?” 


“She’s a former villain, and the sentence for her crimes...well, somehow they got Izuku to be her 
hero handler. And of course, they got intimate. Turns out they’d been a thing for a while and kept it 
hidden from everyone. And now, I’m sure that my son thinks he is in love and will be forever in 
love but you can see the issue there, right? Dating a former villain might make him seem dashing 


to the public but I see it differently; he is just letting a Messiah complex and his dick do all the 
thinking, and is getting himself into a situation where a divorce might be one of the outcomes that 
screws him over the least .” 


Hakurin nodded several times, agreeing with Hisashi, “Yeah...I think...I think Pve read about it, 
now that I think. About Deku marrying some “Toga” person. I know she was with the League of 
Villains, everyone does, no? So...shit, that sounds pretty nasty.” 


“Yeah, that’s my worry, man. I just hope my son isn’t being used, you know?” 


But I did just say how Inko’s parents hated me and mine hated her. I know that Izuku’s mind is set, 
and he will go on with his plans. It’s really far too late for anything to happen differently, unless 
that cliché with someone objecting when the priest is about to end the whole thing were to 
somehow happen... But why couldn’t he have picked someone a bit safer??? 


Chizome Akaguro had made himself as comfortable as possible in the seat assigned to him in the 
plane. It was difficult to do so, though, as his fellow prisoners, formerly the League of Villains, as 
well as the long haired hippie they claimed was their former teammate Twice, were being 
extremely loud in their reunion, reaching decibels of laughter and anecdotes that Chizome had not 
heard since his high school field trip to Okinawa. 


Which wasn’t an especially pleasant memory, as he’d had a fight with his friend from back then, 
who had kept on the path to heroism when he had instead turned to vigilantism, and later on, 
killing heroes. It probably doesn’t help that she was killed by another villain and I never got to talk 
with her as either Stendahl or Stain. 


To add to his discomfort, he had been placed closest to Shouta Aizawa, the hero Eraserhead, who 
sat across the aisle from him, along with his wife, a hero called Ms. Joke. 


A seat behind, chattering happily, was a young girl that those two treated as a daughter, who hadn’t 
been introduced to Chizome but he had heard the other villains call “little Eri’. Beside her sat a boy 
with a horned cap and red shoes, which seemed to be the same ones that little Eri was wearing. 
When the boy had noticed Chizome’s gaze, he had scowled and flipped off the Hero Killer, and 
then sat a little closer to the girl, protectively. 


The other heroes, the Wild Wild Pussycats, a hero team that Chizome had never given much 
thought of attacking, were arranged all around the plane, with Mandalay near the front, Pixie Bob 
with Twice and the League, touching the blond villain with a rather unprofessional amount of lust, 
while the former villain team told their stories. 


Tiger, the most imposing and challenging in a fight, given his Quirk and agility, should Stain ever 
try and fight him, was placed behind the Hero Killer, happily adding to the conversation between 
Eri and the boy with the hat, whenever they asked him for his opinion or to tell them a joke. 


And finally, in the window seat in front of him, was Ragdoll. While she was agile and strong like 
her teammates, Chizome had known that her true danger had been her Quirk, which let her locate 
the Quirks of others, as well as their characteristics. It was an amazingly powerful Quirk, and Stain 
had thought it was a strategic advantage to have its owner stuck in the countryside instead of Hosu, 
where it would have made killing heroes much, much harder. 


But just a few months after Stain’s arrest, the League of Villains had attacked a UA training camp 
and kidnapped Ragdoll. Her Quirk had been stolen by All for One, or at least that was what the 
rumours said. And, from the apologetic looks of the League members, it was real. 


Besides the heroes, a couple cops had stayed on board, keeping mostly to the front of the plane. 
Chizome knew that they had to be liaisons of some kind, to make sure that everything happened as 
protocol dictated. And they didn’t seem to be armed. 


One of them, dressed in an expensive looking suit, carried the keys to Chizome’s handcuffs, which 
had been widened for comfort, and not locked to his seat or the floor. J could get up, kick Aizawa 
between the eyes, do a forward roll and take the keys. Then find a parachute and jump! 


They had been flying just a few minutes so far, he could still probably find land underneath, he 
thought. He could escape... But what the hell would I even do if I escape? Kill more heroes? They 
know all my tactics now and I don’t know enough of today’s heroes to judge. And...do I even want 
to punish heroes like I did? 


No, he wouldn’t try to escape. Not here, at least. There’s so much I don’t know and, honestly, they 
outnumber me far too much to try. I am not at my peak. 


The heroes around him had kept active and none of them seemed particularly injured or otherwise 
handicapped...not even Tensei lida, the Ingenium. 


Sitting exactly in front of Chizome and having talked amiably with the Aizawas for a long while 
after take off, Tensei had arrived late, but he had arrived walking on his own two feet, naturally, 
with a relaxed, deliberate gait. 


When his gaze had met Chizome’s, Tensei had smiled. But they had not spoken since. 


A part of Chizome was dying of curiosity, filled to the brim with questions, with hows and whys 
and whens. The hero looked completely unscathed, as if the life threatening, career ending injury 
Stain had inflicted had washed away softly. 


The other part of him felt despair and frustration. His work, which he had begun to doubt, was even 
more incomplete than he had ever considered. He had let his target survive and now...now Tensei 
lived . 


With his doubts about his mission, his ideology, it was difficult not to take that bitterly. As Stain, 
he had put life and limb on the line and had killed without hesitation, believing in his righteousness 
but now...where was he? Chained up, dressed in a crappy orange jumpsuit, only travelling at the 
whim of a villain who had been much smarter about her own prison sentence. 


And Tensei... J tried to take everything away from you. I nearly took your life. I took your legs. I 
turned your brother into a vengeful wraith, and almost poisoned his soul with murder. I thought 
you were a fake because of all the wealth, I thought all your “friends” were lickspittles...And look 
at you now; strong, healthy, happy, surrounded by love, with a cute girlfriend and a loyal brother. 
Your legs...your entire lower body...I don’t know how, I don’t know why...but you are good as new. 


A short burst of goodhearted laughter from Tensei brought him back again, up from that pit of 
bitterness. Yes, I failed. But maybe I was wrong about him, and in that case, it’s good that he lives. 


He looked across from the empty seat next to him and out the window, and saw only water below. 
The Pacific Ocean was all they would see for hours, he knew, and his chance at a furious skirmish 
and a daring escape was completely gone now. 


“Hey, champ, mind if I sit down next to you?” Caught in his own thoughts and the sight of the sun 
reflecting over the endless ocean, Chizome had not heard Tensei lida get up and moved to the aisle 
beside him. Oh great, he’s got new legs and they’re stealthy? Or am I just rusty? I need to be 
better, deadlier. 


“Ingenium,” Chizome said, looking straight into Tensei’s eyes, “Why...why would you want that?” 


Tensei laughed again, a hearty, calming sound that Chizome resented. “Tomoko’s hugging the 
window all to herself, and I haven’t been on a plane for far too long. So, what’s it gonna be, 
champ?” 


39.4722 


“T resent being called “champ”! Chizome groaned, but he still tucked in his legs to let Tensei 
move through. Before he did, however, Tensei turned around, showing Chizome his back. 


“T’ll move beside you, just a minute. But before that, I think there's something you should see.” His 
tone was calm, as a gentle teacher pointing at a book that might interest a kid at a library. There 
was no hint of malice or resentment, and Chizome had no clue if it was a result of impeccable self 
control or if Tensei had really moved past it all. 


For a moment, Chizome didn’t know if he was meant to stare at Tensei’s ass, which was almost at 
eye level and was pretty well built. He didn’t know if Tensei’s point was to flex and show that he 
was in peak shape even after what must have been months or even years of physical therapy, or just 
brag that his family all had great butts while Chizome’s was disappointingly flat...but then he lifted 
his shirt, revealing his spine. 


There were deep, vicious scars running along his back, interrupted in places where his white 
armour had stood in the way of Stain’s blades, deeper where the chipped, almost serrated edge had 
cut with hatred. He knew each and every cut from memory; the one nearest his side, that Stain had 
used to draw first blood and paralyze Tensei with Bloodcurdle, then the one in the middle of the 
back, a killing blow frustrated by the armour, and then the flurry of slashes at his lower back. 


Scar tissue was abundant, ugly, and the areas around it were unnaturally smooth; he realized that 
synthetic skin grafts had been necessary just to hold Tensei’s back together . And, most shocking of 
all was a series of titanium pieces placed along his shattered spine, joined by flexible metal cables 
that twisted with Tensei’s every subtle move, a brand new spine built upon the one Stain had 
ruined. 


“Pretty cool, huh? ’'m a goddamn cyborg now!” Tensei said, grinning, as he twisted his back to 
look behind at Chizome. “Are you grossed out or just speechless?” 


“H-how? I...1 attacked to kill, and even with your survival, this shouldn’t be possible, you...you 
were crippled!” 


“Yep!” Tensei replied, “At first, when I was still getting used to life without legs, without running , 
it was really difficult. I resented you, Akaguro, and a part of me, pretty talkative in the back of my 
mind on those nights, wished you would have finished the job .” 


Tensei put his shirt back in place, scooted over, around Chizome's tucked legs and sat down. “But 1 
have always had a lot to live for. I have people who depend on me, I have friends and family who 
needed me, who need me . So those thoughts were quickly in the past, champ!” 


“Don’t call me that.” 


“Okay, buddy.” Tensei said, patting him on the shoulder. It was the single most unnatural 


interaction in Chizome’s life, and he included murdering a flying Nomu on the list. “So, back in the 
hospital, I met Tomoko. Say hi, baby!” 


“T already greeted Stain and also I am halfway through my sammich!” Ragdoll answered, her 
mouth half full, with such a silly, distracted tone that Chizome couldn’t help but underestimate her, 
even if consciously he knew that she was still a capable enough fighter, at the level of Mandalay or 
Pixie Bob when in a fistfight, though less able than Ms. Joke, who showed some impressive biceps 
with the sundress she was wearing, and of course less capable than Aizawa, who lived and 
breathed street combat. 


“Okay, hun, please enjoy it!” Tensei answered back, then quickly added, “Oh and remember that 
the tupper with hayashi rice is mine!” He turned to Chizome casually, as if they were regular 
friends, instead of a man Chizome had once almost killed. “You see, since this is a government 
flight, I had no idea if there would be food. And it’s a good seven hours all the way to Maui.” 


“That makes sense.” Chizome said, trying really hard to mask that he hadn’t been on a plane since 
he was six years old and had no idea how they or the flight worked. 


“So, back to where I was...I had enough things to live for to stew on anger at you. I focused on 
getting better and keeping my team doing good. Even hired my good pal Koichi a year or so back, 
now that he finally got a proper hero license. You remember him? The Crawler?” 


“Of course I do. Him, Knuckleduster, the girl. They were close to you, weren’t they?” 


“Amazing, really treasured friends. Just like Shouta and Emi over there.” Aizawa had closed his 
eyes and seemed relaxed, but probably not sleeping, while Joke held his hand gently and watched 
some movie on the screen in front of her. Oh shit, there’s movies here? That’s cool as hell, I hope 
they lend me some headphones... 


“Ingenium, where’s your story going? I have questions, and I want you to answer them.” Chizome 
said. Such as “Are there All Might movies on this device?”’. 


“Right, right...[ never give up, I had the very best peeps around me to cheer me up, and Tomko and 
I were making the coolest, comfiest, best team as we got out of our trauma holes, and fast forward 
to last year...nah, a bit more, almost two, I think? Thing is, you remember my brother, right?” 


“Of course I do. He tried to kill me, and failed. Only the arrival of better heroes saved his life, and 
I’m quite certain I left him some scars anyway.” Chizome said, dismissively, “I assume he’s a 
better hero now? It is not an especially high bar to set, but he could always be worse...” 


Now Tensei’s face shifted. The perfectly controlled expression of friendliness gave way to a brief, 
burning instant of pure hatred . “Stain, listen to me very carefully .” Chizome’s gaze was caught in 
those steely, grim eyes. Those were the same eyes as when we fought to the death... 


Chizome nodded quickly, and Tensei continued, “My brother has his own beef with you, and you 
two will have a talk about it. Don’t expect forgiveness, don’t expect kindness. You deserve none . 
Tenya faced dark demons, and I couldn’t be prouder of him. If you think you’ll just keep a huge 
smile while you badmouth my baby brother, you’re sorely mistaken.” 


Chizome considered his options. With no real weapons at hand, trying to wrap his handcuffs 
around Tensei’s neck was the only viable strategy, but with those exhausts on his elbows it would 
be easily countered. There was no way to realistically kill Tensei...so he might as well hear him 
out. 


“Fair enough. I realize it is unfair to judge a hero based on their actions of almost five years ago.” 


“Your opinion on my brother changes nothing, buddy . He’s a good man, a good hero and that’s 
what matters.” Tensei said, and a few moments later, he returned to being friendly and nice. 
Chizome breathed out a sigh of relief, having avoided a fight he was thoroughly unequipped for. 
With a shitty butter knife I could slaughter you, Ingenium. Count yourself lucky. 


“Before you rudely gave that opinion, I was gonna say that my brother has a weird and wonderful 
group of friends. One of them, this smart inventor girl Hatsume that ummm...she kinda humiliated 
Tenya on national TV the same day that you cut me up? There was some nasty baggage between 
them, they’d get in arguments over tiny stuff, so this other friend...well, you know him, Izuku 
Midoriya, the groom at the wedding we’re going, got her to apologise and she felt guilty so she 
offered to build me a sort of mech suit for my legs...Tenya shot that idea down so fast!” 


“Hatsume? The one from the newspapers?” 


“Yeah, the very same. She’s pretty cool, I think. It’s pretty funny, you see, my cousin from Osaka, 
also a speedster Tida-” 


“The speedster of Osaka, yes, I know about her. She was much further down on my kill list after 
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you. 
Tensei laughed it off, shaking his head, “Anyway, one time Tenya and I were at Osaka, so Cousin 


Teiko, when I told him about the veritable war between Tenya and Hatsume, started to say that 
they would make a cute couple...and Tenya literally puked.” 


“Fucking hell.” Chizome muttered. Somehow, the anecdote about a teenager he had once judged as 
unworthy, acting like a normal teenager, it all made it feel different . It humanized the lidas in a 
way that he was not comfortable thinking about. 


“Anyway, so Tenya rejected my robolegs, but Hatsume had one more option; her mom’s a surgeon. 
A damn good one. But the tech for my spine...there are some synthetic nerves that go all the way 
down my toes that were Hatsume’s idea, but the actual workings of the surgery and the prosthetics 
took some time to develop, even after she had suggested the idea. And then, her mother finally had 
the technology and everything, and had just attended some symposium about how to actually 
perform the operation...” 


“And now you’re a cyborg.” 


“Pretty much. Been a long journey but I can run a one minute mile again...1f I warm up correctly, 
that is. ’m almost back.” Tensei said. 


“That answers most of the hows and whens. And you said why: all the people who need you. 
But...why tell me all of this?” Chizome asked. 


Tensei didn’t hesitate for an instant, “It’s simple. ve lived on and kept everyone you killed, 
everyone you harmed, in my heart. I don’t claim to be their avenger or anything, no, this is just me 
and my own opinions and views and...1 wanted to show you, directly, in person, as equals and 
without hate; you never broke me.” 


Chizome knew that he was right. All I did to you, all my efforts were wasted. 


“In the end, Stain is gone. You’re just Chizome Akaguro, a prisoner, and when I look at your face I 
don’t see conviction anymore. You’re lost, aren’t you?” 


Chizome bristled at the accusation, “I am not! I am not lost. My ideology remains, my mission 
remains. But I respect Deku and All Might, and wish to talk to them. That is all there is to it.” 


“Sure, buddy.” Tensei said, patting his shoulder yet again. “Tell yourself anything you need. But 
keep in mind that the lida family and the Ingenium name...we have outlived you in every way that 
counts. You have no legacy as Stain.” 


“Control tower, this is flight Hatsume 132, are we clear to depart yet?” Mei called again into the 
radio headset she wore. Beside her in the cockpit sat Mashirao Ojiro, who hadn’t been on the plane 
before and looked at everything with wonder, same as Tooru Hagakure, who had invited him as her 
plus one for the wedding. “The control tower says: NOT YET! Still, get ready everyone, got it?” 


In the passenger bay, Mina Ashido looked at them curiously and wondered if there were enough 
seats up front in case Tooru wanted to stick around there, as Mei turned off the headset’s mic and 
instructed Ojiro on the basics of co-piloting, a task that nobody had volunteered for and had ended 
up with a game of drawing straws. 


Usually Izuku or Momo would be the copilot, but they both seemed far too comfy with their 
partners to get stuck on the cockpit for three hours; Izuku and Himiko sat near the front, talking 
happily and laughing often, while Shouto and Momo were at the very back, watching a movie 
together with a tablet and wireless headphones, sitting close together huddled under a blanket. 


While that looked very comfy, Mina was sure that they would have absolutely no need for blankets 
in Hawaii. What they would need, though, were swimsuits! And shorts! And crop tops! All manner 
of fresh summer clothes that she couldn’t wait to wear, and was now stuffed inside the big suitcase 
in the cargo compartment of the plane. 


The Mei was designed to hold the entire team comfortably as well as several tons of cargo, be it 
relief supplies, hero combat equipment, vehicles or, in today’s case, luggage! While it meant that 
the Mei had less seats than a plane of its size normally would, it now meant that Mina could bring 
a huge bag that any airline would have charged an arm and leg to bring aboard. 


Hitoshi’s bag was smaller, but he had also added a carrier for the tux he would wear at the 
wedding, custom tailored to be as fresh as possible, and he had a backpack with him that he had just 
gone to retrieve from the baggage area, that contained extra batteries of his phone and Mina’s, a 
couple books, and a bunch of snacks. And since Mina had asked for her snack, he had been a real 
gentleman about it and gone to get the bag. 


He returned a few seconds later, saw that Mei had not been given the green light to depart just yet, 
chuckled, and then handed Mina a delicious looking bento filled with natto and okra, as well as a 
fork that his agile fingers quickly produced from inside the bag. 


“You know, if this was a normal plane we’d get arrested for having this fork...” he said, his voice 
a soft purr as their fingers met for an instant, when he handed over the utensil. 


“You think you look dangerous enough that they’d think you’d highjack a plane?” Mina teased, 
caressing his hand even as she used her other hand to scoop up a nice, large bite of her meal. 


“T mean, I’m kind of a badass, right?” he said, a sly grin and a raised eyebrow accompanying his 
words. 


“Badass? Yep! But...nah, they’d think you’re super cute. Like a lazy cat with really, ridiculously 
floofy hair!” Mina said, then took another bite, closing her eyes blissfully; it was absolutely great. 
Though neither of them was a natural when cooking, they’d been cooking together for even longer 
than they had been dating (though he had been a Jot more tsundere back then), and when they got 
together they could make a truly excellent meal every once in a while. 


The current bento, even though it would probably not thrill any food critic, just tasted so much of 
love , and that made it the very best. 


“Oh, of course, that sounds fitting too.” Hitoshi said, with that playful, sarcastic tone that Mina 
adored, especially when he found unexpected ways to tease her back whenever she flirted hard. 
“As for the floof? Well, I shampoo my hair . 1 kinda recall you also do that...” 


“Yeah but yours is softer!” 


“Like hell it is.” Hitoshi said, then ran his fingers across Mina’s scalp, the pink curls parting to let 
his hand move. He was delicate and gentle, no longer as hesitant, after being together for a year 
now. “Just look at these curls. They’re just so...perfect. And smell so good.” 


“Hey! That’s not fair!” Mina said, closing the bent momentarily and placing both hands on 
Hitoshi’s shoulder-length indigo hair. The moment she started softly massaging his scalp, he pretty 
much melted into the touch, but he counterattacked by caressing Mina’s horns... “This... don’t 
think any of us will win!” 


“It’s the power of showering, Mina, I just can’t resist your hair.” 


“Oh you dummy.” she said, with a huge grin, as both soon got their composure back. They could 
tease each other a helluva lot more as soon as they got to the hotel and, since Mei’s plane was the 
fastest, even when travelling at a speed comfortable for the occupants, they would all arrive sooner 
than their friends in the other planes! “Just admit that your hair’s nicer and I’Il keep playing with it 
later, deal?” 


“So give in to your teasing so you can tease me more later?” Hitoshi said, a tiny smile on his lips, 
“T’m game. My gorgeous hair’s better.” 


“Damn right! Now...where was I with my meal?” Mina said, fetching the bento and soon enjoying 
more natto. After a few bites, she looked over to Mei, who was finally giving all a thumbs up. 
Seconds later, the plane started to ascend vertically, taking off like a helicopter, only for the 
engines to shift when they were clear of any buildings, and thrust the plane forward. 


It felt no different than any other plane, but Mina knew that they were travelling at least twice as 
fast. 


A few of their friends, like Ochako and Tenya, had preferred not to join the Mei as she flew to 
Hawaii, probably due to previous experiences flying the extreme vehicle, and not too comforted by 
Mei’s assurances that it “would be super easy, barely an inconvenience” to get there. All Might, 
Inko, the Shields and Himiko’s family would also fly commercial, preferring to get there slower 
and give the groom and bride some space. And some others, like Izuku’s dad, which nobody 
seemed to like that much, had not been invited. 


“So, just three hours till we’re there. Plus however much it takes the taxi....”” Hitoshi mused, 
making a conscious effort to be as close to Mina as their seats allowed. Hitoshi had dealt with a lot 
of trauma and Mina had learned to give him time and space, but when he initiated contact it got her 
heart beating faster every time. 


“And then, the spa!” Mina said, “Whenever I touch your shoulders lately it seems like they’re 
made entirely of knots, Hito, you could use a massage!” 


“Maybe if I ever not interrupted you halfway when you offer to give me a massage and did dumb 
stuff like kiss you and all, I could get a fairly decent massage, don’t you think?” Hitoshi said, an 
eyebrow raised, the memory of their last attempt at giving each other massages making Mina’s 
cheeks a couple shades of pink darker, and setting a sly smile on her face. 


“T have a silly theory that maybe it is the fact that we tried them while naked and oiled up with a 
bit of my safest acid.” Mina said, poking Hitoshi’s ribs. In the seats across the aisle to them, Tsuyu 
had already fallen asleep, comfortably snoozing, and Tokoyami’s headphones gave a small hint of 
a dark, gothic audiobook playing. Or at least that’s what it sounds like when the narrator says 
“oooh a spooky vampire!” hehe! 


“Yeah, it was probably a tactical mistake on both our parts, Mina.” Hitoshi said, shrugging. “But if 
it is Some random masse...massage...person...what’s the right word?” 


“Oh you really have never had a proper massage, I see!” Mina said, giving his arm a tiny little 
punch, “It’s masseuse!” 


“That.” Hitoshi said, “It does sound relaxing. Are your shoulders tense, too?” 


“Yeah,” Mina said, batting her eyelashes at him. Hitoshi blushed hard, adorably. Even though they 
had done all kinds of intimate things, he could still be shy at times in the very cutest of ways... “In 
our last massage you were only giving my thighs and butt any attention! My shoulders are soooo 
stiff!” 


His mouth opened and closed a couple of times, as he tried to find a way to tease her back, before 
giving up and admitting, “Well...it was a lot of fun...Also screw you, dumbass...” 


Mina let out a big laugh, and Hitoshi grinned, still shy but enjoying the joke anyway. 


“And after that, it'll probably be the evening. Wanna walk around the beach? Or maybe see if we 
can make it to town for the night?” Hitoshi suggested. He didn’t enjoy parties half as much as 
Mina did, actually he was very much an introvert, but he always joined her whenever she wanted to 
dance or see a new club. 


In a way, it was his love language; to push his comfort zone and reach out just beyond,meeting 
Mina there and showing her new parts of himself every time. Mina’s love language was a bit 
different, with a lot of physical affection, and knowing when words of comfort and love were what 
he needed, and when some good old fashioned teasing was best. 


And of course, both absolutely cherished shared moments, mundane or extraordinary. Maybe that’s 
why we’re so in love! He makes me so happy and I know I make him happy too! 


“Yes! Going to town sounds fun! I have no idea how it is...do you know?” Mina said, the night 
plan forming in their heads already. 


“T think the closest is a town. Kinda small but Izuku says they have a cinema and a few restaurants. 
No word on clubs, though, but we could take a day to Honolulu, just us two...” Hitoshi said, “Find 
a good place or three, dance the night away...” 


It sounded absolutely amazing, and Mina nodded several times in response, “Yes! Maybe there’s a 
ferry or tiny planes that go? Ooh...maybe a seaplane!” 


“A seaplane sounds fucking fun.” Hitoshi replied, grinning. “It’s a date, then. Our own day at the 
big city...Hope your English ain’t rusty.” 


“Of course not! Check this out: “Wan rarge Hawaiiaru Peezzuh, purisu!” Pretty great, isn’t it?” 
Mina said, proudly. 


“They’ ll understand us, sure thing, but our accents as thick as hell.” 


“Just like us!” Mina said, resting her head on his shoulder. Hitoshi then rested his cheek on her 
head, nuzzling it softly as he found a spot comfortable and safe from Mina’s horns poking an eye 
out. 


“Just like us.” 


The Hotel 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


Akamai Mahaulu loved her job. 


As the manager of the Maui branch of the Royal Kanaloa Hotels, Akamai dealt with all kinds of 
interesting guests and events, with her branch being most well suited for honeymoons and other 
couple-oriented escapades for medium to high-end budgets, with some rooms being priced at 
“almost cheap” and the suites being worth months of her own salary. 


The Royal Kanaloa line had started a hundred years earlier, in the 2010’s, while the cold wars 
between the US and Russia had the world on edge. Hawaii had made a fierce push for more 
recognition from the moment Quirks had been discovered around the world and the first few cases 
had started in the archipielago, using the turmoil to be heard by the US. 


In the end they hadn’t bargained for full independence, but had acquired almost complete 
autonomy over their lands, and the people of Hawaii had decided that it was high time to subvert 
one of the biggest industries around; tourism. 


They had started the Royal Kanaloa as a careful experiment, gathering everything that American 
and European hotels did right, ditching what they did wrong, and then made the perfect line of 
hotels, for every budget and means, with twelve locations sprouting around Hawaii by 2020, and in 
the decades following, all around the world; Akamai fondly remembered working as the manager’s 
assistant in the Cancun branch when starting at Royal Kanaloa, and her concierge had worked for 
three years at the Oslo location. 


Through the Royal Kanaloa, they had put out of business some of the weaker hotel lines, especially 
those that had lost profits with the wars and had not invested wisely in the aftermath, and had 
turned it all around, from hotels being a foreign imposition, to them being Hawaiian in intent and 
objective. 


With fewer hotels around, Hawaii depended much less on tourism, and the ones that remained now 
adhered to much stricter rules, especially in regards to the environment. By the 2050’s, Hawaii’s 
beaches had become cleaner than they had been since the 20th Century. 


Royal Kanaloa stood at the forefront of environmentally friendly hotels, and the Maui branch 
especially, with its brand new waste reactor facility that ensured a zero-residue outcome even with 
the hotel at full capacity, with its hundred rooms fully occupied. And best of all, the reactor was 
housed in a secluded area away from the buildings, and no smell ever reached the guests. 


There was only one stain in the Maui branch’s record; having become the target for an attack by a 
crack team of Quirkless commandos from the Mbele Kingdom that had dropped right unto the 
beach and tried murdering the guests. 


Akamai still remembered the sound of gunfire instants before a young man dragging her from her 
beachfront office, with another three staff members held in his arms, and the mad dash to the 
hotel’s front gates where he had asked them to call police and heroes. 


In the aftermath, after the supersoldiers had been killed or captured, and the police had dragged the 
living ones in SWAT vans, she had learned that her life had been saved by Izuku Midoriya, a young 


hero in Japan who worked with the alias “Deku”, as well as his girlfriend Himiko, some kind of 
agent for the US government. 


So, when they had reached out, a year later, wanting to host their wedding there, Akamai had 
gladly agreed. In part because they had saved her life, in part because the hotel seemed 
untouchable after surviving a major villain attack...no, an act of war , with only minor damage to a 
few walls, and because she, as the manager and the person in charge of the police response that had 
so promptly brought everything back to normal, had felt powerful thanks to Izuku and Himiko 
helping her. 


Giving them rooms and full service for all their guests was a small price to pay to show she was 
thankful. 


She had been on the phone mostly with Himiko, Izuku, a very young businesswoman called 
Hatsume, as well as an older woman, Inko, who had introduced herself as Izuku’s mother, and 
guided Himiko’s vision of the wedding to a more realistic version. In the end it had all been 
arranged several weeks in advance, and all that remained was executing the event with flawless 
Hawaiian quality, and making sure that all the money they would spend would stay in Hawaiian 
hands! 


With that in mind, Akamai gazed across the horizon that her office looked over, watching the 
endless ocean wash the white sands of the hotel’s beach with gentle waves, perfect for a gentle 
swim, or surfing if one walked a couple of miles down towards Kahului, the closest town. 


Located on the third floor of the main tower, above the lobby and mezzanine and a storage room, 
her large office window extended to let her survey not only the beach, but the pools and outdoor 
bars and restaurants, with a clear line of sight to her favorite, the luau. Some thought it was corny, 
but Akamai had made sure that it incorporated Maui’s history as much as possible, and she relished 
in seeing it succeed. 


The beach extended for miles, beyond where the hotel’s grounds ended, and if one followed it 
north, they could reach their closest neighbours, a gorgeous boutique hotel called Keola’s Lodge, 
and both had the West Maui Forest Preserve at their backs. Guided tours into the wilderness were a 
specialty of the Royal Kanaloa, if Akamai were to be asked. 


Towards the south was the golf course, standing atop a hill where a series of grassy, perfectly 
manicured lawns let golfers enjoy themselves fully. Above Akamai’s office were the hotel’s 
rooms, with the suites on top of the tower, and to her back was the rest of the hotel’s facilities; the 
spa, the buffet restaurants, the bars, the tennis courts, the waste reactor and power systems for the 
hotel’s energy consumption, the gym...and the newest addition; the armory. 


She was Hawaiian first and foremost but...sometimes it paid to be American too. And if her hotel 
were to be attacked again, she didn’t have to wait for heroes to go all the way from Kahului to 
fight. 


“Manny, do you have the time?” Akamai asked, silently regretting having forgotten her watch at 
home, and too focused on the last adjustments to the wedding’s catering specs to check the wall 
clock, shaped like a surfboard. 


Her secretary, Manny, answered with his usual chill tone, “Just about noon, boss. What’s on 
schedule?” 


“The first guests should be here in about two hours. I was thinking we could do one final check of 
the kitchens and restaurants, cause... that hero is coming.” Akamai replied. Manny’s hands went to 


his curly hair and he grinned, nodding; he was a big fan. 


“All Might? I wasn’t sure if he would really come when you’d told me but...holy shit, boss!” he 
said, “Oh, sorry about the language.” 


“Don’t sweat it, man.” Akamai replied, with a laugh. “Anyway, I’m just about done...a couple 
clicks more on this here email...Done.” With a click of her beak and a groan of relief, Akamai sent 
the email, saved all her progress on other documents, and snapped her laptop shut. 


Then she looked at the small mirror she kept by her desk, hoping to have maintained the carefully 
coiffed appearance of the hotel manager that she was. Her pressed white shirt wasn’t completely 
covered in sweat thanks to the AC inside the hotel, and the Windsor knot on her tie was still neat. 


She shot finger guns at herself in the mirror, feeling especially “imperial” today with her mutation 
Quirk, which had caused her to develop the features of an emperor penguin, including the wild 
hair, black and gold, which she styled to be imposing as well as elegant. 


While her skin had the same texture and colour as a penguin’s, and her face resembled the avian’s 
remarkably, she was fully human, and had hands, thankfully; her uncle had a more “complete” 
mutation and had developed extremely powerful flippers, and thus easily found a job as a rescuer at 
Oahu. 


“Manny, I’m ready to go. You up?” she said, and her assistant joined her shortly. Leaving the 
office, they took one of the four elevators on the hotel tower, taking the lift down to the lobby. 


The lobby was a large hall, with waiting areas for those a few minutes away from checkout, 
comfortable restrooms on both sides, and a massive front desk with several clerks working. the 
ceiling was tall, soaring above their heads almost six meters above, held by absolutely massive 
pillars, each three meters thick. 


Akamai saw a couple checking out their stay...at least between the moments when they weren’t 
checking each other out; as the Hawaiian branch best suited for young couples, she was more than 
used to the public displays of affection, and even the outright making out in some cases. 


But she wasn’t in the lobby to people watch, so they moved on through a large corridor, lined with 
columns. The hotel’s signs were all easy to read, in a dozen languages like ‘Olelo Hawai ‘i, English, 
Spanish, Chinese, Japanese and Russian, and they clearly marked the lobby and the restaurants, 
which were their objective. 


Her staff nodded politely when they spotted her; she knew all her 150 employees by name, and 
remembered a bit of the history of each one, but most of all she remembered standing with them all 
in the hotel’s gates a year earlier, all of them having been dragged over by Deku or escorted by 
Himiko later, along with the few dozen guests they’d had on that day. 


It was the kind of situation that made a team into a family, and she waved happily whenever she 
saw her crew, from the newest bellboy to the most senior maid, from the spa workers to the caddies 
at the golf course. 


Walking into the huge buffet area, with tables for a hundred people in a circular arcade, with food 
stands all around, and with fully fledged restaurants beyond, she walked through a set of service 
doors, Many following closely. 


There she met her head chef, a French expat called Cecile De La Salle, a commanding but soft 
spoken kitchen master, a veritable orchestra conductor with a music called food. She, along with 


Manny, was one of her closest advisors when it came to running the hotel. 


“Ah, Akamai, I got your mail!” Cecile said, as soon as she spotted the manager. Her voice was 
only lightly accented, having lived on Maui for a decade now, and managing a restaurant in Los 
Angeles before that. 


“Lilo, you better not forget the pineapple and the ham, you understand? Anyway, about the 
mail...” Cecile turned to a line cook for a moment, then back to Akamai, ‘““We do stuff like this all 
the time; wedding cakes are easy!” 


Akamai couldn’t help but smile with how the Frenchwoman pronounced it “eezi’, but she let the 
master chef continue, “And the menu for the event itself...there is no real challenge. There is no 
need to worry at all, boss.” 


“Any allergies on the guest profiles I forwarded that you need to take into account?” Akamai 
asked, curiously, tilting her head slightly to the side. 


“ Non . Except...there is one, I cannot pronounce the name...Akagugo...they call him Monsieur 
“Stain”. He gets gas when eating peanuts, especially nasty.” Cecile said, scrunching up her nose. 


“Let’s avoid any PBJ sandwiches for him then.” Akamai said, “Keep up the good work, Cecile.” 


She clapped the head chef on the shoulder, gave her a smile, and started to turn, before Cecile 
called out, “Hey boss?” 


Akamai turned around and the chef took her aside, where the other cooks couldn’t listen, “Akamai, 
there has been talk that the guests are...villains. Prisoners.” 


Akamai dropped her smile. “It’s true.” she said. She had been in thorough contact with the US 
government, as well as the Japanese Hero Public Safety Commission, who had assured her 
numerous times that the prisoners invited to Izuku’s wedding weren’t any danger to the staff or the 
hotel’s other guests. “But they are all under control, Cecile. There’s a couple dozen heroes that will 
be with them, you have nothing to fear.” 


Cecile mulled it over for a moment, “I’m not worried about an attack, Akamai. And I’m not 
complaining about cooking for villains, either. But...I just want to know if you have it all under 
control.” 


“Of course, Cecile. You know me; it’ll all go well. But... might have the guards arm themselves 
while the guests are here. Just in case.” 


Maui was very safe; Hawaiian heroes were strong and plentiful, and didn’t give crime much chance 
to take root in the islands, so violence was exceedingly rare, and the hotel didn’t even need to arm 
the eight guards that patrolled its grounds. 


“That would be for the best. The cooks will feel safer.” Cecile said, nodding. “Now, if there wasn’t 
anything else, we have another thirty-seven guests to attend to, boss.” 


“T only have one more thing, Cecile.” Akamai said, feeling the Frenchie’s stress fade back to usual 
kitchen levels. “Manny wants to treat All Might to some cake and a little party in a day or so. He’ ll 
give the details but...ask around with the staff in case anyone wants to pitch in. Same for anyone 
wanting to give anything to Deku.” 


All Might had worked a few dozen times with Hawaiian heroes, and had once battled a villain in 
Maui, so he was still fondly remembered. And of course, Deku had personally saved the hotel 


staff, so Akamai was sure most would wish him well. 


“ Oui ! Trust me, Akamai, my crew is very excited to see our hero boy again.” Cecile said, then 
quickly turned around, softly admonishing another line cook over the proper way to bake a 
Hawaiian pizza. 


With the catering situation under control, Akamai and Manny left the kitchens and started a routine 
checkup of the grounds, starting first with the kitchen supplies warehouse, between the kitchens at 
the main building, and the tennis courts. 


The larders were fully stocked, and the only news was that the warehouse manager’s son had won 
a baseball game the previous weekend, so Akamai and Manny quickly moved on, inspecting the 
pools and outdoor bars and restaurants next. She met with the bar staff, while Manny checked with 
the maintenance crews at the pool supplies warehouse, which was almost as large as the kitchen 
storage. 


Then they decided to split up, with Manny checking on the caddies and golf station, as well as the 
wilderness tours, while Akamai walked over to the beach and exchanged a few words with the 
lifeguards. She made damn sure that they all kept their radios on, directly connected with the 
National Guard, in case another plane showed up to attack. 


And finally, she headed back towards the lobby, taking the long route around, so she could inspect 
the waste reactor. 


The reactor was more secluded than other buildings, with gates separating the main areas and it, 
needing a keycard to pass through. The building that housed it was perhaps the strongest structure 
on the grounds, with thick cement walls topped with barbed wire, a metal door several inches 
thick, and the inner facility being made with even more concrete. 


Inside, working on a technology that she could barely understand, all the waste produced by the 
hotel, like food residue and sewage, was gathered and, in a highly destructive process that 
happened inside a massive titanium sphere, seven meters in diameter, was turned into electricity 
and leaving no residue behind. 


The tech was patented by an industrial company in the US, and Akamai didn’t know the full 
details, but the three operators working the machine (one for each shift) had all been brought from 
the States, and they were all professional and polite, so she had never worried about them, even 
though they had some rather powerful stuff in their metal ball. 


“Fergus, what’s up?” she asked, after passing through all the gates with her keycard, greeting the 
day shift operator, a stout Colorado native who would never hesitate to inform those in the vicinity 
about his un-favourite football teams, without prompt. 


“Hey, boss. Nothing unusual, here, just working the console. Turning poop water to electricity.” 
Fergus said, fully focused. “Amell’s asleep and Jordan’s out on the town, on a beer run. I seriously 
hope he can get me my IPAs, ma’am, or I might just...die.” 


“As dramatic as usual, Fergus.” Akamai said, patting the man on the shoulder amicably. Then she 
pointed at the monitor next to him, with the CCTV footage of all the reactor’s cameras, “Keep an 
eye out. The guests we have arriving today are...difficult.” 


“Isn’t today the day that the green kid and the scary chick with the fangs arrive? Is it their 
entourage?” Fergus asked. Green and scary were accurate enough, in Akamai’s mind. 


“Yeah. Heard the rumour that some of their people are prisoners on a kind of prison leave? I’ve 
been told there is zero risk but...if anyone approaches this place...” 


Fergus tapped the handgun on his hip, a 9 millimeter automatic. “This. And call everyone that 
could help.” 


“Yeah.” Akamai said, gently. She didn’t want to put her employees in any danger, let alone the 
poor operators who spent their entire shifts keeping the place running. “Stay safe, first and 
foremost, Fergus. And...1f you wanna give Deku or All Might something, a card or ask for Cecile 
to make them some food, just tell me or Manny, okay?” 


“Sure thing!” Fergus said, “Man...I never imagined I’d be the engineer in charge of converting All 
Might’s trash into electricity...” 


With the engineer fully immersed in the data again, Akamai took her leave, meeting Manny again 
at the lobby, just five minutes before a pair of airport vans rolled out in front of the lobby, and her 
guests walked out. 


She spotted Deku first of all; how could she forget him? On the shorter side of average height, with 
a muscled build that pushed the fabric of the t-shirt he was wearing (which was printed with the 
words “Tourist Shirt’, for some reason), and a clean cut, wholesome face, she was almost exactly 
the same young man from a year earlier. 


The only changes she could spot were a few scars on his arms, and one on his legs, visible as he 
was wearing shorts. 


He busied himself carrying the luggage for half the entourage, making it appear as if the suitcases 
weighed nothing as he brought it to the bellboys. 


Next to him was Himiko Toga, a young woman with blonde hair pulled up into a very messy bun. 
She wore an olive drab t-shirt and jean shorts, and this time she had no tracking bracelet on her, 
which Akamai immediately noticed. 


The young woman was very fit, but a pink skinned girl that walked beside her probably had the 
fittest legs Akamai had ever seen. She felt scrawny and out of shape in the presence of the agent 
and her pro hero friend, a guest called Mina Ashido. 


Also helping with the bags was a young man with purple hair, that seemed to trade teasing glances 
with the pink girl every so often, and bringing the last bags were a short girl (who also had an 
imposing physique) and a fellow avian-head, who was dressed all in black, like some kind of 
Japanese street fashion enthusiast. His arms crossed, a living Quirk in the shape of a shadow 
brought his bags. 


From the other van came another couple, who eyed everything with expertise and knowledge, a 
pair that had some fair bit of experience with high-end hotels. Akamai made a mental note to direct 
those two towards some restaurants at Kahului that could use a cash injection... 


And finally, she saw the short woman that had to be Deku’s mom; the resemblance was too clear to 
be otherwise. And next to her was All Might. 


He wasn’t the same titan of a man from the old articles and videos, but there was still a fierce sense 
of power about the tall man. When Akamai looked into his eyes, she could see a thousand battles, a 
thousand victories, the total reassurance that everything was right, because he was here. 


But when he saw his clothes...it was impossibly difficult to deal with the fact that a hero she 


idolized was before her and had seemingly walked into the first tacky t-shirt shop at the airport and 
dressed like a ridiculously stereotypical tourist dad. 


Beside her, Manny was just as much in shock, and they were both too caught up with All Might’s 
tourist-y appearance to notice that a short, stocky girl in a tank top and cargo shorts had approached 
them. 


“Ah, there you are. The concierge over there said you'd be here...’m Mei hatsume, CEO of 
Hatsume Industries!” the girl said. Akamai almost jumped, blindsided by the tacky retired hero. 
She turned and regarded Hatsume, and liked the ambitious glint in her eye. 


“Akamai Mahaulu, I’m the hotel’s manager and administrator. Welcome!” Akamai offered her 
hand and Hatsume took it, with a satisfying clasp of hands that Akamai’s teachers at Management 
school would have applauded. 


“T gave the task of the check in to Shinsou and Mina.” Hatsume said, pointing at the pink girl and 
purple haired boy, who had walked up to the front desk and conversed with the receptionist. 
“Everyone else will get here in some hours.” 


“We’ll have the staff meet them here.” Akamai said. 


“Perfect, perfect!” Hatsume said. Akamai was fascinated by the total lack of a distinctive Japanese 
accent on Hatsume’s English; in fact, it sounded a bit more like a mix between old-timey 
Transatlantic and current Midwestern accents. “This is all great and all, but we already talked 
through everything and Tsuyu is getting grumpy cause she packed no snacks, so...the food is that 
way?” 


Akamai nodded emphatically, “Yes. Just validate your hotel cards at the desk and you can use the 
buffet and the restaurants. It also works as a keycard for the rooms, and for services like the golf 
course and spa.” 


Mei proudly showed her own card, “I know! It’s a clever way to run a hotel, using in-house 
currency, really clever indeed. Now, lemme get the others to say hello...” 


A minute later, Hatsume had brought Deku and Himiko to them, as well as All Might and Inko. 
Akamai shook everyone’s hands, “We’re so glad to have you back! You’re, without exaggerating, 
our heroes.” 


“Oh, L...[ think anybody would have tried to help, if they were able.” Deku said, humbly. Akamai 
thought that was absolutely awesome. 


“Nope, I was scared as hell the moment the bullets started flying. We’re grateful for what you did. 
Both of you.” Akamai said, looking at Himiko. The young woman had a dark past, that Akamai 
only had the slimmest glimpses into, but the way her compliment made Himiko smile was 
unexpectedly heartwarming. 


It was the smile of someone who had never expected to be called heroic, getting acknowledged for 
the good she had done. 


“T...thanks. Honestly, we just...reacted. I’m glad we helped. It felt different but...good.” 


As she welcomed them, Manny fanboyed over All Might and lost his cool over and over, until he 
finally pleaded for the retired hero to autograph his shirt...which he still needed to have clean for 
the rest of his work shift. But Akamai could allow it. 


“Well, if everyone has their cards, you can scan this QR code on the side for the map of the hotel 
and everything that your stay includes. Any activities or products charged separately are 
highlighted for convenience, it is things like the vending machines...oh, just to remind you, we use 
US dollars here for everything. Now, without further ado...” Akamai said, grinning, as she waved 
them through, “Welcome and enjoy your stay at the Royal Kanaloa Hotel Maui!” 


The hotel had not changed at all in the year since Izuku and Himiko had last visited. It was still the 
same lovely, comfortable tower with the rooms and the rest of the facilities sprawling away from 
there. 


Being familiar with the place only added to Izuku’s feelings of happiness and inner peace. The big 
day was almost there...but Himiko and him were feeling sluggish and clumsy with jet lag. “Izu- 
Izu...” Himiko said, as soon as they had walked down the big hallway to the restaurants. She 
yawned, then said, “Are you sleepy too?” 


“T dunno if it is how fast we were travelling but yeah! I feel like taking a nice nap, how about 
you?” Their friends were walking ahead, while Inko and Toshinori had stayed behind to talk with a 
member of the staff that was a huge fan. 


Izuku yawned, which then made Himiko yawn again... 


“The waves and the tropical air are defeating me, Izu-Izu, you might have to carry me!” Himiko 
said, laughing, though she looked completely steady on her feet. Noticing that the couple were 
starting to nod off, Hitoshi and Mina waved at them and then pressed on towards the restaurants, 
making a clear beeline for the doors beyond and the path for the spa. 


“Oh yeah, they mentioned a spa...” Izuku muttered to himself. 


“We can go after we wake up. Unless...unless we have some fun in our room instead?” Himiko 
said, her mischievous grin pushing through the sleepy atmosphere. A part of Izuku still felt a bit 
shy that she would propose him so openly...but the rest of him eagerly embraced the idea. After the 
nap, of course. 


“We'll see what we’re in the mood for when we wake up. Maybe it’1I just be some time at the pool 
or the beach?” 


“We’ve got to build a better castle than last time, Izu-Izu.” Himiko said softly, her hand reaching 
for Izuku’s, and the two started heading for the elevators. 


“How about we build it with Eri and Kouta? I think they’d love to help!” Izuku proposed, and 
Himiko nodded happily. Izuku considered the two kids a part of his family, little siblings that he 
had met by fate instead of blood, and he hadn’t been to the beach with them in ages, not since he 
had promised to show them the place where All Might had trained him. 


“Lil’ Kouta can fill up the moat with water with his Quirk, sounds great!” 


They swiped Himiko’s card at the elevator, which unlocked it and let them go up to the top floor. 
The new keycard idea seemed to integrate the old cards, that just opened the rooms, to a more 
comprehensive security system, and, while too sleepy to appreciate it much, Izuku liked the 
change. 


Their suite occupied one half of the top floor, and Izuku examined it for only a few seconds before 
falling facedown onto the bed, shoes and all, and crawling a bit just to reach the soft pillows. An 
instant later Himiko dropped next to him, cuddling against his side. 


With tremendous effort, as his eyes were closing, Izuku turned around, put an arm around Himiko’s 
back and closed in to kiss her lips softly, briefly. He closed his eyes when they kissed, and kept 
them closed as they hugged close. 


They were both asleep in seconds. 


Maria Kestrel, the hacker formerly known as Merced, had not originally expected to be invited for 
the trip to Hawaii by her employer, Mei Hatsume. 


Because, on paper, Maria’s job didn’t exist, and Mei paid her through shell companies. Her work 
as a hacker, this time for the “good guys”, on Hatsume’s behalf, was completely deniable. If 
someone asked Mei about a Brit hacker sneaking into the networks and accounts of Detnerat’s 
CEO, or accused the Hatsume Industries chief of having her people breaking Agency and HPSC 
firewalls, she could laugh and tell them it was all lies. 


It was all part of the second chance that Hitoshi Shinsou and Mina Ashido had given Maria, as 
thanks for helping them stop the Quirkless War by kidnapping a nation’s king . Maria couldn’t 
complain; Mei paid well, had given Maria a new identity and a place to live in Sicily, and the work 
was a ton of fun, but she simply hadn’t expected the call to join her boss at Hawaii. 


She had arrived a day earlier than her boss, and shacked up at a nice hotel in downtown Kahului, at 
a walking distance from Hatsume’s hotel, a massive resort called the Royal Kanaloa. A brief 
overview had shown her stellar reviews, and she intended to ask Hatsume about the possibility of 
going over there as a plus one of some kind. 


Now that Mei had arrived in Hawaii, a little meeting had been set up at the café in front of Maria’s 
hotel, so she had arrived half an hour earlier and worked on some code to keep her mind busy. With 
her Quirk, the code just flowed , logical sequences linking together like a puzzle assembling in 
quick time. 


With music on her earphones and her hands flying across her keyboard, the code took form, 
morphing from a series of disparate commands and loops, to a strong process that would be the 
opening for the next offensive against Detnerat’s systems, probing defenses, scouting out weak 
spots. 


Then a stronger code would move in through those vulnerable spots, and copy terabytes of 
information that she’d later go through and see if they found something interesting or useful. So far 
they had worked on Mei’s “bad feeling” on Detnerat and established very deep ties to other 
companies, like Feel Good, Inc., and even a political party, Hearts and Minds, aslo based on Deika 
City, but Mei felt that there was something more below that. 


But Maria doubted Mei would talk to her about that, it wouldn’t have made sense to make her 
travel halfway across the world for a simple update on their project. 


Caught up with her code and thinking of ways to make it unpredictable and more versatile, she 


didn’t notice Mei until she saw movement beyond her computer screen. Blinking, she looked up 
and saw Mei, dressed in what looked like a clean, tropical version of her usual outfit; instead of a 
black tank top, she wore a white one, and instead of cargo pants, they were shorts. Her heavy boots 
had been replaced by some light shoes, and she wore her many braids in a ponytail. 


They had met in person only twice, mostly talking through video calls, and Maria was sure that she 
had never seen Hatsume look so fresh and clean. 


“What’s up, star employee?” Mei asked. Maria saved her progress and put her computer on standby 
mode, before slipping it inside her bag. 


“Hey, Mei. Chuffed to bits for the lovely couple, appalled at the coffee in here, almost done with 
my newest code. How about you?” 


“A bit stressed.” Mei replied, tapping the table with her fingers. It was unusual to see her hands not 
covered by some form of gloves or gauntlets, except when performing precision work, and they 
never video chatted when she was busy with that. 


“Melissa Shield again?” Maria asked. She knew just about every reason Mei had to dislike Shield, 
even though the conflict seemed inane to her. Then again it all seems tiny when compared to 
saving the world, eh? 


“Nah. We kinda...well, I won the contest we had. But even if I didn’t, Izuku talked with me 
and...Basically, Melissa Shield ain’t got shit one me.” Mei said, an arrogant smile gracing her lips. 


“T highly doubt he said that .” 


“Yeah, he didn’t. But it is the message I take from that! So I have been a bit less of a dickhead with 
Melissa. Even invited her on my plane. She refused...why’d she refuse? Her dad had seemed real 
excited to see the Mei fly...” 


Maria replied quickly, “Because you were more of a dickhead before that.” 
Mei shrugged, then said, “Fair enough! Or maybe lida and Uraraka convinced her it was unsafe?” 
“Boss, I am certainly amazed your plane is safe, but I’d understand concerns.” 


Mei nodded, then moved on quickly, “Whatever! That’s not what I called you here for!” Mei 
looked around, then lowered her voice, “I think something’s fucky. I was checking on your data 
mine into the HPSC and they corrupted a bunch of files. On purpose. I used one of your algorithms 
to reconstruct a plane ticket to Honolulu.” 


“They flew the villains on their plane, so why would they need to travel by airline?” Maria asked, 
rhetorically. 


“Exactly. It was just a hunch, and I’m probably wrong about this but...[ want you to find whoever 
the HPSc sent. I don’t know if it was a single agent, or a team, but I trust you, Maria.” Mei said, 
“Oh, and I'll give you a bonus!” 


“That’s lovely.” Maria replied, “But I’d do it anyway. Anti-establishment hacker, remember?” she 
said, pointing at herself, “Last thing I want is some government pillock making life hard for all of 


99 


us. 


“Perfect! Now that I gave you your secret mission...let’s not talk about it. You got this. And also, I 
told those two that you were in town...” Mei said, her crosshair eyes adjusting towards the café’s 


door. Maria followed her gaze, turning around to see them. 


“Oh, those two.” Maria muttered, as she awkwardly raised her hand to wave at Hitoshi Shinsou and 
Mina Ashido. The two joined them at Maria’s table and greeted her excitedly, with Mina 
seemingly full of anecdotes to tell and Shinsou happier than before. 


“Such a fun occasion, isn’t it? Getting the band together?” Shinsou eventually said, after some 
good twenty minutes of Mina telling them tales of their cats, several high profile villain fights, and 
an amusing story about her invisible friend being absolutely plastered with paintballs at a recent 


party. 


“[’m piss poor at musical instruments but you two...perhaps we can have you sing and you bang on 
a drum, those massive ones from Japan?” Maria quipped, finding it amusing to imagine Mina’s 
role reduced to hitting a drum with a stick. 


“Mina’s not bad at singing and I...well, I can sing but I’m too lazy and one time I tried learning to 
play the guitar and let’s just say it was ..not my thing.” Shinsou said, chuckling sadly. 


“What he means is that his fingers were too used to doing the Capture Weapon moves and it ended 
up making them useless for the guitar.” Mei explained. “Why’d you even want to play, Shinsou?” 


“Was it for serenading me?” Mina asked, raising her eyebrows teasingly. 


“Hell no.” Shinsou replied, his cheeks blushing adorably, “It was in second year, I didn’t realize I 
liked you...back then...I just...wanted to try it.” 


“Anyway, you didn’t mean a music band, mate.” Maria said, when Shinsou’s words had opened a 
moment of silence where he and Mina had been staring at each other , with him trying to remain 
composed as she did silly faces. “You mean this bad arse crew that saved the world.” 


“Yeah, pretty much. And...we’re glad you’re doing okay.” 
“It’s a fine job, well paid. Hatsume gives me a rather competitive wage...” 


“Hey, how about we name our crew “World War No”?” Mina suggested, “And me buying you 
some more fries is considered our comeback tour?” 


“It’s unbelievably cheesy but...” Shinsou said, “I think it fits.” 


Chapter End Notes 


Thanks for reading! See you next time! 


More Friends Arrive 


Himiko Toga woke up with a start. 


For a moment, she didn’t know where she was. All she felt was cold, and a pleasant, but artificial 
smell in the air. There was something around her shoulder and her back, heavy and warm. Her eyes 
were heavy, even after waking up with her heart beating fast. 


What had she been dreaming? She couldn’t remember specifics, but there had been a dark presence 
looming above her, menacing, larger than a mountain, his red eyes gleaming among the shadows. J 
remember now...he caught me again. I felt all the control I have been working for slipping away 
from me. That was what scared me. That part of me...why can’t it stay dead ? Is it stress? 
Or...maybe I need some blood. 


Toga blinked the sleep away, breathing slow and steady to calm down her heartbeat. After weeks 
of “rest”, she realized that she had lost some of the self control she had worked on. J should have 
had some blood before leaving Japan. Fuck... When her vision cleared, she saw Izuku in front of 
her, recognized that it was his arm around her, his chest pressed against hers, her leg wrapped 
around his waist instinctively. 


It was all just so comfortable , once she had regained her senses. Vague nightmares always faded in 
instants when he was with her. And in just a few days, we’ll be together in one more way. 
Just...push the nightmare away. It was a short nap, shouldn’t even have been in a sleep deep 
enough to dream, right? I have to tell the psych. 


Toga eased into the warm embrace, watching Izuku’s face from up close and letting her body relax 
again. She realized that he had embraced her closer on instinct, when she had woken up. Even 
unconscious he calms me down, even asleep he is my hero. What did I do to deserve you, Izu-Izu? 


She bit her lip, deciding to push the thought away. Love isn’t about “deserving”, get that already, 
Himiko Toga! If Izuku reciprocated my love it was because of his own feelings, not me “earning” 
something. 


Self doubt or not, Toga wanted to be a better person to stand beside him with no regrets. To accept 
herself and be truthful to her wishes and needs, to be truly free... 


As she waited for Izuku to wake up, she pondered just what she wanted when she thought of 
freedom and acceptance. In a way, she wanted to feel the exact same kinship as she had with the 
League of Villains, while still keeping her new friends; Mina, Ochako, Mei, Camie, and even new 
ones like Ibara. 


She wanted them all to accept that she was very, very flawed, but she still wanted their friendship 
desperately. She wanted to have their company and support as she still found her “normal”, to have 
more people to rely on as she tried balancing her overwhelming love for Izuku, her concepts of 
loyalty for friends and family, her job as an assassin, and her reality as a young woman who was 
trying her best. 


Maybe that was the reason she had been so insistent on getting to see her old villain friends again; 
if there was a chance that she could buy them a similar freedom to hers, she could have that family 
back. My friends...they should be arriving soon, isn’t it? P’'ve met with most of them individually but 
this...Three days to the wedding, and all the freedom we can take now...How do I manage my time 
for all that I want to do? 


By the time Izuku woke up, she had half a hundred plans for three days, with another hundred she 
had scrapped for various reasons; cost, time, the unlikelihood that Mei would lend her test 
materials to see if Shiggy could melt them all, the fact that she would get scolded if she and the 
Hero Killer Stain went on a vigilante spree... 


But she now had a dinner in mind with her villain friends, and a lengthy interrogation session with 
Stain, with All Might, Inko and of course Izuku being invited. She had all the ideas for beach days 
and pool evenings, full of so many games and activities she had never played, with a lot of the 
“normal” that she had only looked at from afar. 


And she could get a start on it all as soon as Izuku woke up; the HPSC plane should be arriving on 
Maui at 2 p.m., and they had started their nap at noon, so any and all paperwork would entertain 
them for a while and then they would get to the hotel by 3, and everyone who was on the premises 
by then could join up and eat together! 


“Himiko, you’re so cute...” she heard Izuku mutter, smiling embarrassedly, then moving closer to 
nuzzle her cheek with his. When Toga’s hair touched his nose, it tickled him and he giggled a bit, 
“Ts that a...” He opened his eyes slowly, his smile still there. 


Toga felt lucky. To have him in front of her when waking up, to feel his touch, to have his support 
whenever she had a bad day...once she would have only had that in dreams , and even then she 
would have never expected to feel like she did now, with her heart warm and full. 


“Hey, Himiko.” Izuku said, then he closed the inch or two between them and kissed Toga’s 
forehead, “I uhh... hope I don’t have like... morning breath or something.” he muttered, making 
Toga giggle. 


“You don’t! But it wouldn't change a thing.” Toga said, then grabbed his jaw to direct his mouth 
towards hers. 


They kissed for a long moment. Toga closed her eyes and focused on his lips and his tongue, 
feeling as he gently caressed her back. With her legs he brought him even closer, as she tasted his 
lips hungrily. 


But the hunger she had put off her mind minutes ago returned. She wanted blood, and her kiss soon 
became wild, almost vicious, biting at Izuku’s lip and letting some of the blood mix with their 
saliva. Toga hesitated for a moment after the bite, not knowing if he was in pain, but he kissed her 
harder, and she was reassured. 


When they separated, they looked into each other’s eyes for a long moment. There was a sparkle of 
life and excitement in Izuku’s green eyes, and more than anything there was happiness. J make him 
happy. Me, Himiko Toga. God, I can never get enough of this... 


“Actually, I lied, you do have morning breath!” Toga said, grinning, laughing as Izuku’s face 
became completely red, “Just kidding! You only smell like you . And blood, of course...My bad.” 


Izuku licked his bloodied lip, and Toga took a moment to examine her bite; it was just superficial 
damage and wouldn’t even leave him with a swollen lip, “It’s all okay, Himiko. Do you need some 
blood?” 


“..yeah.” Toga said, smiling awkwardly, “I thought that the bi-weekly dose was enough...” 
Thanks to the Agency, Toga got vials of blood plasma delivered every two weeks. While they 
didn’t work quite as well with her Quirk, the plasma was usually “filling” enough that she could 
keep her blood urges in check, without the need for a more direct transfusion. 


That worked well enough when she was at home in Japan, and raised less eyebrows than having 
bags upon bags of fresh blood delivered to her doorstep. 


But when she operated as an agent, behind enemy lines, the Agency would send her out with a full 
liter of blood from at least six different people, usually locals from her area of operations who had 
recently donated blood. And when I need more, I take it . 


And there was always a 500 millilitre bottle of ice-cold O-type blood for right before and right 
after her missions, which really helped her focus and get into the mindset of an agent when 
beginning an infiltration, and to decompress afterwards. 


But now, it seemed like the dosage for her last sippy pouch of plasma had been too weak to 
account for jet lag, a marked switch between climates and the general stress of the wedding 
clashing with her excitement about it. 


“Do you think we’ll need to ask the doctors to revise the amount, Himiko?” Izuku asked, gently, 
then started to get up. Toga let him stand up and move towards their bags, where he fished a small 
ice box containing next two week’s plasma. 


“Maybe? I don’t really wanna think about doctors while we’re here...” One of her psychiatrists 
lived a stone’s throw from the hotel, in Kahului, so they would be stopping by for an appointment, 
but only after the wedding was done, before their honeymoon started. And I want to keep that 
appointment and all others pushed to after . Just like everything else! Right now I just wanna have 
fun and become one with Izu-Izu! 


Izuku opened the ice box and handed Toga the vial with the plasma. She took one look at it and 
turned it over in her hand, clicking her prosthetic middle and pinky fingers against the titanium 
casing. “You know, I’ve been thinking...The blood has worked well with the meds and kept me a 
bit less... violent . Kept the brainwashing pretty much dormant. But...do you think I could, you 
know...stop?” The doctors had figured out that it helped her, but, if her body’s needs changed one 
day, she wanted to be safe about it. 


Izuku sat back down on the bed, next to her, their shoulders touching, “Himiko, if your Quirk needs 
it, then you know that I'll do whatever it takes to fulfill that need, okay? But...going cold turkey 
with the blood? What got you thinking about it?” 


Toga shrugged, “Not sure, Izu-Izu. I was just...wondering. I think I’d be okay, you know? Maybe 
even for a whole year!” 


Izuku let out a short giggle and touched her cheek softly, “You’d probably be really cranky that 
year, Himiko!” 


“That...yeah, I’d probably be just about ready to stab someone at a moment’s notice...” Toga 
muttered, “Oh, well, we’ ll think about that when it happens! And you’ll stop me if you see I’m too 
close to chopping off someone’s head, right?” 


“Always.” Izuku said, clasping his hands around her wrists symbolically. How couldn’t I love you, 
Izu-Izu? You’re so kind... 


Toga drank a little bit of the blood plasma. It was cool and refreshing, even with its rich iron taste. 
Plasma tasted different from regular blood, with a thicker consistency that almost let her chew on 

it. In one word, she would describe it as concentrated , and lacking in the finer notes and flavours 

that blood carried. 


For instance, she found Izuku’s blood to be rich, a perfect balance between sweet and savory, with 
a smooth, fresh aftertaste, like dew on forest leaves. Other blood samples that she had enjoyed the 
most included Camie’s, with a sweet and sour body and a smokey, citric scent, and Ochako’s, that 
carried notes of mochi and bread. 


Some blood, though, tasted gross. 


“Everyone else should be getting here by now, right? Come on!” Toga said, grabbing the ends of 
Izuku’s shirt and pulling it over his head. “Let’s change to something beachy and meet them!” 


In an instant her clothes were off, too, and she watched intently as Izuku changed a little bit slower, 
snatching glances as Toga moved to the bags, then the bathroom, where she put her hair in a single 
messy bun, then out, where she put on a pure white bikini, slowly, enjoying Izuku’s eyes on her. 
Over that she put on a pair of short, breezy shorts and a light green t-shirt from Izuku’s hero merch. 
In a small, cute backpack she stashed her wallet, the hotel card, a bottle of sunblock, a fixed-blade 
combat knife and a small 9 mm handgun that the Agency had left in the hotel room’s safe. Just in 
case . 


Izuku picked a pair of swimming shorts, tailored to fit close to his thighs, and a very snug t-shirt 
that would inevitably cling to his chest and abs if even a little bit of water touched it. That shirt 
should have the words “Horny Himiko Shirt” because that is its effect... 


Both picked their sandals; Toga refused to switch back to proper shoes while inside the hotel, and 
were soon ready. 


Izuku suggested that they place their bags with a little bit of order, and Toga agreed quickly, as 
everything would end up in chaos if they let her be in charge of keeping it all organized. They soon 
had all their clothes ready, having packed the hotel room’s drawers with their things, until the only 
thing left on their suitcases were their wedding outfits, in obscured bags to keep the surprise. 


For Toga, it wouldn’t be much of a surprise; pretty much every tuxedo looked alike, even the 
expertly tailored, breathable (for the tropical weather and the heat), extra resistant tux would still 
look like a tux! But she had so far kept her dress a well guarded secret, and she wished for that to 
remain until the moment of truth, when her uncle Vlad would walk her down the aisle for Izuku to 
claim as his wife! 


So they both quickly put the clothing bags in the closet, and kept closed the boxes with their shoes 
for the big day, and Toga soon made a brave attempt at changing the subject and keeping the 
surprise...by picking her worn panties and throwing them at Izuku’s face, giggling as she ran 
around him and gave his muscles a few cheeky slaps. 


That cut away any tension around wanting to peek at their wedding outfits, but they had to stop 
themselves from playing anymore if they were to catch up with the new arrivals in time. Thus, they 
left their room flustered, their cheeks much redder than the tropical climate would justify, holding 
hands. 


The trip from the room tower to the reception area was quick, and every step Toga felt more and 
more excited. My friends, my brothers in arms! My pals! Free here with me, one step away from a 
good deal...If agent Anna does her job, they’ll be as free as me! And one day, really soon, we’ll be 
truly free... 


At the elevators on the base of the tower they ran into Toshinori and Inko, both of them outfitted 
similarly to the younger couple, with All Might holding a couple of inflatable pool floats, from his 
own merchandise of course, red, white and blue and star spangled. Inko had a canvas bag that 


seemed filled to the brim with utilities like sunblock, their wallets and phones. 


“Mamma Inko!” Toga called, waving her arm excitedly at her parents in law, “Mr. All Might! You 
guys goin’ to the beach? The pools?” 


“YES!” Toshinori replied, hefting the pool floats as if they were mighty weights, “Also we’re 
going to see the RESTAURANTS!” The old man laughed heartily, then coughed a couple times. 


“Hey, Izuku, Himiko! You two looked beaten a couple hours ago, did you sleep?” Inko asked. 


“Yes, mom! We’re gonna greet everyone else now, would you guys like to join us? It'll be just a 
short while.” 


“T think that the call of the sea is too great, son!” Toshinori replied, patting Izuku on the head. 
Then, more quietly, said, “I do wish to speak with young Tenko later tonight, if possible. I will seek 
him out. And... think you two and I have a few things to discuss with Stain. Does tomorrow 
afternoon fit?” 


“Sure thing, dad!” Izuku answered. 
“Great, GREAT! Then Inko and I shall go to the pools now!” 
“Have fun!” Izuku and Toga said, as the parents left. 


Having decided to pick an earlier flight than the others, Inko and Toshinori had arrived at Maui's 
airport at the same time as Toga and Izuku’s group from Mei’s plane, so they had all taken the taxi 
vans to the hotel together. 


In Toga’s opinion, Inko and Toshinori seemed relaxed and enjoying themselves already, with a 
honeymooners’ air about them that she was sure she and Izuku matched. She was really happy for 
them. 


A few moments later they had crossed the hallway to the reception, and arrived to see it more 
crowded than expected. Four of the hotel’s guards stood to the side, all armed with rifles, and the 
manager, a regal woman with the features of an Emperor Penguin, stood in front of the gates as a 
police car and a trio of vans arrived. 


One of the cops left the patrol car and opened the door to one of the vans, and from it emerged 
agent Anna Dobinek, Agency station chief for the Pacific region, dressed in a long sleeved khaki 
shirt, breathable cargo pants, tan boots and a shemagh scarf around her neck, looking every bit the 
spy she was. But at least this time she wasn’t wearing her body armor. 


That explains why she wasn’t there to meet us. She was there to meet all my friends...oh, 
commander Bitchface, did we have you doing paperwork all this time? So sad! Anna walked up to 
the hotel manager and they shook hands, talked briefly, and then motioned for everyone to leave 
the vans and enter the hotel. 


The first van contained the Wild Wild Pussycats and the Aizawas, the second one the former 
members of the League, Nejire and Stain, and the third one had Ochako, lida, Kirishima and 
Bakugou. Toga’s eye twitched slightly when watching that shithead walk into the hotel while he 
watched her friends closely, suspiciously, only approaching Tenko briefly to talk. 


As the cop and Anna walked every prisoner through the details of their stay, explaining the 
countermeasures each one would be wearing, as well as the freedoms they would have, Ochako and 
lida checked into the hotel on their own and joined Izuku and Toga. 


“Hey, Ochako, lida how was your flight?” Toga asked, quietly. All eyes were on the villains, 
everyone was focused on what they would do. The hotel staff was tense, but Agent Anna reassured 
them more and more about the safety of the whole thing, and some of the curious staff that had 
come to watched started to leave back for their stations. 


Ochako greeted Toga with a fist bump and a tired smile. You are really not used to long haul 
flights, girl, and it shows...But who am I to talk, jet lag murdered Izu-Izu and I. “Gotta say, I had 
my doubts. It felt absolutely wrong to be in first class. Felt like any misstep, some moneybags 
would start laughing at me, and tell Tenya that I was some low-class girl unworthy of the plane...” 


Ochako shrugged, then grinned with that sly, almost evil side that she kept very well guarded. 
“Then I had some fine steak, a bit of plane booze, and had some damn good conversation with 
Tenya, and by that point, I couldn’t care less about the rich and what they would think. I enjoyed 
ie 


“That’s my girl.” Toga said, her smile showing her fangs, giving Ochako a little punch on the 
shoulder, “Fuck them and their opinions.” 


“Exactly.” Ochako said, then yawned, “But then, when we landed...it was all good until we got 
outside, away from the AC...the heat just hit me! And Tenya...” 


“T am extremely flustered and feel...rusty? I wanna sleep, man.” lida said, matching his girlfriend’s 
yawn. 


“What about Stain? And your brother?” Izuku asked, moving closer to Iida. 
“Just...just look at them. Tensei had it all under control. “ 


Toga turned her eyes towards Stain. At some point he had changed from the orange overalls worn 
in Tartarus prison to a baggy tracksuit that brought to mind Toga’s time hunting a target in the 
Balkans. 


He still looked agile and sharp, but without his signature outfit, Stain looked somewhat Jess than 
what Toga had expected. With a blade in hand, though, she was sure that the Hero Killer would be 
just as dangerous as ever. And if he manages to get one, I'll kill him . 


“You guys look a wink away from sleeping...Jet lag hit us real hard, too. You should take a nap!” 
Toga said, turning back to Ochako and lida. Ochako nodded emphatically, took Iida’s hand and 
used her Quirk on him by accident, pulling him floating for a couple meters before she realized. 


“Ah, crap, release .” lida landed on his feet, still sleepy, and the two soon had disappeared down 
the hallway. 


Around the same time, Agent Anna had finished with all the checks with the hotel staff, and the 
security guards had been dismissed by the manager. She approached Toga and Izuku then, “Good 
news, kiddos, the boring part is done now.” She turned to the prisoners then, “ Guests ! You can 
check in now!” 


In a very strange sight to behold, Toga saw her friends all walk up to the front desk and try their 
best to check in in English. It seemed to be a matter of pride between them, but she saw that they 
were struggling a bit, even Tenko, who had relatively good knowledge of the language. 


“Where is Miss Freya, ma’am?” Izuku asked. 


“She checked in hours ago, and is waiting for me in our room. Probably halfway to bankrupting me 


with the room service.” Anna answered. “You two good?” 
“Sure thing, boss, no need to worry.” 


“Good. I will be giving you two some space and make some space in my schedule to talk to your 
friends, Toga. The plan is still on.” Anna said. The plan, of course, was to recruit the League 
members as agents, just like Toga. “Oh and Toga?” 


“Yeah?” 
“You’re on US soil right now. Are you armed?” Anna asked, almost didactically. 


“Lieutenant General Bitchface! You offend me!” Toga said, showing the knife and gun in her little 
backpack, in reach in an instant. 


“We'll make a proper American of you yet, kiddo.” Anna said, lifting her shirt to reveal a pistol of 
her own, grinning. She left them, then, to find her own room, confident that there would be no 
trouble. 


The first friend that spotted her was Twice. it seemed like everything had worked out fine with him 
and Pixie Bob, Toga saw, as her best friend was all smiles as he rushed them, hugging both Toga 
and Izuku, trying to lift them in the air but giving up after realizing he couldn’t lift IZuku with one 
arm. 


“Guys! Guys! I’m so glad you two survived the journey! It was just a plane trip, Twice...It’s so 
exciting! It is just a different kind of mundane.” Jin said, “Look, look! I’m already outfitted 
properly!” He pointed at the ugliest, tackiest Hawaiian shirt that Toga had ever seen, with bright 
pinks and blues and yellows. 


“Tt’s really bright, Jin!” Toga said, poking at the fabric. Besides it, Jin already had a bathing suit 
on, as well as a pair of crocs. “It suits you. You two have your room keys yet?” 


“We do!” Pixie Bob said, hugging Twice’s arm tightly. Her beach dress hugged her curves rather 
nicely, in Toga’s opinion. “Glad that we all made it safely and quickly. Now, I was thinking, Jin, if 
you cloned yourself, would the clone need sunblock too?” 


The two started talking happily, while Izuku greeted the other Pussycats and his old sensei, then 
picked Eri and Kouta in his arms, laughing as he held them. “Big bro Deku!” 


“Little ones! I missed you a lot!” 


Within moments, Izuku and the two kids were making plans for going to the beach, right after they 
changed, and after that having a big meal at the restaurant. Eri soon started listing a dozen foods 
she wished to eat, while Kouta only muttered “nuggets” with a gruff, serious voice. While she 
waited for her other friends, and feeling a third wheel with Jin and Pixie Bob, Toga joined Izuku 
and the kids. 


Eri had been quick to accept her, after talking about their similar childhood experiences. A part of 
Toga really wanted the little kid’s admiration, while the rest of her hoped for only the safest life for 
Eri, and for nothing similar to her own life to happen for the little one. She has already suffered far 
too much... 


Around Eri, Toga really looked inside herself and tried showing her best version, to not be a bad 
influence. And the girl’s pure, kind hug when Toga approached, was just the kind of thing that 
made her wish for more in life. 


On the other hand, Kouta only offered his hand to shake, which Toga promptly did. 


The boy had been understandably wary of her, as a former villain. Earning his respect and trust had 
not been a quick process, but now he treated her pretty much the same as he did everyone, except 
Eri, who he seemed to support and protect unconditionally, and Izuku, who he admired openly. 


“Hey, Kouta.” 
“Sis Himiko, what’s up?” 
“Having fun here already. So, I heard Izu-Izu tell you guys about a certain sand castle...” 


A sudden blur of blue hair and curious eyes appeared by Toga’s side, and a soft finger poked her 
shoulder, ““Toothsy? Toothsy!” 


“Neyjire!” Toga hadn’t noticed the hero approaching her, “Where did you come from?” 


“T got bored waiting at the vans, so I started looking at the potted plants, then I saw some fun stuff 
in some tourist maps, and then I got a craving for ice cream so I went flying to town and bought me 
one. Did you know that the Hawaiians also call mangos mangos? It is so fun!” Nejire said, 
showing a popsicle stick proudly. 


She had a very large beach hat, and a fresh sundress that probably made Tenko loose his cool 
whenever a breeze rolled around. “Hey Eri! Hey Kouta!” 


“Big sis Nejire, can you get me ice cream next time?” Eri asked, looking at the popsicle stick with 
inquisitive eyes. 


“Yep!” Nejire said, “Oh, there is Tenko!” 


Toga had met him several times in Hades prison, so she had seen Tenko change, his skin becoming 
less dry, his hair neater and better tended to. But she had always seen him in the prison uniform, 
and his casual clothes for the beach were a massive change, both from Tenko the prisoner, and 
Tomura the villain. 


Whereas Tomura wore a badass coat and a shabby hoodie, Tenko instead had picked a vintage t- 
shirt and board shorts that looked at home with his current self, that resembled a flustered young 
man much more than a villainous mastermind. 


“Hey, Toga, Izuku...been a while, hasn’t it?” He hugged Toga, an action he would never have tried 
as Tomura, and had only adopted after his revenge on All for One, and clasped hands with Izuku, 
who fearlessly touched the exposed parts of Tenko’s hand, only a millilitre of leather between his 
fingers and death. “Me and the boys have been discussing some stuff and...Official LOV Gaming 
Night, tonight!” he declared, with a manic glint in his eyes Toga had not seen since they had 
assaulted Tartarus years ago. 


It was then that Dabi, Spinner and Compress joined them, all hugging Toga in their own ways. 
“Yeah, Tenko here is just begging for an ass kicking in all the games we can get our hands on...” 
If she closed her eyes, it was as if time hadn’t passed, as if everything horrible in the last few years 
had been a simple nightmare, as if nothing had changed at all... 


But things had changed. She had changed, in so many, many ways; she had found new friends, and 
her blood-related family, like the brother that would be arriving in a couple hours; she had found a 
way to wash away her crimes, and a job she liked doing, and best of all, she had Izuku. She was 
doing well, and doing good, at least as much as she could. 


And they... Tenko had changed most, in her mind. He had rebelled against All for One, claimed his 
identity back, worked tirelessly to take his life back and own it fully again. He had a gorgeous 
girlfriend in Nejire and the other two in the Big 3 seemed to like him and support him, too. And he 
had Izuku and Bakugou as friends now, even if the latter was too much of an asshole to ever think 
that. 


After that was probably Spinner. The hug with his prosthetic arm had saddened Toga greatly, but 
the dexterity that the robot hand seemed to show comforted her; with his fingers ready, he would 
beat Tenko in a few games! 


Dabi had finally embraced his natural hair colour, a stark white, and Toga thought it was a good 
look for him. And the ever present anger in his eyes, back in their League days, had faded to the 
background. More than anything, he looked a bit lost, as if unsure of what path to take next. 


Finally, Compress, the group’s uncle, had grown a gigantic brown beard that protruded from under 
his new mask (bought at the airport gift shop and quickly customized), and he soon explained that 
the beard was his way of “sticking it to the man’, and would shave when he reached his room. 


Her family was united again...almost. They were still missing Kurogiri. But it’s close enough. 
Kurogiri...the “team dad” was probably an impossible ask. It...it would have been like asking to 
have Big Sis Magne as one of my bridesmaids...I really miss her, now more than ever. Would you 
have jumped at the chance to fight for the Yanks and earn your life back, Magne? 


“Anyway...We really shouldn’t crowd the entrance hall, gents.” Tenko said, his voice almost 
exactly as it had been as the LoV’s leader...but softer, gentler. “Get your asses to your rooms, I’m 
in room 1407, on the 14th floor. If any of you have a console in your room, get to me ASAP. Let’s 
do this, League!” 


Dabi’s instinctive groan at the order was a blast from the past, but he still carried it out, the group 
moving towards the elevators now. The Pussycats and the Aizawa’s also followed, and Izuku led 
the kids, who would get some plastic shovels and buckets if possible at their rooms. 


It truly seemed like the start of the perfect week...Until everyone had climbed onto the elevators 
and only Izuku and Toga were left...with Stain. 


“So...while the tiny brats get ready...you two owe me an explanation. I want to know why you 
brought me here. I’m the Hero Killer, and...there has to be some motive, some reason to invite me 
to a wedding full of heroes. There must be some plan, some scheme, something hidden...And you 
will tell me everything .” 


Quality time at the beach 


Chizome Akaguro looked at the couple, a mix of curiosity, disgust and admiration swirling through 
his mind. On one hand, Midoriya and Toga had the kind of pull with the police, the Americans, 
and even the goddamn hotel to pull off the whole stunt of getting married with a bunch of 
convicted villains in attendance. 


At the same hand, dressed for a beach day they looked utterly normal , even if both looked to be in 
amazing shape. On the surface, they were just a short, hunky young man with a common face, and 
a young woman with unsettling eyes and impossibly messy hair. 


They looked so...young. Which he found strange, given that Toga had worn a school uniform in 
most of the news photos featuring the League, and Izuku had been barely out of middle school 
when they had fought. Perhaps it was a side effect of getting old himself, or simply how much life 
could be seen in the couple’s eyes. 


“We...we shouldn’t talk about that here in the middle of the hall, Akaguro.” Izuku said, “Himiko, 
remember that quiet restaurant we ate in last time?” 


“The one with the mac and cheese?” Toga said, grinning. Chizome found her a curious creature, 
clearly dangerous and alert, and he could tell that she was armed, but at the same time she was 
overwhelmingly cutesy and energetic, all fanged smiles and teasing touches with Izuku. “Come on, 
Mr. Stainy, follow us! We can talk there, and you can have a bowl of cheesy goodness!” 


“We won’t join you because eating before swimming is a bad idea.” Izuku added, took Toga’s 
hand and started walking. 


The Hero Killer had known for weeks that they wanted him here. He just didn’t think that the 
reasons he’d been given were the whole truth. Did they simply want to talk with him? Let him have 
a couple nice days at an expensive beach resort? Was it really that simple, that there was no trick? 


He knew there was something more, something hidden beneath the surface. He sensed that it was 
just there beyond his grasp...but he couldn’t tell exactly what was wrong. Maybe not “wrong”, but 
something is definitely...off: Like the American who brought us here, or how Ground Zero and Red 
Riot came by just to watch for a few minutes and then started hiking towards the neighboring 
hotel. What’s the game here? Can I use it to escape? And what do I do then? My English is not 
good enough to hide here in Hawaii. I don’t even know this island’s name. I don’t like Hawaiian 
pizza...if I run away, will I starve? 


It had been absolutely surreal from the moment they had landed. The hot, humid air hit him head 
on in the transition between plane and airport...thankfully, Tensei lida had insisted that he change 
his clothes, so there had been no stares inside the airport but now... 


Now he was in a large hotel, surrounded by wimpy, soft Hawaiian civilians and a security force 
that somehow was better armed than the Tokyo PD SWAT team he had once fought, and also 
seemed much, much less threatening. Of course, there were heroes around, but the American agent 
had worked some magic and instead of everyone being alert, defensive, the heroes had gone off to 
eat or go to the beach or take naps. 


He really might take his chances and escape. 


“Why here?” Chizome asked, as Izuku and Toga brought him to a quiet part of the food arcade, 


into a small restaurant, called “HawaCajun Fusion Grill”. He had literally no idea what that meant, 
and he only managed a stunted, “Thank you.” when an employee walked them in and to a booth by 
the back. 


The waitress was one of two, and she was polite, but in her eyes Chizome saw a sliver of 
recognition. She knows I’m bad news, doesn’t she? But at the same time, the server seemed to treat 
Deku and Toga with a level of reverence that Chizome had never expected, at least not for a villain 
like Toga. 


The couple ordered for him, speaking in English far too fast for him to catch half the words, and 
soon he was presented with some cheesy pasta. Toga giggled openly as Chizome prodded the food 
with his fork, and Izuku watched intently. What? Do you think I only know how to eat with 
chopsticks ? If it has a handle like this, it is almost like a blade, and I can wield it. How about I 
poke you instead, Deku? Actually, no, I will not fork the eye of a good hero. 


“So will you answer my question?” Chizome asked, his voice low and threatening. His left hand 
hovered above the butter knife. Why do they just put the butter here? Is this an American thing? 
I'll get fat. “Why. Here.” 


“So you'd try the baked mac!” Toga replied, narrowing her eyes and pointing at the cheesy pasta. 
Chizome took a bite, not liking Toga’s gaze on him at all; it felt far too much like a mother 
commanding a child to eat their greens...but when he chewed, he found the “baked mac” to be 
absolutely full of flavour. 


As the Hero Killer he had led an almost ascetic life, like a monk warrior of old, completely focused 
on the mission and not indulging into stupid pleasures like food or drink. He had only ever eaten 
for nutrition back then. But bite after bite, the mac and cheese tore down his defenses. He felt as if 
he had been holding himself back from a good thing, for no real reason, and it made him want to 
cry. There’s no way I can go back to prison food after this... 


“Did you like it, Mr. Stainy?” Toga asked, as Chizome scarfed down the last bits of pasta on the 
bowl. 


“Yes...that was...pretty great. But no flavour is as good as the truth. And you two owe me that.” he 
said, holding back a burp that would have completely destroyed his image as a ruthless killer. 


“Oh, the “here” you meant was the...the whole situation.” Izuku said, with a sigh and a tired smile. 
“Let me just tell Aizawa that this will take a bit longer.” Izuku clicked a few times on his phone, 
then showed a text back, with a grumpy cat sticker that had a speech bubble saying “Ok.”. 


“There we go. Now...Himiko, would you please do the honors?” Izuku asked, exchanging a look 
with Toga. Chizome found it sickeningly sweet, the way he spoke her name with such clear 
lovesickness and the way his heroic eyes went all soft and dumb when he looked at her. It was 
strange to see the only young hero he had seen act properly as a hero change so completely with his 
bride to be. 


“Sure! You’re here as a compromise!” Toga said, beaming. 
“A compromise? What the hell?” Chizome asked. 


“Yep, a compromise. You know, when people have disagreements and then they offer stuff for the 
common ground? That’s you, Mr. Stainy. Izuku and I had one such disagreement, you see...There’s 
some conditions, there was some other bargaining, it was all a pain in the ass.” Toga shrugged, 
then brought her backpack to her lap. It was cutesy and bright coloured, and Chizome had no idea 


what she’d pull out from it. 


“Fuck!” Chizome muttered; Toga had pulled out of the bag a gun and a combat knife, long and 
deadly with a straight blade. He had no idea how she could have gotten weapons so quickly, hadn’t 
they arrived just a few hours earlier? Js it really that easy to get weapons here? 


“Main condition was a promise, Mr. Stainy.” Toga’s voice dropped from cheery and peppy to cold 
and deadly in an instant. “If you try the slightest thing against my hero friends, I’1l put you down.” 


He was shocked for a moment. Put down. Not even “kill”; her wording was deliberate and cut him 
down emotionally. Wasn’t she...my fan ? How can she...I underestimated her so much. 


“T’d like to see you try, tiny vampire brat.” Stain said, annoyedly. 


“Thing is,” Toga said, putting her weapons back in her bag, “Back in the day, I used to admire you 
so much...idolize you. I wanted more than to be like you. I wanted to be you. That...that freedom. 
That confidence. That lethality.” Her eyes locked with Chizome’s, and he saw death in them. So 
much death. 


“Hell, even a bit of that style you had. That eye mask and the ragged clothes? It’s a good look! But 
more than anything...” she paused, looked to Izuku for some reassurance, and then looked back at 
Chizome, “You were a success story . | also have a blood Quirk and...it had been nothing but a pain 
to me. A danger. I got kidnapped as a kid because of it , indoctrinated to serve because it was 
useful. And then, because it was still useful, they wiped my mind and dropped me off back in 
Japan...and now, in the eyes of everyone, it was monstrous.” 


Chizome nodded solemnly, “People...people really can be the worst.” He had not expected anyone 
to get what he had lived because of his Quirk in his early years, before hero school and his 
disillusion with the world at large. “But...what do you mean? Kidnapped? Indoctrinated?” 


Toga smiled sadly, “It’s a long story, and...honestly, I would hate for you to feel any pity for me. I 
admired you because you showed me that I could be so much more than the monster those girls at 
the boarding school saw me as. I have become more, but back then, when I was homeless in the 
streets, with nothing but my wits as a weapon, finding out the hard way just how hateful a city 
could be? You were an ideal I could strive to. Stealthy, deadly, free. Respected .” 


“Do you mean “feared”, Himiko?” Izuku asked, a questioning look in his eyes. She nodded. 


“Feared, respected...when there was a chance I could get mugged, killed or worse in the alleyways 
of Tokyo, they were pretty much the same.” Toga said. Izuku hugged her, tenderly, and Chizome 
briefly considered an attempt to escape the next time someone made him uncomfortable with 
public displays of affection. If] see someone else that I respect acting like a lovesick school girl I 
shall try and escape to freedom. 


“T never did what I did for respect. Or even fear. I wanted to punish . I never cared what they 
thought about it.” 


“Clearly.” Izuku said, grimly, his gaze fixing on Chizome’s. 


Chizome held Izuku’s eyes for a tense moment, before deciding to not continue on that line of 
thought. There will be plenty of time to convince you. Maybe I can’t change Japan, but you two 
might... 


“So that’s the reason you admired me, Toga. I can’t say I don’t empathize with that situation. 


When growing up...well...I got good at sneaking to hide from others. I could never have imagined 
so many insults for my tongue or my Quirk. Were you called a vampire too?” 


“Yes.” she replied, her eyes sad. Beside her, Izuku’s expression changed, too, righteously angered 
at the discrimination his girl had once faced. 


“IT won’t say I “got over it’, no. I knew it was all wrong , even back then. I thought...I thought the 
way forward was to be a hero. Not because I had a plan or goals or anything, I just believed in the 
ideal of a hero, what I would later call a true hero. People like All Might, or like you, Deku. People 
that will risk their lives at the drop of a hat for a stranger. True protectors. Not like fakes like 
Endeavor, or those money obsessed assholes, or out of touch bastards like Best Jeanist.” 


Chizome closed his eyes briefly, recalling the rage he felt back then watching the top ten of every 
year getting chosen. Popularity, money, fame...he saw what those heroes really wanted, and saw no 
real intention to help . Not unless it was rewarded . 


“As a hero student, I got disappointed almost instantly. My classmates would spout about all the 
money they would get, all the women that would want them, all the places their face would be 
plastered in advertisements...I found so few of my fellows to be worth a damn. And even they 
turned their back on me once I started speaking. By the time I got truly fed up and decided to 
change justice myself, I was alone.” Chizome said. 


“T saw just so much wrong with society, from the bottom to the top. And of course, having tried my 
hand at heroics...I fixated on them. The stigma of “evil” and “good” Quirks...it is all a perversion of 
heroic ideals. You see that, don’t you?” Chizome said, “We adopted the American hero system 
legally, just with different regulations and we thought that would be enough, but it wasn’t. All it 
did was create state sanctioned assholes with capes, with the odd true hero. Was it Japanese culture 
that perverted the system, or the other way around?” 


Izuku and Toga both leaned forward. Good, I caught their attention. 


“T think it’s quite a bit more complicated than that, Akaguro.” Izuku said. When looking at his 
face, Chizome could see much thought behind every word, as if the boy had dwelt on the topic of 
the system for years and years, and was thankful for an outlet for his opinion. “It goes really, really 
far beyond just heroes and the way they affect civilians, directly and indirectly. There’s 
discrimination and fear mongering and hate crimes, there’s people calling others less than human. 
It could never have been changed just by killing heroes.” 


“Of course not.” Chizome admitted. “Took me years in Tartarus to realize how mistaken I was. It 
wasn’t the villains I hunted as Stendahl, or the heroes I murdered as Stain. Maybe I should have 
targeted the government.” 


“That would have been such a sight to see!” Toga said, with far too much glee for a government 
agent, even if she was an agent for another government. “Ain’t it just so funny how we basically 
twisted their arm so far back they’d let you and most of my friends attend?” 


“ Most ...so that explains why the smoke monster isn’t with the others?” Chizome asked, casually. 
The question made Toga furrow her brow, and Chizome realized that using “monster” had been a 
very poor choice of words... 


“His name is Kurogiri.” Toga said, “The police and the Commission wouldn’t let him out of their 
sight, not with all of us.” 


“Because you wouldn’t kill him if he tried to escape?” Chizome asked, returning to the question 


that had started their conversation. 


Toga laughed it off, waving her left hand. For the first time, Chizome noticed that Toga was 
missing two fingers, her ring and pinky fingers, and had replaced them with prosthetic digits. Knife 
fights are brutal like that. Even if you are half as good as you claim, a minor mistake can get you 
cut open from throat to crotch in an instant...kind of like I did with one of those clowns in Hosu. 


“Two things, Mr. Stainy!” Chizome liked the nickname only a bit more than he had liked being 
called “champ” by Tensei lida, but the food had banished away any foul mood he could muster 
against Toga. “First, ol’ Kurogiri is super nice, like a team dad, sort of. He taught me how to 
shoot...Actually, I’d been taught before, when I was six, by a...uhh...I kind of forget her name. An 
old spy turned drill instructor...only vivid memory I have of her is kicking me in the ribs when I 
was 8. Commissar Pavlova? No idea. But Kurogiri refreshed the knowledge, and memory loss is 
weird when caused by Quirks and brainwashing, and he was much nicer, so...” 


Chizome noticed that Izuku seemed very proud of the way his girl was rambling, muttering a 
storm. “I always thought Mr. Kurogiri was really fascinating, and I have always wondered why the 
Commission has denied all my attempts to talk to him. I have six hypotheses on how his Quirk 
works, starting with the idea that it could be similar to the one that a UA student from my teacher’s 
generation...” 


Chizome tuned out the rest and focused on how Toga seemed to find the muttering cute. He 
quickly judged that to be part of her insanity. “And that only covers why his Quirk would take the 
form of mist or smoke, or perhaps a cloud-” 


“That’s really fascinating but can we please get to the reasons why Kurogiri wouldn’t get killed if 
he tried screwing you guys over?” Chizome said, interrupting. 


“Oh, true! Besides being a cool dad figure, and making kickass bacon pancakes, the second reason 
is that Kurogiri is only partly tangible so I can’t really stab him to death.” She smiled, her teeth 
gleaming in the light, “I tried! Several times!” 


“You’re definitely a character.” Chizome said, raising an eyebrow and deciding to put her in the 
middle of his ranking of fans, after Spinner, who seemed sensible and righteous in fury against 
heroes, and Dabi, who seemed too aimless after his time in prison. 


“Guess that explains the “how” and some of the “why” of me being here.” Chizome said, “Wait, 
before I ask more, teach me how to ask for this food. I require more. Say it out loud and Pll 
attempt to imitate it phonetically.” 


Toga and Izuku spent the next two minutes saying “A bowl of mac and cheese, please”, and 
Chizome thought he finally had it, and called over the waitress, “One mac cheese, purisu.” The 
waitress nodded happily and left, and Chizome looked at the couple, gloating as they 
acknowledged his mastery of the phrase. 


“Right...I liked that stuff. Tell me now, what exactly did you want with me being here?” 


Toga spoke first, “You’re a villain that I think is cool. And a villain that has stuff to say. I don’t 
believe half the shit you said back then, but I still think it’s interesting! I imagine you already 
talked with Tensei? I know it was a dick move to force conversations like that, at least with him 
and you, but...the Pussycats being part of the party was a call by the HPSC, more than anything. 
Especially when they revealed they had been hiding Twice!” 


“That weird hobo guy?” Chizome asked. If Twice hadn’t spent his time on the flight to Hawaii 


reminiscing with the League about the “good ol’ days”, Chizome would not have had any idea he 
was a Villain, at all; he moved like a civilian, acted like a fool, and dressed like a clown. 


“He used to wear a mask all the time, be thankful he can show his face now!” Toga said, laughing, 
“His sense of dress is strange, but he is just such a free spirit, you know?” 


“Mr. Bubaigawara seems to always stay true to himself, yep.” Izuku added. 
“Anyway, remember when the boys and I assaulted Tartarus?” Toga asked. 


“Just remember Miruko rampaging outside the doors and some gross Nomu blood splatter for a 
few hours on the far side of the hallway, just at the edge of what I could see.” Chizome said, 
shrugging. 


“Jin got shot by a guard. We all thought it had been buckshot, turns out it was rubber bullets...Isn’t 
that a bullshit twist? Anyway, he fell to the ocean, ended up half drowned miles downstream, 
washed ashore by the a hiking trail. Pixie Bob found him, and she’s a thirsty old bitch, he was a 
very lonely soul...you get how it goes...” Toga said, making obscene gestures with her hands. 


“What even is this tangent?” Chizome said, puzzled. Though that explains one thing, at least. 


“Unless you’re paying me to deliver a sit-rep, Mr. Stainy, [Il ramble. Izu-Izu, will you stop me 
from rambling?” Toga said, and Izuku shook his head, smiling softly. Toga continued, “Basically, 
the Agency and the HPSC could kill two birds with one stone, and got the whole crew invited. And 
I got my best friend as the Dude of Honour!” 


“Uh-huh...This Agency’s the one that took down Pestilentia, right?” Chizome could still remember 
the news, feeling such immense pride from his Stendahl side at the knowledge that a top ranking 
villain was six feet under. 


“Yep!” Toga said. “That’s us! Also responsible for taking down General Archer, the Blue Sheikh 
and his Hashashin revival, the pirate lady Andara, who had started breaking the delicate balance in 
the Roanapur underworld. And a few big name officers from the Mbele hidden kingdom, don’t 
remember more than their codenames; the Gazelle, the Rhino, the Hyena...” 


“Not bad, for feds.” Chizome said, giving Toga a look of newfound respect. From the way she had 
spoken, those weren’t the Agencyjs victories, they were her victories, perhaps shared with Deku, 
but most of them on her lonesome. 


“T’m not a fucking fed! But...who knows...maybe one day I’ ll run the Agency.” Toga said, smugly, 
“But anyway, why don’t I let Izu-Izu explain why you were a compromise? You have the reason I 
had; you’re cool, I wanted to meet, maybe for you to have a nice time here. Maybe for some 
closure for friends. To answer some doubts I want to talk about later. To piss off those that piss me 
off. But more than anything, it was for balance .” 


Izuku then said, “It’s because I wanted to invite Kacchan.” He laughed softly, then continued, 
“Ground Zero, is what you may know him as. He and I have history, most of it bad. But...but we 
worked through our differences, almost four years ago. Kacchan, Tenko Shimura and I...together 
we killed All for One, so...we’re like sworn brothers now. But Himiko and Kacchan hate each 
other. Himiko’s reasons are really valid, and I felt really selfish, because I did want Kacchan to be 
here and see me on my big day, so...” 


“So you agreed to have me .” Chizome completed the thought. “I guess I get it now. Not sure if I 
like it. But I can accept that deal. I don’t think ll try to run away or kill anyone here, I just don’t 


see the point, so you can rest easy, Toga.” 


“Awwww, man...” Toga replied, clearly disappointed, “But I would soooo love to cut you up, Mr. 
Stainy... You really, really don’t wanna give me a chance to fight you? See who’s better? Spill your 
entrails all over the floor?” 


“No, not at all. You won’t have to, leave it at that. Just...one thing. Out of curiosity. You said 
Toga’s reasons for hating Bakugou are valid, but, what about the other way around?” 


Izuku didn’t hesitate for a second when answering, “He’s just plain wrong . He still has a very 
black-and-white view of heroes and villains, even after all we've been through, and can't bring 
himself to even acknowledge Himiko as worthy of respect. He...he is afraid of Himiko, pins all the 
trauma from when the LoV kidnapped him on her, and doesn’t trust her at all. I trust Himiko with 
not just my life, but the lives of everyone I love. In my eyes, she’s a hero too.” 


Their gazes met and they looked like they were about to kiss, and Chizome didn not want that to 
happen in front of his next bowl of mac and cheese, so he reminded them of their intention to go 
play at the beach like a bunch of brats, “Hero too? Don’t go saying that in front of me or I'll have 
to judge you, Toga. As a vigilante, you may be commendable, but as a hero...Just go, you two. You 
have things to do, and I have things to think.” 


The two quickly got out of his sight, after having told him in no uncertain terms that All Might 
wanted to talk with him at some later date, as did Tenya and Toga’s brother, some dude called 
Koichi. Chizome expected some other murder gremlin until they showed him a pic of the guy, and 
he looked shy and law-abiding, disappointingly. 


His curiosity was satisfied, at least for the moment, and he expected the talk with the true hero to 
be interesting, at the very least. Perhaps Izuku and Toga would chime in again and talk about 
ideology...or at least so he hoped. 


With that, he returned to his delicious baked mac and cheese. 


Kouta Izumi loved the beach. Being around such infinite amounts of water made him feel small, 
but also really, really powerful with his Quirk, feeling like he could, too, one day create gigantic 
waves and water spouts and all kinds of other water phenomena, and every time he visited a beach 
he would try for hours on end to stop waves with his Quirk. 


So far it hadn’t worked to do more than split the waves in half and have them crash around him 
instead, but it was really fun anyway. 


Thus he had spent most of his outings in the months he had lived in Musutafu by going to Dagoba 
beach, sometimes with the Shimanos, sometimes with Eri and Satsuki Asui, and every time he had 
requested that big bro Deku be the one to take them there. 


Dagoba beach was special for big brother, Kouta knew, as he had been the one to clean it, from a 
trash filled heap to a nice beach, though a bit too rocky to attract much tourism and with the water 
too cold for anyone to want to swim there in the autumn and winter, unlike in places further south. 


But the beach that Kouta could see from his hotel room window knocked Dagoba out of the park, 


easily. The sand looked smooth and almost white, the water was impossibly blue, a far cry from 
the choppy grey waves that Dagoba would be experiencing those days. 


“Kouta, how is everything going? Need some help?” Auntie Shino called. They shared a room, 
even though he had insisted that, at 11 years old, he was pretty much an adult. Of course, Auntie 
Shino had said nothing about that, laughing it off when Kouta had pointed out that uncle Chatora 
had a room for himself. 


“No! I’ve got it all under control!” Kouta said, switching swimsuits again in the bathroom. It was a 
serious dilemma; he didn’t know if he would look cooler with the All Might shorts or the solid 
green ones with the Hatsume Industries logo. 


He wanted to look cool because he had never gone to the beach with Eri. He didn’t really know 
why , since they were friends and she had already seen him covered in mud one time and another he 
had dunked a bottle of soda on top of them, leaving them sticky, gross and running from a swarm 
of bees for survival. 


And he also had no idea why he felt his ears grow hot when he imagined what Eri would be 
wearing. “If it was like...ummm...Mahoro Shimano? Then I would feel shy but this...come on, 
Kouta, you can’t be a cool guy if you get cold feet just cause it’s Eri...” 


“Ara ara? Kouta, did you say something?” Shino said, from the other side of the door, giggling. 


“N-nothing, aunt!” Kouta yelled back. He pushed the dumb thoughts away from his mind, picked 
the All Might shorts, his flip flops and put on sunblock as best he could on his face, nose and neck, 
as well as what he could reach of his back, his torso, arms and legs. “Ummm...auntie...”” Kouta 
said, opened the door, and pointed at his back, “A little help, please?” 


“Of course!” Auntie Shino’s hands were annoyingly cold as she covered his back with sunblock, 
but she was done quickly with it. “You know, I would always put sunblock on everyone’s backs 
when we went to the beach when we were youngert...I probably will when the crew hits the pools 
later!” 


Shino had changed to a black bikini with red straps, one of those silky skirts that old ladies used at 
the beach, and sunglasses that she had told Kouta were “really stylish”; he didn’t really see it. 
Instead of practical plastic flip flops, she had some leather sandals that Kouta was sure would end 
up washed by the waves if she was brave enough to go swim. 


She picked a big beach towel for her and a smaller one for Kouta, rolled them under her arm and 
grabbed her purse, “Hey, Kouta? Did you put sunblock on your ears?” 


“T ubh...?1l put some more.” the boy said, quickly going back into the bathroom, “Aghhh, they’re 
still kinda red, aren’t they? Ugh...” 


“Okay, kiddo, now that we both won’t burn red as lobsters, and that Deku says they are ready, let’s 
go have fun!” While Kouta’s idea of fun was playing cool games, attempting to stop waves in their 
tracks, and building a sand castle so big they could walk into it, he knew that his aunties and uncles 
would probably just sunbathe, drink wine and talk for hours. 


“Yes, let’s go already! We are losing entire hours to build the castle!!!” 


Auntie Shino laughed gently, handed Kouta a backpack with extra sunblock and a bottle of water, 
as well as his hotel card, then said, “Deku will be taking you to the family friendly part of the 
beach, okay? Don’t wander to the adult area, remember that the hotel is mainly for honeymoons.” 


“Don’t worry about me, auntie, that sounds gross and I want to build our castle, not go and look at 
gross adults and their gross love.” Kouta said, crossing his arms as they walked to the elevator. The 
other Pussycats met them, along with uncle Jin, who carried a brand new games console in his 
hands, had clicked the number for a different floor in the tower, and grinned when he saw Kouta. 


“Lil man! We’re gonna be playing All Might Ultimate Showdown 9: The Return of Endeavor’s 
Kidney Stones later! Wanna join? Remember how much I suck when I main Hawks? No I 
don’t...okay, I kinda do... I already convinced Tomoko!” Uncle Jin said, beaming. 


“T play as Ragdoll!” Auntie Tomoko added, and uncle Tensei started laughing his ass off, 
muttering that she was “playing with herself’. Kouta ignored the joke he didn’t seem to 
understand, and focused on looking out the elevator’s glass windows; he could see the room 
tower’s atrium and the fountain in the middle of the elevator area, and if he turned, he could see the 
food court area. 


It had so many restaurants that he had no idea what to eat after playing, and that excited him. The 
possibilities seemed endless. And then, on another elevator in front of them, he spotted Eri and her 
parents, and waved eagerly at them. 


Mr. Aizawa wore black shorts that almost reached his knees, and a light grey baggy t-shirt, Miss 
Emi was dressed very similarly to Auntie Shino, but with bright orange and pastel green colours 
that really suited her, as well as a giant smile and a big sun hat. 


Eri had a big pair of sunglasses (much cooler than Auntie Shino’s), a baggy t-shirt that hid her 
swimsuit, a purple towel around her shoulders and bright pink crocs, and she waved back just as 
energetically. 


The two kids started pointing at things they carried, like the bucket and plastic shovels Eri brought 
and the sunblock that Kouta had in his bag, which seemed almost exciting when he showed it to 
his friend. 


He didn’t stop smiling as they made it to the ground floor, and then the two children ran to meet at 
the fountain. “Eri! I’m so ready! How about you?” 


Eri grinned and winked, “Same! I got everything the grownups asked! Let’s go!” 


The two waved goodbye to their parents and guardians, and then started walking fast towards the 
food court area. The moment they were sure they wouldn’t get scolded for it, they sprinted the rest 
of the way, rushing until they found Izuku and Toga. 


“Big bro!” they called out in unison, and then greeted Toga a bit less enthusiastically; maybe she 
had earned their trust and liking, but Izuku was still the absolute coolest. 


“Hey Eri, hey Kouta...oh, man! You have All Might shorts! Awesome!” Deku said, extending his 
hand for a high five that Kouta instantly matched. “I think I had the same shorts when I was little!” 


“They are cool, right?” Kouta asked, feeling cool. 


“They are!” Deku said, and Eri nodded enthusiastically, too. Noticing that Eri had kept on looking 
at him, Kouta felt shy and flustered, and started thinking he should have worn a shirt. Ughh, now I 
kinda wish I had one of those cool surfer shirts...or would they look lame on a kid? I mean, 
probably, but... 


“They suit you a lot, Kouta!” Eri said, and her smile kicked out his doubts. Yeah, I am cool without 
a shirt! Like a cool adult or something! 


“How about you, Eri, what did you choose?” Toga asked, helping Eri with her bucket and plastic 
tools for the castle. 


“It’s a surprise.” Eri said, her smile turning a bit more shy. 


Kouta considered that maybe Eri would pick something that covered her scars more completely, 
and that maybe she would keep the shirt all along, and for some reason, the idea that Eri would 
feel uncomfortable made him want to hug her and do his best to tell her that she was cool. /t’s...a 
hero thing, right? 


“Okay! Let’s go, right this way.” Deku said, taking Toga’s hand and guiding the kids down 
another hallway and out the building, to the pool area that Kouta could see from his room’s 
window. 


“Eri, betcha a soda that the old people will be drinking wine if we see ‘em.” Kouta said, as they 
walked outside and felt the humid air and the tropical heat. For someone with a water Quirk, it felt 
perfect , and Kouta felt in his element. 


“You’re on!” Eri replied. They shook hands, Kouta counting on the inevitability of adults drinking 
wine, Eri perhaps thinking her parents wouldn’t do that... 


There were several bars and restaurants in this area, and Kouta saw his aunts and uncles in one of 
the poolside bars, half their bodies sitting below the blue waters, with glasses of booze in hand, 
and, “I win! Those look like pifia coladas!” Eri shouted with glee. 


Kouta grumbled, with Deku jokingly telling him those were the dangers of gambling, and Toga 
laughing out loud. “Ugh...Okay, that was a fair win. Pll buy you a soda later...What flavour?” 


“Apple, please!” Eri said, winking at him. It was probably the tropical climate, but he felt warmer 
when she did that. 


After walking through the pool area, finding only small slides and nothing especially extreme and 
thrilling, they reached the beach. He saw a lifeguard tower, built of metal and wood and then 
painted a neat white colour, with Romaji letters along the sides, “Life...guard?” he said, “Royal 
something hotel...” 


“Good English, kiddo.” Toga said, patting him on the back, “Keep up those studies!” Kouta had no 
idea what use a secret agent like her would have for schoolwork. Maybe math for bullet stuff? 
Languages to interrogate villains? Who knows. 


“So I did get it right?” 


“Yep. Now...Izu-Izu, where do we set up?” Toga said, surveying the beach with her golden eyes, 
that could be really soft or spooky and terrifying, depending on the moment, in Kouta’s opinion. 


“The family area is over there, those parasols and the beach chairs. I think that nobody else is using 
it...Guess it’s just couples besides us?” Deku said, “I mean, besides our group.” 


“It seems so, Izu-Izu. Kids, does it look like there’s enough sand there? Want to move anything?” 
Toga said, twirling one of the plastic shovels in her hand with impressive ability, which Eri then 
tried imitating and failed. 


Kouta looked at the family area and crossed his arms, determining with expert gaze that it would 
do, “Yep! Looks great! Let’s build!” 


A minute later they had claimed one of the parasols and four beach chairs, placing the extra bags 
there. As Eri and Kouta readied the bucket and the other tools, Deku and Toga took off their shirts, 
with Toga taking off the shorts she was wearing, too, then walked to the edge of the water, to give 
them a bit of space. Then they looked at the kids, waving for them to join. 


Eri’s eyes met Kouta’s, and she said, “You...you would never think my scars are...creepy, right? 
Weird?” 


Kouta’s gaze stayed on hers, “Never! You’re my best friend and you’re the coolest kid I know.” 


“J... know my scars are not bad . I know they mean I lived, that I have been stronger than what 
hurt me, but...” she reached out and touched Kouta’s hand. 


Just like Kouta, she was an adopted orphan, after her father had died because of an accident with 
her Quirk, her mother had given her away and she had ended up in the clutches of the villain 
Overhaul, who had tortured her for a long, long time to use her Quirk in experiments for weapons. 
When they had rescued her, UA had put Mr. Aizawa in charge of her care, and eventually he had 
taken the role of her dad. 


Most other kids didn’t understand pain and fear like Eri and Kouta, didn’t understand how quickly 
happiness could melt away, didn’t appreciate the chance to be innocent kids again, if only for a 
moment. 


Most others didn’t know how it felt to be powerless, and to be saved from it. Kouta hoped they 
would never need to learn that. That no kid would have to live with scars like the ones on Eri’s 
arms or Kouta’s memories. 


“Eri, you ARE stronger. Always have been.” Kouta said, clasping her hand. In any other moment, 
he might have acted like a dumb kid and said something like “gross, you have cooties!”, but right 
now he didn’t. 


She smiled, and it was like clouds parting. Kouta’s heart beat faster, but he kept their hands 
touching. “Sometimes I need a tiny reminder. Thanks!” She hugged him and he hugged her back, 
and they kept their arms around each other for a few more seconds than were probably necessary. 


And then she took off the baggy t-shirt. Her bathing suit was cute and wholesome, still a girl’s 
swimsuit and not a “woman’s”, with a frilly skirt, in a baby blue colour that big sis Nejire had 
probably helped her pick. It looked awesome on her, Kouta had to admit. 


But it did not hide her scars. The dozens of surgical scars on her arms, symmetrical and accurate, 
were starkly visible, as were the scars on her legs, where Overhaul had cut them open to extract 
bone marrow directly. And on her chest was yet another, even larger scar, as if her heart had been 
cut out and she had then been put back together. 


Kouta hugged her again, ee}ven harder, and he vowed to never, ever forgive Overhaul. Never . 


For a few moments they were in silence. Eri seemed to be regretting having taken off the big shirt, 
and things felt awkward...So Kouta pulled his water bottle from his bag, opened it and poured it all 
over Eri’s head. 


“HEY!” she yelled, “That was cold! It tickled my horn!” she laughed, then snatched Kouta’s trusty 
hat from his head and started running towards the waves. 


According to Eri, the doctors expected her to be tall, maybe taller than Kouta, once they were fully 
grown, but for now they were about the same height, and she would need all her speed to escape! 


She ran, giggling, darting between Deku and Toga, splashing along the waves, holding the hat 
securely in her hands, and he chased after her. 


“Stop her, big bro! Stop that unicorn!” he yelled, laughing his ass off. He was usually a serious kid, 
grumpy, but with Eri, with his big bro, he couldn’t help but smile. 


Sadly, the adults chose to stay neutral by walking deeper into the waves and splashing anyone who 
came close with the salty water. “Traitors!” Kouta yelled, covering his face from the water spray 
and firing back with a burst of water from his palm that Toga dramatically intercepted a moment 
before it hit Deku in the crotch. Noooo, they avoided my ol’ reliable! 


“Toga! You dummy, | almost hit big bro in the nuts!” 


“T can’t let that happen, kiddo!” Toga said, half submerged in the surf after her diving intercept of 
Kouta’s attack. Kouta then splashed Toga in the face several more times, and kicked a small wave 
at Deku. 


There were a few minutes more of running until Kouta finally caught Eri and snatched his cap 
back...only for a slightly bigger wave to hit and take it from his hands. Deku immediately dived for 
it, swimming deeper into the sea as another pair of waves rolled over the horned hat. 


Then, in a moment, he disappeared under the waves. 


In an instant, Toga changed, as if a switch had been flipped. Her smile disappeared and her eyes 
narrowed sharply. She turned to them and with a voice that could have commanded an army, said, 
“You two stay here, I'll go.” 


The two kids did not move an inch. 


She then started to sprint into the sea, not a girly run like Kouta would have expected, but a mad 
dash, legs muscles pushing her forward fast. She was about ready to dive in when Deku’s arm 
appeared, more than sixty meters into the waves, rising above the water, holding Kouta’s hat like 
Poseidon would have held his trident (Kouta had recently started reading some cool books about 
the kids of Greek gods). 


Toga stopped dead in her tracks, sliding to a halt among chest-high water, when Deku’s arm sunk 
beneath the waves again, for one second, then two...then the waves parted in a small explosion of 
foam and mist and salty droplets, as Deku leapt several meters into the air, then landed close by, 
splashing them all with seawater and sand. 


“Here you go!” he said, placing the cap back on Kouta’s head, securely. 


Kouta was left speechless, and Toga held onto Deku, hugging him close, as if she would never let 
go. As far as gross adult love went, that didn’t make Kouta cringe as much. Maybe it was because 
Deku had saved his hat in the most badass way possible. “Thanks so much! You saved my hat! My 
favorite hat!” 


“You have more hats?” Eri asked, with a cutting sarcastic tone and a smug grin, “I thought it was 
just that one!” 


“Shaddup, Eri, you could never understand the connection between a boy and his hat!” Kouta shot 
back, tapping the horns. He would never admit that it made him feel closer to her to also have 
horns on his head, even if they were fake. 


“Then instead of a soda, buy me a hat!” 


“Deku! She’s scamming me!” 


Deku just laughed, patting them both in the head, then Toga said, with a curious smile, ““That’s 
more like extortion, kid, a scam is when the trick isn’t openly malicious...but think how cute she’d 
look with a hat.” 


“Yeah, she would- TOGA! You trick me too!” Kouta said. Poor big bro was laughing so hard he 
was crying by then. 


They played by the waves a little more, with the kids chasing Deku until they caught him, then he 
would have to catch them, and then swimming a bit, after dropping Kouta’s hat back at the parasol, 
of course. 


Salt water was always great, markedly different from the fresh water in rivers and lakes, that 
Auntie Shino sometimes took Kouta to visit to better understand and use his Quirk. And of course, 
it was much, much different than the water his Quirk created, which was partly made from the 
water in his body and partly from air moisture. 


They all enjoyed it, with Eri trying to swim against the gentle currents and Kouta giving her 
pointers to swim a bit better, Toga floating calmly and Deku holding her, in a deeper part of the 
ocean, about stomach height for him. By the time Eri had learned to kick halfway decently, they 
were all pretty tired and thirsty, and working up quite a bit of hunger. 


When they returned to the beach umbrellas they found more of their older friends around there, 
“Big sis Tsu! Tokoyami!” Eri called, while Kouta yelled, “Miss Yaomomo! Todobro!” 


Their old Class A pals had brought a cooler with cans and bottles of water, sports drinks and sodas, 
and Kouta quickly fished for an apple soda to give to Eri, and a fizzy orange juice for him, that he 
had started drinking ever since one of the other dudes from Class A, lida, had taught him how to 
kick like a pro hero, and had shared orange juice with Kouta after the lesson. 


“Here you go, Eri!” he said, opening both cans and handing over her drink. He took big sips out of 
his fizzy juice, and watched the others; Todoroki was dressed like a movie star or something else 
stylish, with a surfer’s tight shorts and the accompanying shirt tied around his waist. 


Tsuyu wore a blue one piece swimsuit with green spots, and a straw hat that she quickly placed on 
Eri’s head. Big sis Yaomomo wore a beach dress that Kouta knew Auntie Shino would rave about 
for hours if she caught a glimpse of it, with the silky skirt flowing in the wind like a hero’s cape. 


And finally Tokoyami, probably the most dramatic and “dark” of Kouta’s Class A friends, was 
dressed with black boots, a black jacket, and techwear pants that Kouta was sure would look 
absolutely cool in Tokyo or Osaka or...any place with air conditioning. 


“Sis Tsu...why? Just why?” Kouta asked, pointing at Tokoyami’s stoic, sweating self. 
“Because it looks cool, kero.” Tsuyu answered, deadpan. 


“As an envoy of the night, a harbinger of despair, I must wear my ebon threads with pride...” 
Tokoyami answered proudly, but then a tiny Dark Shadow appeared and pleaded with him, 
“Fumikage, I think we’re close to a heat stroke...” 


“Nonsense, Dark Shadow! We look badass!” Tokoyami replied, but he was clearly sweating 
buckets, “We can...hold on...Resist the call of the void, not give up the final battle!” 


“Fumi, I have your shorts in my bag, kero. Just go change. I'll put on your sunscreen when you 


return.” Tsuyu said, smiling at her boyfriend. Dark Shadow thanked her profusely, and the bird 
headed boy in techwear quickly retreated to the bathrooms by the pools. When he returned, a few 
minutes later, it seemed like everyone was sensibly dressed for the beach at last. 


“Right! Kids, let's build a castle!” Izuku said, picking a plastic shovel from a bucket that Tsuyu had 
brought along. “First, what kind of castle do we want?” 


“One with big towers!” Kouta said. 
“Tt has to be really big!” Eri added. 


“It must be able to withstand the legions of the night!” Tokoyami offered, and both kids thought it 
was a very obvious suggestion, and they approved. 


Within minutes they had divided tasks, with Eri as the Supreme Supervisor, riding on Izuku’s 
shoulders and watching the construction from above, and Kouta as the Master of Waterworks, 
telling the old folks where to dump bucketfuls of water to make the sand soft and pliable. 


“The fortress rises! It rises!” Eri said, laughing like a cartoony villain, as Kouta filled up the first 
of three moats, Toga and Tsuyu gave shape to a central keep almost as tall as Tokoyami, and 
Todoroki tried rebuilding a wall he had accidentally stepped on. 


“Tt rises!” repeated Kouta, as Tokoyami helped him build more and more little towers and helped 
naming them with imposing names, like “Tower of the Damned” and “Forbidden Bastion” and, 
when they ran out of cool names, “Poop Building 1”. 


“Tt has been finished!!!” Deku said, finally, as fifty minutes of work culminated on a castle almost 
ten meters across, with three layers of sturdy walls, several little flags Yaomomo had made with 
her Quirk with the logos of all the heroes who had helped in the building (and one with a pair of 
knives for Toga). Finally, they asked Eri and Kouta what flag they would like to put for the tallest 
tower. 


“How about...” Eri said, looking intently at Kouta’s hat for a few seconds. He tensed, ready to 
chase her again if she tried to take it, but instead she said, “A knight helmet but with three horns! 
One for me, two for Kouta!” 


“YES!” he said excitedly. It was a pretty badass idea, and a cool logo. Maybe if we open a hero 
agency one day we can use it! 


Momo made the cloth flag using her Quirk at her thigh, creating it in seconds and then lifting a kid 
in each arm so they’d place it on top, which Kouta hadn’t expected, but then again, they had 
known for a long time that she was pretty strong. 


With the flag of the three horns in place, they took a bunch of pictures with the castle; selfies, 
group shots, even one with a drone when Mei Hatsume arrived later in a black bikini, bright green 
crocs and a gigantic pair of sunglasses, “Everybody say “Free market!”, wooohoooo!!!” 


Nobody did, but they all smiled for the camera! 


“Now, how about some food?” Deku said, and everyone agreed quickly. “What would you like, 
kids?” 


While building and playing, the two children had discussed some of the options they had seen; 
pizza, seafood, steak and other kinds of beef, hamburgers, pasta, and the food from several 
countries. they had come to an agreement of sorts, which had probably been simply the first option 


they had seen, “We want pizza! A lot of it!” Kouta said. 
“With cheese!” Eri added, “‘And...and all the usual stuff! And Parmesan cheese!” 


Smiling gently, Izuku picked them up both on his shoulders, and started walking towards the main 
building again, “Sounds great to me, little ones. Let’s go!” 


While none of Silverback’s combat troops were sailors, the boat they had used to escape Africa 
and slowly make their way to Japan had a crew of its own, recruited along the way with promises 
of wealth, adventure and, most importantly, payback. 


The sailors of the Imfingo were a varied crew, mostly Somali mercenary pirates, a few Indian 
partisans and a few strays from the merc republic that had popped up in China for a while, a couple 
years back, and had been slaughtered by Chinese “heroes” a few months after its debut. 


All of them more loyal to the blood diamonds Silverback handed out generously than to any 
country or army, they had been enough to keep the small, deceptively fast boat afloat and reaching 
every port effectively. And the most important part: they were all human , nobody with a Quirk 
worked aboard the Jmfingo . 


Of course, he had named himself captain. None of the sailors could even try and beat him in 
combat, not even the lanky Somali Abshir, who stood half a foot taller, and he would not have 
some weak sea dog challenge his absolute authority in front of the real soldiers. 


Thus he had gathered everyone on the deck, where they all could stand and witness his speech. He 
would put them through a couple of days of maritime hell, but when they reached their 
destination... vengeance . 


“Men. Warriors, sailors...fellow human beings.” he said, his combat armour’s helmet speakers 
amplifying his every word without the need to shout. They all looked at him with the respect he 
expected. 


“Twenty-four of Mbele’s bravest soldiers, fifteen of the world’s toughest sea hounds...Not even 
among my comrades of the Mlima Kikosi was I in such strong company.” The soldiers had been 
commanded to wear full battle gear, and the sailors too wore whatever combat equipment and 
weapons they owned. A few miles out of Tokyo harbour, nobody would look too closely at forty 
people in a nondescript boat, that would not easily be identified as a fishing or merchant vessel...or 
a pirate. 


As much as he praised them with his words, and kept them in the best conditions possible, 
Silverback could have replaced all the soldiers with half as many Mlima Kikosi commandos and 
had a much higher chance of killing all their targets. But a supersoldier’s job was not to complain 
about the tools at his disposal, his job was to draw blood and decapitate the enemy. 


Even if his troops would have been publicly flogged once for the mixed and matched state of their 
scavenged armour, every weapon in his sight was spotless, and every man had a waterproof bag 

beside him; as soon as the speech ended and the sea work began, no inch of the ship’s deck would 
be safe from the ocean spray and salt, and rust would not be allowed to interfere with the mission. 


“Commanding you, after losing our comrades, your officers, my teammates...it is a gift from the 


Gods. A gift from the King! The King we lost, the King that was taken from us! Our leader, our 
messiah, our living God! The man who led us to victory all across Africa and led our invasions to 
purge the world What the demons call “genocide”, what their weak minds see as “war crimes”...it 
was CLEANING!” 


The men cheered, the fervour they once felt returning, if only for a brief moment, “Our King led us 
with brilliance, but the treacherous “Quirked” schemed and plotted and planned, and they 
infiltrated our homeland. Their unclean feet walked the halls of our capital city, their filthy hands 
touched our walls, desecrated our technology.” 


High command had been working on weapons that would cripple the enemy’s communications, 
perhaps through Internet and radio waves, Silverback imagined, but as a soldier he had never 
needed to know it. If there had been a way to win the war in the palace, the infiltrators had 
destroyed it when they had kidnapped the king. 


“Mocking us, spitting on our HONOUR, the infiltrators murdered the royal guards from stealth, 
like thieves and assassins. Men as mighty and loyal as you, as me, as all of our fellow troops, 
trained from birth to safeguard the King, the sharpest, deadliest spears in Africa...cut down by 
inhuman powers! Their brains assaulted by the Mindbreaker, their flesh melted off their bones by 
the Black Eye Shaman. But not you! Not me! We are prepared, fighting them in the open!” 


More cheering, as Silverback picked up large mugshots of each of their main targets, “Commit 
these faces to memory, fellow soldiers, true humans of Earth! Set a fire in your hearts, troops, and 
SEE YOUR ENEMY! Kill them on sight!” 


He raised the image of Hitoshi Shinsou, a young man with indigo hair, bags under his eyes and a 
lazy smile, “Mindbreaker. Real name Hitoshi Shinsou. Do not be enthralled by his sorcery. 
Slaughter him.” Silverback tore the picture in two, watching the violence escalate in the eyes of his 
troops. 


“Black eye Shaman. Real name Mina Ashido. Keep twice as much distance as you would when 
facing a soldier wielding a shotgun.” Silverback tore the image in two slowly, deliberately. 
“Murder her.” 


There were only four main targets; the two enemies of the nation, and his two enemies. As his 
quarry, they had become his troop’s target by extension. “This one has many names. The 
Nightmare Man’s Daughter, the American, the White Blade, the Gray Man...the one she picked for 
herself is Oni.” 


The young woman in the picture smiled at them all, her fangs shiny and sharp, like some beast 
from deep dreams, like something their earliest ancestors would fear. ““Her name means nothing. 
Bring me her head.” Silverback slashed the picture in two, hoping it would be prophecy, and the 
demon's head would be split in two. 


He did not tell them that she was responsible, either directly or indirectly. for the death or capture 
of sixteen of the Mlima Kikosi; if the men started to fear every shadow and suspect every one of 
their fellows as a fake, an impostor, they would all lose their nerve and they would fail if the initial 
attack didn’t kill her. 


“Our last target. The Beast.” There was nothing obviously beast-like on the young man in the 
picture, except his unnatural green hair and eerie freckles, but Silverback had seen footage of him 
fighting. And, to his utter surprise, it had always seemed as if the “hero” had never attacked with 
an intent to kill. “Do whatever it takes to kill him. He will not go down easy. An officer who saw 
him fight once said it would take two combat mechs to stop him, but I disagree. It will be MEN. 


True men, human men, who will put down this fiend.” 


He cut the picture in two and waited a few seconds for it all to sink in. His soldiers would kill the 
targets, he was sure of it. As for himself...he would do his duty. Wherever battle brought him, 
whatever happened, he would avenge his brothers, and avenge his king. 


“The fastest trip from Japan to Hawaii has taken five days. We only have two . Sailors, you have 
worked hard to enhance this vessel.” While they had kept a rusty, nondescript exterior, the engines, 
rudder, propellers and every other bit of machinery had been replaced by the very best parts money 
could buy. 


Under the common exterior, it was an impossibly fast boat. 


“TWO DAYS! That is all we have. So stop standing around and move! MOVE! We have demons 
to kill! Men, women, children... WE WILL KILL THEM ALL! And when we're done...we'll show 
our friend Iconoclast what we truly think of him and his devils.” 


Late Evening 


Akamai Mahaulu was used to talking to authority figures; the island’s mayor, Hawaii’s governor, 
the owners of the hotel line, even one of the former presidents of the US, who had come for a 
honeymoon with a young woman who was the most obvious gold digger possible...So she wasn’t 
intimidated at all when talking to Agent Anna Dobinek, who had calmly informed her that she was 
in charge of all intelligence activity in the region. 


All she really wanted was the reassurance that her hotel and staff were safe from the villains they 
had decided to host with them. After checking in earlier, the villains had been mostly quiet and 
subdued, but a few employees had still reported unusual stuff around them. 


“Tt will all be okay, we have good quality heroes around.” Freya, a former top hero in Norway, and 
clearly Dobinek’s girlfriend. Dobinek was the taller of the two, dark haired where Freya was fair, 
and both were built like absolute machines. 


“And the Agency extends an insurance package, much, much more generous than the one from a 
year ago, when we sent Midoriya and Toga here for R&R. If anything happens, you don’t have to 
worry about money.” Dobinek added, “‘Not that we expect any trouble with these prisoners. As we 
have already discussed, I have them right wherel want them.” 


The spy’s expression was calculating, and Akamai hoped to never be on the other side of one of 
her schemes. “That is all well and good, ma’am, and having the hero Deku around, as well as agent 
miss Toga...the staff feel safe with them. Grateful. We feel they, and you, have it under control. But 
still, I have a couple specific concerns.” 


Agent Anna grinned, a sly, cold smile, and said, “Ask away, chief. Everyone's playing nice to have 
a safe party.” 


“Right.” Akamai said, “First things first, I want to know the countermeasures if one villain tries 
escaping. And if multiple villains try it. And after that, there is one more thing, more of a 
management thing than anything else.” 


“Of course.” Anna replied. Without missing a beat, she said, “If it’s just one villain, my asset will 
take them down non-lethally if possible; she has a vested interest in keeping most of them alive. 
But if it is the Hero Killer Stain, she has my full authorization to go lethal.” 


“Your asset?” 


“Toga.” Anna said, as if it was the most obvious thing in the world. Akamai prayed that she’d 
never have to see Toga going lethal with permission . The security footage of her battle against the 
supersoldiers was terrifying by itself, the implication she would be killing a guest, even one as 
dubious as Mr. Stain...Akamai pushed that thought far, far away. 


“As far as I can tell, Stain has been compliant so far. As has every other villain; ve kept tabs on 
their trackers and seen minor activity; Dabi went to a bar close to the elevators, Spinner went to 
look at the gym, they have all spent most of today in their rooms.” 


“What about their umm...videogame party? I didn’t ever expect to be asked to have top of the line 
game consoles in the rooms of villains, or to get notified by a frightened bellboy that they are 
moving TVs around, and sent their hero friends to pick up half a ton of food from the buffet?” 
Akamai asked. 


Anna laughed, a short, grim sound that was still somehow genuine, “Imagine they are a rock band, 
Miss Manager. We’re paying you as if they were. Send me the bill for any smashed TVs.” 


“I'd prefer it if it doesn’t come to that.” Akamai insisted. “The cleaning staff would, too.” 


“Give them a break, manager. They’ ll be extra nice tomorrow if they get this little boon today. 
More sociable, too.” Anna said, raising her hands. 


“Right, right. So you really don’t think they’ Il escape?” 


“Tf they try, I will kill them.” Anna said, nonchalantly. “Here. Big red button and everything.” She 
showed an app on her phone, matching a name to a red button. “It’s a nice little bit of wearable 
tech, with an amount of explosives that wouldn’t harm anyone close to the prisoners when it 
blows. The explosion severs arteries and any threat gets neutralized.” 


“That...is that...legal?” Akamai asked. Gods I hope they never have to use that, please... 


“About as legal as them being here. We live in the small print and the grey areas, Mrs. Mahaulu.” 
The spy’s words weren’t especially comforting, but her conviction was admirable. “I'll keep you 
and your people safe if my villains try anything. It would mean I made a mistake and my 
judgement was wrong, and it will be my responsibility to act on it.” 


“My hotel is not one of your grey areas, ma’am. I want you to do your best to make sure of it.” 
Akamai said, her voice stern, forceful. You may have power on all things covert, but we’re both US 
citizens. Stay true to your oath, you goddamn spook, and keep us safe. 


“Rest assured, it’ll all be over before you know it. I'll have my villains in the bag, Toga will have 
her wedding, and you’ll have a few hundred thousand dollars more in this hotel’s account. 
Everyone will win, you have my word.” Anna said, offering her hand. The gesture seemed to have 
some finality to it, and Akamai knew that the meeting wouldn’t last much longer. 


Akamai shook Anna’s hand, feeling the spy’s rough hand scratchy against her smooth penguin 
skin. “I'll hold you to that, Station Chief Dobinek. As for me and my crew...I sent a few of the less 
essential employees home for the duration of the stay of all your group. Half of our guests will be 
leaving between today and tomorrow, and it was a low season anyway. By the moment of the 
wedding, there will only be some ten or eleven couples besides.” 


“Tt will be nice and quiet.” Freya said, sharing a smile with Anna. 


“Nice and quiet, yeah. Let’s make sure this all goes smoothly, okay?” 


Izuku Midoriya helped haul two more TVs to Tenko’s room, carrying them easily, one under each 
arm, as Himiko carried a bag of chips and a single can of sour cream and onion dip. “Come on, Izu- 
Izu, just a few rooms down the hall and we’ll be there!” she said, grinning. “Also, aren’t you gonna 
say anything about how I have you carrying the heavy stuff while I just “supervise”?” 


Izuku chuckled, “Nah, I like carrying things for you. And getting stuff from taller shelves.” 


Himiko laughed, opening the door to the room, where Spinner was fiddling with some power 
cables, Dabi was pretending to work by pushing a table, and Tenko gave Nejire a tour of all the 


“battle stations” for the grand tournament he and the other League of Villains members had 
organized. 


“You’re not that tall, Izu-Izu!” Himiko said, placing her chips and dip at a table where the LoV 
members had gathered a large selection of food, snacks and drinks, along with some bags that 
seemed to indicate they had sent someone to a supermarket in town. Himiko made some space next 
to seven full boxes of pizza and a couple microwaves labelled “Do not remove from room”. 


“But you’re the perfect height for this.” she said, stood on her tiptoes and kissed Izuku’s cheek. 


Izuku blushed at the adorable, loving gesture, and paid it back with a kiss on her cheek, too. “I’m 
glad. With all my insecurities, I never even had time to feel good or bad about my height 
and...well, if a shelf is ever too tall, we’ll jump!” 


They both laughed and proceeded to inspect the food and games gathered, “Oh man, they got “ All 
Might Ultimate Tournament 8: Gran Torino’s Mech Suit Pants”, “All Might Ultimate Showdown 
9: The Return of Endeavor’s Kidney Stones”, a bunch of first person shooters, a party game...even 
a collection of stealth games!” 


“T specifically asked for those.” Himiko said, with a sly grin, then covered her eye with one hand 
and approached Tenko, who had been too busy to greet them. “Kept you waiting, huh?” 


“Toga!” Tenko said, then with a faux British accent replied, “Age hasn’t slowed you down one 
bit.” 


They both laughed, and Tenko turned to Izuku, “Izuku! Good, good, more TVs, put them by that 
side, with the couches...yeah, we dragged a couch from the waiting area and a few beanbags. Same 
with the microwaves from the boys’ rooms. And Dabi managed to convince a waiter to lend us a 
blender! We’ll mix drinks! Wait...you two are over 21 now, right? The US has weird laws.” 


“We are.” Izuku said, remembering his recent drunk adventures at his bachelor party and realizing 
that nobody had batted an eye at that, even when some of his friends were still 20, and had been 
drinking just as much. 


“Yep. The illegal stuff Izu-Izu and I do isn’t booze related!” Himiko said, with a toothsome, catlike 
grin. 


“Oh gosh, what, did you convince the boyscout to shoplift an All Might action figure or 
something?” Tenko said, feigning indignation, but Izuku felt bad even imagining shoplifting, 
unless he absolutely needed it to survive...or to help a friend. 


“T...uh...umm...[ think she means the black ops stuff...” Izuku said, feeling flustered and 
embarrassed. 


“Just teasing ya, Izuku.” Tenko said, with a grin, “I’m sure you’ll tease me back tomorrow when 
we all hang out at the beach together, right?” 


Nejire floated into the conversation, literally, and said, “He says that cause he is very pale! It’s 
very cute! Also I got bored of walking so now Ill fly and do stuff!” She picked up the TVs Izuku 
carried, zoomed to the other side of the room, and placed them down, and then started chatting 
with Spinner about what his favorite fictional spaceship was, “I’m a big fan of the TARDIS, how 
about you?” 


“Easy pick, the Enterprise.” 


“Space Hello Kitty from that one Gundam parody thingy!” said Ragdoll, while helping a lot more 
than Pixie Bob, who just lazed near Twice, a glass of red wine in hand. 


“Luke’s X-wing.” Tenko said, with a shrug. 


“The Serenity , of course.” Compress said, walking in and decompressing a cooler full of beers 
from a marble. 


“Nerds!” Dabi called, before Izuku or Himiko could comment on their pics. Thank goodness, they 
might have laughed at “The ship from “All Might goes to Mars” ”... “The best fictional spaceship 
is the Apollo 11.” 


“Don’t let Mei hear you denying the moon landing in her presence, Dabi.” Izuku said, feeling a 
chill run down his spine. He still remembered Mei’s rage when Monoma had told her that he was a 
Moon Landing Denier, as a prank... 


“Anyway, Izuku, not sure how we’ Il fit everyone, it might be a bit cramped but...invite everyone . 
All the hero people. Even Bakugou and that other one, the one that looks dumb...” 


“Kirishima?” Izuku asked. 


“Ah yeah, that one.” Tenko said, dismissively. “We have enough consoles, and I promised 
Bakugou that I would kick his ass back when we went and murdered All for One, so...do me a 
solid and go get him, will ya?” 


“What?” Himiko asked, “You can’t order Izu-Izu around, Tenko, and-” 
“T am asking nicely!” Tenko said, shrugging. “You up for it, Deku?” 


Izuku exchanged a look with Himiko. She raised an eyebrow and tilted her head to the side, “Is it 
really a good idea, Tenko?” she said, while still looking at Izuku. He knew that it would be a 
mistake to force Himiko and Bakugou to interact, and expect them to play nice, at least when 
placing them in a competitive environment... 


“It’s my event. My promise to the little shit, I said “Hey, asshole, [ll beat you up in your favorite 
All Might game, with the weakest character, name your time and place” and he never got back to 
me. This is the best chance [ll get. I wanna kick his ass.” Tenko explained. 


“Besides, I believe we owe him an apology, of sorts. A couple of slices of pizza and some soda 
should be enough.” Compress added. 


“Like hell we owe that shit anything. They had me working at the workshops at Hades just to pay 
for the shithead’s bike!’ Dabi said, “Charge him an entry fee. Five dollars.” 


Himiko smiled, her grin evil, “Ten dollars. And he has to share a TV with Stain.” 


“Now that I wanna see! The Hero Killer has to be awesome at games, right? It has to be a good 
way to learn all their super moves and counter them.” Spinner said. 


“T really doubt that, man.” Tenko said, “Anyway, as the leader, I have decided to raise the entry fee 
to 15 bucks. Will you go get the douche?” 


“Sure thing, [ll talk to Kacchan!” Izuku said. He shot a quick text to his other friends, if anyone 
wanted to join, and got responses that most everyone would be enjoying their time at the beach and 
were busy. J guess it’s understandable. They might be okay with sharing space with the League 


but...but not in a cramped room like that. Not acting as good pals. 


Only Shouto had answered that he’d attend, but he’d be a couple of hours late, as he had no 
intention of missing the sunset with Momo. 


Izuku walked with Himiko back to the door, where she lingered, “See you in a bit, Izu-Izu. Pll help 
prepare things here, and do some catching up, okay? Haven’t even had a chance to talk to Spinner 
in years. Or Compress. Take as long as you need, baby.” she said, giving Izuku’s hand a little 
squeeze. 


She was playing along with Shigaraki’s idea, for now at least, but Izuku suspected that she’d prefer 
it if Bakugou and Kirishima refused the offer. J have to find a way to get them to talk peacefully. A 
safe environment, with me there, with some other friends, where they can understand the point of 
view of each other. I don’t need them to be friends, I just...I just don’t want Kacchan to hate the 
love of my life. And I don’t want Himiko to feel like Kacchan will turn on us if given half a chance. 


“Eventually we need to...to fix this. See if talking things through helps. If it doesn’t...” Izuku said. 


“Tf it doesn’t help, at least we’ll have made an attempt, I guess.” Himiko answered, with a weak 
little smile. “You want it to end, don’t you?” 


Izuku hoped the “end” would be peaceful, maybe even friendly. [f even Tenko got a sort of 
understanding with Kacchan...but then again, Himiko’s reasons are really valid...What do I even 
do? Even if I care about both of them, I’ve picked a side already, haven’t I? 


“Yeah. But...we’ll do that when everyone’s ready.” 


“Our wedding is the priority, yep! Our happiness, our well being...actually, I have an idea.” 
Himiko said, the tiniest hint of a grin appearing. 


“That I keep him confined to just where Tenko will use his sweaty gamer skills and humiliate 
Kacchan, and keep him and Kirishima away?” Izuku offered. At least that was what he intended to 
do, and the LoV would easily pack enough people that they wouldn’t even remember Kacchan was 
there in a few minutes. 


“That...that is a solid plan!” Himiko said, “My idea, though, was that we just spend the time as 
close as possible and cuddle and gross them out with our public displays of affection! Kisses, 
touches, the whole nine yards!” 


“Let’s do both things!” Izuku said, flustered. They shared a quick kiss, and Himiko sent him on his 
way, stepping back to help her friends with their little party. 


For all the damage the League had caused, for all the evil they had unleashed, Izuku couldn’t help 
but try and see the good in each of them. Himiko was the love of his life, Tenko was a battle 
brother from Izuku’s toughest, deadliest battle, and together they had ended a dreadful cycle of 
violence and revenge. Dabi was Shouto’s brother, and a tortured soul who had lashed out against 
his father and everything he stood for and now Izuku could see that anger had started to fade into 
nothingness. 


Izuku had never thought too positively about Mr. Compress, given that he had been the one to 
kidnap Bakugou and Tokoyami at the camp, but when Tsuyu and Izuku had arrested the magician, 
all he’d requested was fair treatment for the other LoV members, who he considered family. And 
now that he could look closely at Compress, he seemed like a lazy, offbeat uncle more than 
anything. 


And Spinner...even though they hadn’t spoken directly, Izuku knew from Tenko and Himiko that 
Spinner had been alienated for having a Mutant Quirk, eventually losing all motivation to go to 
school and shutting himself off in his room for months at a time. Only the Hero Killer’s rise in 
popularity had stirred Spinner’s interest and got him into a path where he’d found friends and 
family. 


If the names of the people involved were changed, it was pretty much Izuku’s history with All 
Might and UA. And now there was Spinner, among his family again, and Izuku couldn’t help but 
smile about it. We’re not so different. Not at all. 


They were chaotic and unruly, certainly misguided before, manipulated as they had been by All for 
One and doctor Ujiko’s influence. Even Tenko, as Shigaraki, hadn’t truly been acting for himself. 
And now they could maybe buy their freedom like Himiko would, and Izuku loved the prospect. 


Izuku left Tenko’s room and took the elevator down. Outside the day was close to ending, the sky 
starting to turn darker, the hints of a gorgeous sunset visible at the very edges of the horizon. With 
a quick glance, he saw several couples, the hotel’s other honeymoon guests, populating the 
restaurants and bars around the pools. 


Himiko and him had scheduled the wedding for a low season at the hotel, in a comparatively 
“cold” time of the season and one that usually didn’t coincide with holidays or any other free days 
that couples might try and use to get more days off, so it didn’t surprise him to see the small 
number of other guests in the hotel. Probably for the best, the last thing I'd want for my 
honeymoon with Himiko would be to have to share an elevator with a bunch of guys carrying 
“borrowed” beanbags and half a metric ton of food.... 


He spotted Hitoshi and Mina in the shallow end of a pool, as Eri grabbed the edge next to them and 
kicked energetically. Still trying to improve her swimming, awesome! I’m so proud of her. Aizawa 
and Ms. Joke were also close by, floating lazily at the pool. 


Izuku had never seen Aizawa so relaxed, so calm; not even when the teacher was fully asleep at 
UA did the worry lines seem to disappear from his face. But now, his feet idly touching the water 
while resting on a big, yellow pool floaty, he looked very much at ease. 


While he couldn’t call himself responsible for that, Izuku felt a sense of pride anyway; maybe he 
wasn’t the one who had decided it directly, but thanks to the circumstances his old teacher could 
have a vacation at the beach with all expenses paid! 


He spotted Shouto and Momo in the distance, barely silhouettes among the sand, only identifying 
them because of Momo’s distinctive ponytail. They, too, seemed to be enjoying themselves, and 
associated as they were with Dabi, they were in a similar situation to Izuku, so he felt very 
supported by them. 


The two, along with latecomers Hitoshi and Mina, had enjoyed a very long time playing with the 
kids at the beach, and even after the kids had gotten tired and retired for naps (which Mandalay 
reported had only given Kouta twice as much energy and he had taken to exploring every nook and 
cranny of the hotel afterwards, looking for fun places to pay), they had remained, enjoying the sun, 
the sand and the sea. 


He paused briefly, wondering where Hisashi was. Izuku had been too busy to greet his father, only 
exchanging a short call when the man had arrived at Hawaii, and Hisashi didn’t really seem in a 
talkative, sociable mood anyway. Besides, what would I do? Ask him to join all my villain friends? 
If he doesn’t understand the part of me that’s a hero, how could he understand the part of me that 
empathizes with Tenko and Spinner and all of them? 


Still, he felt a pang of guilt, and shot the man a quick text to have a drink later that night or the 
following day. He felt that same old dejection when the message was left unread and unanswered, 
a small part of him still reaching out, trying to catch the fast click-clack of dress shoes on the 
pavement, that soft sound of a rolling suitcase, that old desperation for him not to leave...But he let 
that feeling go. It belonged to a different Izuku. Not me. I have what I wanted back then, and no 
one will take it away. 


He stopped waiting for the reply and walked towards the reception. /t must be jet lag. Father...may 
be more experienced in travelling but...he’s human, after all. Not particularly strong, too. He’ll 
answer. And if he doesn’t...I can invite someone else for a drink. Mei, Hitoshi, Tenko, 
Shouto...Tenya. I have put him through so much with our Stain idea. My curiosity, Himiko’s 
compromise...no matter how I justify it, I still put Tenya in this position and...all my apologies 
before feel...empty. Yes, I should talk with him. 


He paused at the reception atrium, as the evening shift receptionists greeted him enthusiastically, 
speaking a mix of English and Hawaiian slang, so fast that he only understood half of it, but the 
gist of it was that he had saved them the previous year, and they were grateful. 


He smiled back, slightly nervous and embarrassed, “G-glad to have helped!” 


“Palala, don’t be so humble! You saved our lives and made it look easy!” one of them said, patting 
him on the shoulder. 


“Yeah, for a Haole you’re damn cool, brah.” the other one, who looked every bit like a surfer 
except for his clean, pressed shirt and elegant bowtie, said, ““Haole means foreigner but like...I 
mean it in a cool way, okay?” 


“[’m...really honoured!” Izuku said. By this point he had probably saved several hundred people 
single handedly, and many times more with his team. Every life he saved was the right thing to do, 
it fulfilled him on every level...but he couldn’t imagine ever getting used to their gratitude. “T 
uhh... was going to...the hotel close by, with another friend. Umm...is it the right or left path?” 


“Take the right path at the gates, palala!” the first receptionist said. Izuku guessed “palala” was 
also some term of endearment, maybe like the honorific “-chan” in Japanese, but he wasn’t totally 
sure. “Takes you north and a bit west. It’s a bit less than a mile.” 


“Thanks again!” Izuku said, bowing several times and feeling increasingly awkward. He pretty 
much darted out the gates, slowing down once he reached the parking lot and the outside gates. 


The parking lot was angled slightly to the left of the entrance, covered from immediate view by a 
neat wooden fence, covered with vines, leaves and flowers, everything organic. The parking lot 
was spacious, easy to reach and reached down four stories below ground, to fit the cars of all the 
staff, and with spaces for every room to have a spot, in case they had rented a car at the airport or 
in town. 


Izuku and Himiko had no use for a car, with the town being close enough and the two of them 
being fit and active to walk all the way there. And he was sure they’d miss some of the views if 
they went there by car! 


As he passed beside the lot and towards the wrought iron gates, he heard footsteps approaching, as 
well as a friendly, familiar voice, “Hey, Deku! Going for a walk? Lemme join you!” 


He slowed down a bit and she matched his speed, her brown hair tumbling slightly in the late 
evening breeze. “Hey, Uraraka. Sure thing.” Izuku said. They bumped fists quickly, and kept on 


walking past the gate and onto the road. 


There was a bike trail and a walking path on one part, then the road, with four lanes, two going 
northward, two southward, and on the other side, the jungle. The calls of birds and the chirps of 
insects filled the air as the day ended. 


They walked in silence for a couple minutes, their pace not too fast. Although Uraraka had seemed 
cheerful when she had greeted Izuku, there was something in her mind, he knew, and he thought it 
better to let her piece it up in her mind before talking. 


Another minute passed, and Izuku spoke, “There’s something in your mind, isn’t there, Uraraka?” 


“Yeah.” she admitted, her tone a lot more serious than a few minutes earlier. Izuku waited for her 
to speak again, but her gaze was lost in distant clouds as they turned orange slowly. “Quite a few 
things. Some great, some...not so much. I... needed a friendly ear and...we’re friends, aren’t we?” 


She looked at him then, a strange smile on her lips, part melancholy, part joy. “Of course we are!” 
Izuku said. But it was probably too simple a statement to make about it.. 


Back when Himiko and him had been captured by Pestilentia’s forces at a base in Denmark, 
Ochako had gone berserk and nearly killed Himiko when a fight broke out between them. Izuku 
had stopped them before that happened, but Ochako’s rage had still chilled him to the bone. 


And their talk afterwards, all the feelings that had come to light...it had all been messy, painful, and 
harrowing. They had promised to try and be friends one more time, from the ground up, and had 
approached it as objectively as possible, with no expectations and nothing else besides wishing the 
best for the other. 


It felt different than their first year at UA. Less cheery, with a bit more distance between them and 
at some points, he felt that the one who had ended up as Ochako’s friend was Himiko, not him, and 
in truth, Izuku was okay with it. The friendship had evolved, and now, even though they spoke 
much, much less, he felt much more comfortable around her. 


“Thanks, Deku. It’s...a couple of things that have been on the back of my mind all day...no, for 
some time now. I...I would usually tell Tenya. Actually, I’ve told him about this. This whole thing. 
As with Tsuyu. But I was looking at the sea and the sky and everything and...some of the stuff also 
involves you, Deku. It involves Himiko.” Ochako said, speaking slowly, deliberately. 


“How so? What do you mean?” Izuku asked, stopping in his tracks. Ochako stopped, too, and 
turned towards him. 


“T’ve had some umm... issues with the wedding idea since the beginning.” 


“T’ve had some umm... issues with the wedding since the beginning.” Ochako said, with a sigh. 
Izuku nodded, his green eyes looking at her with compassion...or perhaps pity . She didn’t want it, 
he could keep it. She just wanted to explain herself. 


“Himiko...she told me some things. How you felt that the venue was umm...the wrong choice. 
And...well, of course, with Stain and the League.” Izuku said, his voice soft, soothing. With that 
voice, Ochako imagined he could calm a wild beast, or maybe stop Himiko if she was caught in 


her bloodlust, and for Ochako...it was a painful reminder of the road not taken. “T really, really 
understand, about the other guests. I always knew it wouldn’t be a popular idea...” 


“Deku, you wanted to make everyone happy. You wanted to make Himiko happy. And you 
couldn’t do both. People would take issue. I did. I thought inviting Stain , the piece of shit that 
almost killed Tensei, that left Tenya scarred, that hurt you and Shouto too...just because Himiko 
wanted to piss off people? I thought it was a really, really stupid move.” she said, her voice rising 
slightly. 


Deku’s smile turned sad. “I know. I know it was a bad call. I...I prioritized Himiko’s happiness 
and...ended up choosing something very, very insensitive.” 


“That you did. [’m...[’m sorry that it’s not a happy subject to talk about, Deku but...I saw the 
chance to talk to you, and I’ve been thinking about these things. It’s as good a time as any.” 


“Well...” Izuku said, shrugging slightly, “It’s okay. There’s no hurry to go fetch Kacchan for the 
game party...” 


“Stain was a concern, and...Tensei seems to have everything under control, and Tenya...he’s 
handling so much better than I could have expected, but...more than anything, I agreed on it 
because Himiko promised nothing would go wrong. I...I want her to be right but...if I have issues 
with the event, a part is also with her. She’s stressed and on edge and she talks more and more 
about her grudge with Katsuki...’m getting very, very concerned.” 


Ochako waited to see his reaction. Instead of surprise, she saw him sigh, sadly, “I’m worried, too. I 
trust her fully, but Kacchan...he hasn’t been quiet about how much he hates the idea of this all. The 
wedding, the villains, Himiko and I...I think he tolerated it when Himiko and I were just dating. 
He...probably expected it to end. But now that we are showing how serious we are...” 


“Can you really blame him?” Ochako asked, “For the longest time, she was the only one of his 
kidnappers out there, free... Deku, she was the boogeyman for all of us that year she was abroad. 
Do you have any idea how many nightmares I had of her?” How many of them were about you 
kissing her and loving her and taking my dreams? How close it is to my current reality? 


“T...L...” Izuku started, but Ochako cut him off with a shake of her head. 


“You just remember that year as the year when you were her lifeline. When you grew closer. When 
you got to know her more and more and have your cute little talks at night...Do you have any idea 
what every one of us thought? I thought you were talking to Mei or Melissa or some other girl and I 
hated it but 1f ’'d known it was Himiko...” Ochako felt the old anger rising, that deep, deep 
resentment, still as venomous as back then. J thought I couldn’t have you but...to lose you to her ? 
That was true pain. 


“Deku, we were all afraid of her. Of being attacked when alone or...or her hurting someone we 
cared for. After All for One’s death, she was the last one of his underlings still out there. And in 
the end, she was killing his targets! What if we had been on that list, huh?” she poked her knuckle 
on Izuku’s chest. 


“You weren’t, you guys were never targets! She always longed to be your friend!” Izuku said, his 
voice full of conviction, “Don’t you think I would have stopped her if she had been in Japan? Do 
you think I would have ever let go, if the distance had been there, if she hadn’t made me promise 
not to go to her?” 


His voice turned desperate, tears pooling on the corners of his eyelids. “Uraraka, she didn’t let me 


go to her. She wanted me to graduate, to be a hero. She was my biggest sup-” 


“Like hell she was!” Ochako snapped at him, “ We were! Mei, Shinsou, all of your team! ME! 
Even when you and I couldn’t be around each other comfortably, I still supported you, I rooted for 
you every second of the day . You didn’t need to find that support out there, Deku!” 


“Need...need, huh?” Izuku said, a lone tear running down his cheek, “Maybe / didn’t need it. But 
himiko? I would never have left her alone, Uraraka. She needed me and I...I needed her just as 
much, okay? If we hadn’t had each other-” 


“She’d have been dead, I imagine. As for you? How many scars have you got since you two are 
together? How many are because of her ?” 


Izuku’s eyes narrowed, his gaze hardened, “You think I care about that? ’d gladly get hurt to save 
anyone , and for the girl I love? You know I'd do it all again, exactly the same. I wouldn’t change a 
thing. If it meant my health, or my body or my life -” 


“For the love of...do you hear yourself, Deku? Do you listen to the words you’re saying?” Ochako 
said, “Stop for a moment, please, just...try and see it from a different angle!” 


“Aren’t you...aren’t you Himiko’s friend too? I thought you were close. I thought you trusted her 
too. I thought you cared for her.” Izuku said, his tone becoming more accusatory with every word. 
This turned so quickly, didn’t it? 


“T do! I do trust her, I do care...but that’s because I took the time for it! Because I gave Himiko that 
chance.” 


“That’s it exactly.” Izuku said, “The chance. The second chance she deserves.” 


“ Deserves . That’s what you decided on, Deku, based on the good you saw in her. The rest of 
us...do you really think we’re that pure? Why do you think J befriended her? That Mei did? 
Shinsou, Mina? The rest of us girls that became her bridesmaids? It’s been more than a year, Deku, 
you know why .” Ochako again poked Deku on the chest with her knuckles, pushing him a little. 


He didn’t meet her gaze. “I never questioned any of you. I just...1 was just happy to see people 
accept her. Mom and dad and then everyone. It made....1t made my heart so full to see her happy, 
supported. It was everything I wanted for her on that year she was alone, and she was finally 
getting it, and I was beside her to see it...I didn’t stop and think on motives.” 


“You’re an idealist. You believe in the best of everyone. That’s why you befriended villains so 
easy, even after they tried to murder you, tried to murder us . You...you had a hard life, Deku, and 
instead of breaking you, it made you have so much empathy. I...” she lowered her voice a bit, “I 
loved that about you. How willing you always were to put yourself in someone else’s shoes, 
understand their motives, the way they worked, even if it was something small like their Quirks.” 


“Everyone deserves to be understood, Uraraka. It has to start somewhere.” Izuku said, with such 
conviction that she could believe he would change things, truly change them. 


“What I’m trying to get at is that not everyone has that same empathy. Most...most people, even 
people like me that have come to slowly accept Himiko? We didn’t have the same reason, Deku.” 
Ochako tapped him gently on the shoulder with the heel of her hand. Unlike an open hand touch or 
a hug, it wouldn’t touch him with her Quirk’s finger pads. Izuku recoiled slightly at the touch, then 
met her eyes again. 


“Even if you didn’t, you’re her friend and that’s all that matters, isn’t it?” he said, sounding 


hopeful. 


“Ts it? Look at us, her friends... Momo saw her as a curiosity to investigate, to understand 
scientifically. Tooru was curious to see if they could have any shared experience, but she was 
terrified at first, you know? With her invisible skin, if Himiko got Tooru’s blood...” 


“No.” Izuku said, firmly, “She wouldn’t. She wouldn’t hurt any of you!” 


Ochako continued, ignoring his words, “Mina? She started talking with Himiko out of a life debt . 
She doesn’t even see it consciously, but see how grateful she is that you and Himiko didn’t hunt 
her down. She knows she’d have had no chance at all against you two, that your loyalty to them 
was stronger than the orders you got. That is why she has been so keen on befriending Himiko; she 
thinks she owes her that.” 


“We would never turn on our friends. Not me, not Himiko. Look at how loyal she always was to 
the League, to-” 


“To you ? Of course she’s loyal to you.” 


“She had to fight herself to stop the brainwashing! It wanted her to kill me, and she never did. She 
has been true all along.” Izuku said, his emerald eyes pinning Ochako on the spot. 


“That’s beside the point, Deku. Look at us, look at her friends. Look at Mei. What did Mei see in 
Himiko Toga? Their smarts are in totally different areas, their interests only intersect in pointy 
metal stuff...no. She only accepted Toga because of you. And you know something else? I did 
too.” 


Izuku’s mouth opened for a moment, then closed, then he spoke, ““W-what?” 


Ochako shook her head, a grimace overtaking her face, ““You’ve known all along, don’t play dumb: 
I didn’t befriend Himiko out of the “goodness of my heart’. I didn’t have some quaint curiosity of 
how she thinks. I was scared of her, I didn’t think she could be trusted. Part of me wanted to be 
close in case she tried anything dangerous. The rest...the rest of me hated her . I was still so 
poisoned by my feelings for you that hatred was all I had. So I did it for you, and I let her into my 
life.” 


“For me?” Izuku raised an eyebrow, taking a step back. His shoulders were tense, his legs flexed 
slightly. Ochako’s impulsive rant had the boy just about ready to escape. 


“For you. Yes, Deku...how many others do you think tolerate Himiko because of you ? Because 
they like you, respect you? Fear you, love you?” 


Izuku shook his head, “No. She has earned it, through merit, through her willpower. She has fought 
EVERY STEP OF THE WAY! Sure, some people won’t acknowledge it, but...to say it’s all 
because of me? That’s...that’s just untrue.” 


“It’s true for me .” Ochako said, shrugging, “I did it for you, Deku. Not...not for the “you” I had 
wanted , that...that was always just...an idea in my head, I realize that now. Unreachable. I didn’t 
do that for him, I did it for you, the real you, the real Deku, that I could finally see clearly now that 
Tenya had finally opened my eyes. The you that was giving me a second chance. I felt like...I 
needed to try with Himiko. Pay it back, you know? I had my friend back and...and it was good. 
That’s why I did it, Deku.” 


He didn’t talk for a long moment, turning halfway to the side, watching the sunset. J think I fucked 
up. I wanted...no, I needed to come clean about this before the wedding. I needed to talk about 


everything, because we promised to each other we wouldn’t bottle our feelings. It had to be done 
but... 


“So yeah. It wasn’t exactly... true of me. It took a lot. But once I opened up, once I let go of the 
fear and the hatred and stopped focusing on that, once I let her inside...I found a friend. A precious 
friend.” Ochako said, her rage boiling over and then fading into nothingness. “A friend I can trust 
to have my back but...but her conflict with Katsuki? That concerns me. If I can’t trust a friend 
around another friend, what can I do?” 


“That...that is why we have been pushing for them to talk. I... am sure they’ll argue, shout. Maybe 
try and fight. I...[ understand both their perspectives but-” 


“But you have a team there, Deku. A bias. And that...that is what I have been trying to get across. 
everyone is biased, everyone has their reasons, and most are not as pure as yours. Thousands of 
people will hate Himiko to their dying breath, and there’s nothing you can do about it.” 


Izuku frowned, “That...that’s harsh, Uraraka.” 


“No, it’s honest. You know it, don’t you? You can see how it’s happening. We’re all far too late to 
change anything, too invested in the happiness of you both. I won’t be that bitch that objects to the 
wedding at the last second... really do support you both. But you have to understand that nobody 
else looks at it with your rose tinted glasses, Deku. There will be trouble for you both at some 
point, in some way and maybe to rant at you out of the blue was the worst way to tell you...But this 
couldn’t remain unsaid. We promised not to keep stuff hidden, remember?” 


Izuku nodded grimly, “We did. I... do have that issue. For me she’s everything , but for everyone 
else...” he sighed, clenching his fist tightly, “I want everyone to see the good in Himiko, just like I 
do. Just like you and Mina and our other friends have. Even...even if you didn’t care for her at first. 
The result, that you care now , that’s what matters to me. I want...I want peace for Himiko, I want 
family. That...that is my reason for making sure the League attended. They matter to her. They 
matter to me . | wouldn’t do this with just half of our family .” 


He was serious about it, Ochako could tell, and it made her so, so sad. Deku, do you still want to be 
the number one? Do you think people will understand your kindness for villains, your love for 
them? People want a simple dichotomy, good heroes, bad villains. They don’t want to see the 
shades of grey, to have to consider they might have been wrong all along. 


“Just..” Ochako groaned and shook her head, “It’s...it’s impossible not to take your side, Deku. Not 
to be convinced . You do want to save everyone you can, and that includes villains, it includes the 
people we were scared of, the people we grew to hate, and that’s...that’s something a bit difficult to 
rationalize, okay?” 


He nodded, and Ochako continued, “Your best intentions may blow up in your face, sometimes, 
and I really want to be mad at you and Himiko for Stain but...Honestly, ? ve been looking forward 
to having a little talk of my own with that bastard.” 


“Please don’t kill him, we have to give him back to Tartarus.” Deku said, giggling nervously, both 
hands raised. “‘...also Himiko called dibs, if it counts.” 


Ochako laughed and shook her head. Izuku was in a pensive mood now, but he wasn’t angry or 
upset, and she counted that as an absolute win. I had been ready to face losing his friendship, if this 
went wrong. But he needed to know I saw what happened. That, if his empathy got him in trouble, 
he could count on me...for anything. Heroes must save heroes, especially from any mistakes we 
could make... 


“No worries about that...[ just want to tell him every achievement our team has, everything Tenya 
has accomplished. Right now he’s with Tensei, planning their own conversation. I...I hate that you 
forced this on us, but...it’Il be cathartic in the way no talk at Tartarus would be. To see him in the 
eye and see his mind change...Fuck. As insensitive as it was for Himiko to decide this, it'll be 
good.” 


“T really hope so.” Izuku said, “But...you said you had issues. I know the conversation drifted, 
but...you said you had issues with us . Let me hear them, if there’s more.” 


“We did talk about your choice of guests.” Ochako said. Deku...what are you doing? This was...this 
was pretty much over. I felt I'd gotten my message across, my worry for Himiko and you? Why are 
you suddenly on the defensive again? 


“T think... think I know what an issue is? I know why you had a problem with us choosing Hawaii; 
this was where you wanted to bring your parents once you were a successful hero. How could I 
forget that, Uraraka? How could I forget my first friend’s dream?” Izuku said, his voice gentle but 
with a slight edge to it, “I know how much this place means to you, I know how it could upset you. 
Himiko told me how you felt cheated from your place-” 


“Damn right I do.” Ochako interrupted him. Fine, then. Let’s go there. The mood was gentle, so I 
thought to let it go, but no. Let’s talk, Deku. “I told you both about it, no...she knew even before. 
Probably since first year, back when she was obsessed with me too. She knows me better than I 
could give her credit for...how can I take this, then? How can I accept this and feel it’s not 
motivated by spite, at least in some small part?” 


Izuku’s eyes widened with shock and surprise, and he shook his head slowly, “How can you think 
that? Truly? This place is special for us because here we were allowed to be NORMAL! In Japan 
they knew I was a hero, the very mention of her name got people angry. Here we were just...just 
people! A man and a woman and happy! It’s special for us because we fought to defend it. Because 
I saw Himiko fight with no hesitation at all, to protect innocents. Those were our reasons. Were 
they selfish? Wrong?” 


“You could have picked any place in the world. London, where you saved other people. They 
don’t count cause they were politicians? Hostages?” Ochako said. “You could have picked Russia! 
Get a priest over there and get married on the ruins of that wretched school that made Himiko. Do 
it in Japan! The ceremony last week was gorgeous , cost as much as any wedding, it was real 
..real in everything but meaning. No, you had to choose my place. It...it hurt me, okay?” 


“Uraraka...” Izuku said, placing a gentle, but firm hand on her shoulder, “It was never our 
intention to hurt you, in any way. Not with the guests, not with the place. You know our reasons, 
and they were never to attack anyone. If anything, we wanted to share this place with everyone. 
And Hawaii...It’s a whole archipelago, Uraraka. This is just...one hotel out of the bunch. You can 
find a better place, closer to your heart, the very place you imagined in your dream.” 


This is what my dream looked like, Deku. This tropical paradise, this is what I wanted to give to 
my folks. But if the other islands are just as beautiful, if I can let go of this feeling of betrayal, of it 
being on purpose? Maybe... “Your dream is not gone, and Himiko and I don’t want you to give up 
on it.” 


“You...” Ochako said. When did you become so good with words? Why do you just cut through my 
pain so easily? Why...why did I let myself miss out on your friendship for so, so long, Deku? 
“You...better recommend good places on the other islands! Oahu, maybe! Though...not stupidly 
expensive, okay?” 


“Of course!” Izuku said, smiling a little. “Let’s go, or we’ ll run out of daylight to get Kacchan.” 


“Come on!” Ochako said, and they both started walking again, at a brisk pace. In front of them, a 
sky of pinks and violets and purples took over, and Ochako thought she could even see some of the 
first stars appearing. I’// find my place. It’s selfish of me to be possessive over a whole chain of 
islands and...I can share. 


“And, Uraraka?” Izuku said, as they walked, “It...it wasn’t easy to hear what you told me. It was 
stuff I didn’t want to hear, especially not these days, but...maybe it was what I needed to hear. The 
world may never see Himiko like I do, and...I have to accept that possibility. But...but that doesn’t 
mean I’m gonna stop fighting.” 


“That’s good. If you gave up, you, the Hero Deku...what could the rest of us even do, if you 
stopped?” 


“T won’t. I will make the world better , change things from the roots and make it a safe, happy 
place for Himiko and Tenko and Hitoshi and Spinner and everyone who was hurt because of their 
Quirk, for the Quirkless like me and Melissa and dad, for everyone, for everyone ...that is the way 
I'll save them.” 


“Kana? How is everything going?” the young man asked the woman sitting at the hotel room’s 
desk, a laptop in front of her. Meanwhile, he sat on the one bed; the hotel was meant for 
honeymoons, and the two would have aroused suspicions if they’d asked for separate beds; their 
cover story had them as a couple, young Korean newlyweds with the common surname “Kim’. 


“All your work paid off, Daigo.” Kana replied, her voice far too serious. When we were having 
dinner downstairs you laughed and joked...you’re a better actor than me, Kana. He had “gotten 
lost” on the way to the bathroom, and subtly dropped small stealth drones that would latch to the 
nearest security cameras and piggyback their signal to Kana’s computer. 


The other team, another duo consisting of agents Suzuki and Dojima, masquerading as a middle 
aged Chinese-American couple trying to rekindle their romance, had done a similar job for the 
areas outside the main building; the pools, the outside bars, even hacking into some beach 
cameras... 


“So they all transmit audio and video? How’s the linkup?” 


“Everything’s streaming as we speak. Our boss...whoever they are, is getting this right now.” Their 
orders had no signature, so Daigo couldn’t be sure exactly which HPSC officer had ordered their 
mission, but they were rather high up to be able to clear budgets instantly for the job and arrange 
everything. “These...these are the villains we’re here to watch. Take a look, Daigo.” 


In one of the camera screens, he saw a couple of people lounging out on a balcony, a designated 
smoking area, leaning against a wooden railing that looked as Hawaiian as pineapple on pizza. 


“That one, with the lame vape...that’s Twice. Command had me keep tabs from afar whenever they 
had him interacting with the Prime Minister. He cloned the PM, you know? Spooky shit, seeing the 
nation’s leader literally talking with himself. I guess it was in case the Quirkless tried assassinating 
other world leaders after that whole shitshow in the US?” 


“Yeah...can’t believe that whole thing was staged . That the person in charge of their armies 
slipped the info to make that happen.” 


“Textbook false flag op.” Daigo said, shrugging. “Do you think this could be similar?” 


“T fear it will be.” Kana said, shaking her head and having to readjust her round glasses afterwards. 
“We’re far too close, if anything happens. We need to get clear.” 


“Check out tomorrow and find a different spot?” Daigo suggested. Kana nodded. “”’Oh but [Il 
S00000 miss having you as my bride, Kana!” 


“Oh screw off, Daigo, we all know you’re still in love with Song from Asset Acquisition.” Kana 
said, her voice monotonous. 


“Unlike you and I fake Koreans, she’s the real deal. Remember that mixer when she spent the 
whole time teaching us the proper ways to eat at a Korean barbecue place?” 


“Tt’s seriously not that difficult to cook meat at a grill if you’re not drooling at the pretty agent, 
Daigo. Now, who’s the other one?” 


“The one not smoking is Mr. Compress. Atsuhiko Sako. Last time I’d checked, the man had a 
gigantic beard...And I seriously didn’t expect that face. That well defined chin, god!” Daigo said. 


“What, gonna join in the heroes Deku and Wave Motion and make Tartarus into your dating 
pool?” 


“You’re horrendous, Kana, we should get divorced! You’re not Ms. Kim anymore!” 


“Thank goodness. Oh, look, that gate camera Suzuki tagged has movement. Four people; Deku, 
Uravity, Ground Zero, Red Riot...Those latter two picked a different hotel. Some drama?” 


Daigo shrugged, walked to the minibar and picked a bottle of overpriced soda. On the taxpayer’s 
yen. Cheers. “As much as our job is turning this whole thing into a reality show , I can’t say I care 
for teenage drama, Kana.” 


“Yeah, same. At least they aren’t highschoolers, or even worse, middle schoolers...” Kana said, her 
voice finally filled with emotion. That emotion being, of course, disgust. 


“Who the fuck would care about the exploits of shitty fourteen year olds?” Daigo asked. “Oh, look, 
“Ground” is looking constipated.” 


“As usual.” 
“Think we might see a fight happen? If it does, wanna make some bets or something?” 


“Since we’re on US territory...Fifteen bucks on Ground Zero causing property damage and getting 
a hotel ban.” 


“You’re on.” 


They watched closely as the young people crossed the hotel and went up into the room tower, 
passing very close to Daigo and Kana. “You're right. This is too fucking close. We have to get the 
hell out of here...how about we start packing? Send a text to the boss, tell €m we’re set, but our 
tragic divorce means we should leave.” 


“How about you do the texting? I'll do a little mic test right now, look, they’ ve walked in...” 


The laptop’s speakers then played a voice matched to a hallway camera near Tomura Shigaraki’s 
room, “Don’t fucking sneak behind me, Compress, you piece of shit! Pll fucking kill you, Pll kick 
your ass!” 


“They work, Kana, you can mute that now...” Daigo said, “The walls are soundproof, so people 
can fuck in peace, but...how’d we pick this up?” 


“Software that catches and filters wall vibration and...honestly, it’s all technical mumbo jumbo. 
Imagine it’s a directional mic.” Kana replied. 


Daigo turned to his phone. It was a standard Commission phone, with a bunch of security software 
that he didn’t bother updating. The encryption would still hold, and he could use those megabytes 
for pictures or music or whatever. The phone would be secure enough with a simple text. 
“Everything ready, chief. We’re taking some distance, will find a different hotel, for operational 
security.” 


The reply came almost instantly, the chief's terse words reaching him quickly. “From now on you 
can refer to me as “ma’am”. Your security clearance has been increased by two ranks. Let me 
know the second you have relocated and keep me posted for any detail during the event itself. 
Expect violence and remain at your stations, no matter what. Operation: WHITE WEDDING is a 


” 


go. 


Night of the 23rd 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


Eijirou Kirishima loved the beach. Healthy exercise through swimming, a perfect opportunity to 
get a tan, games like “smash the watermelon” and volleyball...and many, many excuses to catch 
Katsuki ogling his muscles. It was all great fun. 


Their hotel, called Keola’s Lodge, was much smaller when compared to the hotel the others were 
staying at, the Royal Kanaloa Maui, but what it lacked in size it more than made up for in attention 
to detail and what seemed like the most Hawaiian experience possible, with the beach 
restaurant/bar being a fully certified luau and everything seeming truly authentic... 


But if it had all been a tourist trap, Eijirou wouldn’t have honestly had any idea anyway, and what 
mattered was that Katsuki and him were having a blast. 


After the (rather tense) arrival where they had helped escort the villain car along with the 
Pussycats, Uraraka and Iida, as well as the scary American agent and her Norwegian girlfriend, 
they had trekked the mile or so to Keola’s Lodge on foot, enjoying the gently sloping hills between 
the two hotels and even a stretch of jungle path they had found at one point. 


The convict villains had gone to the back of their minds, leaving only room for Mai Tais, room 
service pizza (which had led to a ten minute rant by Katsuki about how people getting angry at 
pineapple pizza pissed him off, that they were weak and they wouldn’t survive a battle), and, after 
half an hour of digestion time Katsuki had insisted on, they’d changed to swimming trunks and 
moved on to the beach. 


It was amazingly beautiful, in ways that Eijirou simply had no vocabulary to explain. The water 
was tones of blue he might recall if he hadn’t spent his middle school grammar lessons 
daydreaming about being a badass like Crimson Riot or Mina, and the sand was fine like protein 
powder, but when he tried stepping on it with bare feet, it almost burnt him. 


With a yelp, he had found himself halfway to Unbreakable mode, leaping on one foot towards the 
crocs he had left behind in the wooden path leading to the beach, with Katsuki leaping close to 
support him in case it looked like he might fall...and then laughter, both laughing at the absurd 
situation. 


A full fledged pro hero, bulletproof, almost fireproof, totally impervious to most kinds of damage 
when hardening his skin...holding his foot because the sand was too hot, yelling ““owie” for 
everyone to hear. 


Both grinning at the dumb little moment, and both very decisively wearing their crocs and sandals, 
respectively, they’d walked into the beach and claimed some chairs and an umbrella. The beach 
wasn’t a long expanse, not even twenty meters across, with jungle closing one end and the spa the 
other, and palm trees, heavy with coconuts, framed the entire place. 


It was what Eyjirou’s brain might have come up with if he had been asked to imagine a tropical 
paradise. 


They spent several hours at the beach, swimming at times, then they started shaking a palm tree 
and Eijirou would punch the coconuts into tiny pieces, at one point they challenged another couple, 


both of them also fit and muscular, to a pushup competition, which Eijirou and Katsuki handily 
won. 


They sun bathed and drank fruit juices from the beach luau, and then decided on a little 
competition between themselves, a swimming race. Katsuki’s devilish smirk when talking about 
the “prize” had been everything Eyjirou needed to compete...and win. They swam to a floating 
metal thing (that Eijirou later learned was called a “buoy” and marked where the hotel’s safe 
waters ended and the true ocean began) and back, and Eijirou managed to touch the strand’s sand 
just a couple of seconds before. 


After Eijirou claimed his “‘prize” in their bed, the two went on to the spa, flustered and red faced, 
and with Katsuki’s proud face looking roguish and smug, but the spa employees didn’t bat an eye; 
it was an island famous as a couple’s retreat, after all. They were probably very used to beefy dudes 
having passionate, competitive sex all the time at their hotel. 


They had ordered some deep massages that Eijirou knew they needed; Katsuki’s neck and 
shoulders tensed to the point where he might just rival Unbreakable, because of how much he used 
his arms, upper back and shoulders in his fighting style and work out regime. And the recent stress, 
too, contributed to it. 


Eijirou himself got tense muscles and tendons, too, but on a more general level. He had learned to 
give himself massages to relieve it; with his Quirk and its effect on his body, he had absolutely 
needed to have that ability, and Mina and Katsuki had also learned a bit to help him, Mina back in 
the short time they had been together in second year, Katsuki ever after. 


While Eijirou’s body could take Katsuki’s less powerful explosions without flinching, he had been 
a bit apprehensive with trusting him for a massage, when he was supposed to relax...and Katsuki 
had taken that trust seriously. He had given it his absolute best and learned quickly, showing 
amazing dexterity and precision, and in the long run it had helped Eijirou become even more 
proficient with his Quirk. 


And it had also helped them be closer and more intimate, which was a definite win. 


But a massage done by professionals was always a whole different beast, and after the hour and a 
half during which burly Hawaiian masseuses had kneaded their muscles like dough and firmly 
undone stress buildups, deeply attacking any tension left... 


They were wobbly and unsteady on their feet for a while, ridiculously relaxed. 


“Kats...how about we order more food to the room and call it a night?” Eyjirou offered. He felt soft 
, his skin smooth from the oils, his muscles feeling about as steady as a plate of jello... Thankfully 
when he looked down they were still there! 


“Sounds like a...hold up.” Katsuki said, fishing his phone from the pocket of the cotton robe they’d 
given him at the spa. Eijirou had been give one, too, but he had tied it to his waist instead to show 
his bod’. 


“Who the fuck...if it’s those clowns with the Burnin’ Agency...” Katsuki grumbled halfheartedly. 
For a couple of months, during the highest point of the Quirkless War and all the fear it had 
brought to Japan, the HPSC had meddled directly with hero agency affairs by putting Katsuki as 
the figurehead in charge of the Endeavor Agency, while the Commission had floated reports of 
Endeavor being engaged in secret frontline operations... 


Then in November, a very short time after Katsuki had “taken over’, the newest hero billboard 


chart had revealed Miruko on the number one spot, and Endeavor’s retirement had been mentioned 
swiftly, without anyone seeming to give it importance. 


Soon after, the agency had been given to Endeavor’s second in command, Burnin, and Katsuki had 
regained his independence, and seemed extremely happy with that outcome. 


“Ts it them, Kats?” 


“Nah, thankfully. It’s Deku and Uraraka and...this one’s a message on my other social media... 
Fucking hell.” Katsuki smiled grimly, “Guess who it is.” 


Katsuki showed Eijjirou the profile that had sent the message, a seldom used account called 
“HandOnFaceProGaming”’. “That “Wave Motion Simp” tag is a dead giveaway, Kats, it’s 
Shigaraki.” 


“Shimura.” Katsuki said, with the same grimace that usually denoted “begrudging respect”. 
“Same thing.” Eijirou said, with a shrug. “What’s the message?” 


“Fucker said I’m too much of a coward to go there and get beat up in videogames. Then he says I 
promised to play a game with him once. Fucker doesn’t mention I only agreed to that stupid request 
cause that was the only way to get more info on what other slimy, sneaky pieces of shit AFO might 
have left somewhere, like that fuckin’ creep doctor or the Nomus...Then Shimura calls me a 
coward again , and sends me a gif of a red powered armor guy tea-bagging a blue one.” 


“Kats, he’s manipulating you into doing this...” 


Katsuki grinned dangerously, “I know. The messages from Deku and Uraraka say they’Il get here 
in a few and talk to me about this whole shitshow and convince me, how it “will be a chance to see 
the League as people and not just enemies” says Deku...fucking bleeding heart. They’re all wrong, 
all stupi...well, Ochako isn’t, but anyway. I would usually wait for them to get here and tell ‘em to 
fuck off, but...” 


“But?” 


“But why not go? Yeah, I know Shimura’s targeting my ego and pride but I’d rather laugh in their 
faces and prove | ain’t afraid, than have those sneaky assholes think they outsmarted me. And also 
the fuckers mentioned food, Ochako says it's half a metric ton of good quality food and I 
completely trust her with that.” 


“You completely trust her with pretty much anything.” Eijirou said, but not negatively. He trusted 
Uraraka almost as much, and he valued that Katsuki had a good friend in her. “Did they say what 
food it was? Do you think they have chicken and greens? Maybe steak?” 


“T wouldn’t count on it, you meathead.” Katsuki said, but tenderly, lovingly, and it made Eijirou’s 
heart stir. 


“So you won’t need convincing? Even if we’re going to walk right into their den?” 


“Bah! As if.” Katsuki scoffed, “Together we can take them out in twenty-seven seconds flat. Or did 
you get rusty in your part of our duo plan?” 


From the last days of first year at UA and especially during the summer of second year, the two 
had trained a precise, modular plan to take on the entire League of Villains by themselves and win, 
through violence of action, speed and momentum. It combined their moves and abilities into a 


series of twenty or so ruthless moves, blasting people point blank to damage internal organs or 
limbs, tearing at faces and throats with Unbreakable’s claws... 


It wasn’t especially heroic, but surviving a fight to the death by any means possible, when 
outnumbered, was still a manly thing to do. Living to keep on fighting the good fight was manly. 


“Of course I remember. It was all pretty simple, and they’re probably rusty after being in jail. 
Except Toga, but...would you really have us fight them?” Eijirou asked. J have no problem if it’s 
about defending ourselves. They are dangerous, even if the others, like Deku, choose to give them a 
pass. But if it was just...just Katsuki starting a fight out of the blue? Would I be okay with that? 


“We’re better than them in every way. I wouldn’t start a fight, but you can be absolutely sure I 
would finish one.” 


“And you can count on me for that.” 


They met Uraraka and Deku at the Keola’s Lodge entrance, a humble lobby that markedly 
contrasted with the sprawling atrium of their respective hotel. The two looked pensive, slightly 
awkward around each other; the kind of atmosphere after a deep talk with a lot to think about, 
instead of that horrible atmosphere between them in second and third year. 


“What’s up, assholes?” Katsuki said to them as greeting, “While you two were out there losing 
daylight time, we got fucking ready. What, why the faces?” Turning around to Uraraka, he said, 
“Cheeks, did you give him the whole spiel now ?” 


“Yeah.” 


“So, Deku?” Katsuki said, raising an eyebrow, “Did you finally get it ? That the entire world thinks 
you’re making the worst mistake of your fucking life?” His voice was a low growl, and Deku 
didn’t back down from Katsuki’s piercing stare. 


“That was hardly what Uraraka told me but... know many share your views.” Deku replied, his 
kind tone hiding a very dangerous edge. Am I fast enough to get between them? Deku is usually so 
nice and caring but Toga is his berserk button, he truly believes she’s good. “But I’m certain. I 
appreciate any concern, but I know exactly what I’m doing.” 


Tension defused suddenly, as Katsuki laughed, ““Suuuure. But whatever, we can drop the subject, 
I’m in too good a mood to have a scrap here and destroy half my hotel. We have other shit to do. 
I'll save you two the time and spit; ya don’t need to convince me to go or drag me by the ankles. I 
ain’t some coward, pissing my pants at the thought of a few shitheads.” 


Eijirou knew that a part of it was very much a bluff. Deep down, Katsuki was as traumatized by the 
kidnapping as Eijirou was of his encounters with Gigantomachia, the first during middle school, 
the second when the Fatgum Agency had followed a lead and chased the man to a secluded field in 
the Kansai countryside. 


The heroes had acted decisively, not giving Gigantomachia any chances, with Eijirou and 
Tetsutetsu tackling him before he could grow to a gigantic size, with Tamaki-senpai attacking 
relentlessly with all the powers of a balanced diet, and Fatgum charged up all his fat reserves and 
energy for a single, deadly punch. 


But they hadn’t been fast enough. Machia had “turned Mole Mode”, as Fat would later say, the 
heavy plate of bone and skin on his jaw shifting up at the same time as he grew...and he took the 
punch straight in the face. He stopped his growth at ten meters tall, smashed Eijirou against 


Tetsutetsu and then punched Tamaki, who caught the attack right on. 


The next strike had smacked Tamaki aside, and Gigantomachia had moved towards Ejjirou again, 
stepping on him once, then twice, tons of leg muscle descending, unrelenting...Unbreakable was 
nearly not enough. 


But a voice on the radio that Gigantomachia carried had spoken, declaring he was needed, and the 
giant villain turned and ran. Shrinking after a couple kilometers, melting back into the wilderness, 
lost until the Ryukyu Agency had bested him in battle. 


After that, how not to be afraid? Katsuki showed real manliness in confronting his trauma head on, 
Eijirou thought. 


“That’s good, Kacchan.” Deku said, his voice losing all the danger in an instant. Once again he 
was just a friendly, positive guy, who would never hesitate to help or listen. “I promise you, Tenko 
and everyone invited you in good faith, to have a good time.” 


“Even Toga?” Katsuki asked. 


“She didn’t invite you.” Deku said, picking his words carefully. “But seriously, you have nothing 
to worry about, except perhaps Tenko and Spinner being sweaty tryhards...” He laughed and 
shook his head, and it seemed to comfort Katsuki. 


“Come on, then. If we make teams, Ei’s with me, you hear? We’ ve trained to beat anyone in any 
way , So better watch out!” Katsuki said, then motioned for everyone to follow him and started 
walking. “Come on, extras! ’'Il show you who’s the game king!” 


Katsuki Bakugou was not the game king. 


As much as he could absolutely destroy everyone at UA with his mastery of All Might’s moveset 
in the fighting game, Tenko Shimura was beating him every single match with sneaky combos with 
his player character, Miruko. 


The villains had somehow turned Shimura’s room into a play area, filled with tables, chairs, 
beanbags and a staggering amount of food, just as Ochako had described. Instead of staying, 
though, Ochako had grabbed a bunch of food on plates and retreated, probably to surprise lida with 
a night treat. 


“That...that’s a fucking janky-ass hitbox! That...that’s not a legal move! Motherfucker get back 
here!” Katsuki yelled, as his expertly timed United States of Smash missed by an inch and he was 
quickly countered by a cheeky kick and Miruko gloating. 


“Come on, come on! Where’s the “Badass Game King of Infinite Kills” I was promised? Weren’t 
you gonna “absolutely destroy” me?” Shimura said, laughing. In fact, Katsuki had only managed to 
get close to victory when the ditzy senpai Hadou had decided to hug Shimura from behind, and 
like the loser nerd he was, he had ended up flustered and confused, his pale face completely red. 


Tenko had saved the match in the last few seconds, somehow turning it around and winning. 
Maybe if I get that bimbo to kiss him or something I can win and salvage my fucking pride? Fuck! 


“[’m just warming up, you piece of shit!” The true warm up games had been once against Eijirou, 
who hadn’t been able to beat Katsuki with his Crimson Riot avatar, and then against Dabi, who 
had purposefully picked Endeavor and won on purpose to see his father beat up senseless. And, 
since the game simulated damage rather well, the convict had been having a blast. 


It had taken some major insults, and a reminder that Dabi had needed to work while in prison to 
pay back Katsuki’s bike, blown up by a blue fireball at the battle of Tartarus, to make Dabi play 
seriously, leading to a very close match. Katsuki doubted that the real Endeavor could dish out so 
much damage; hell, he considered he could defeat Endeavor easier in real life by himself . 


In parallel, Deku was playing a split screen shooter game (much less competitively, which meant 
that he was probably having fun, unlike Katsuki) against Twice, who looked like a cross between a 
dumbass tourist and a smelly vagrant, Pixie Bob, who was acting as inappropriate and annoying as 
always, and Toga, who was sitting on Deku’s lap and seemed completely focused on making Deku 
lose, through watching his screen, attacking him with tickles whenever he got any points, and 
giving him a plate of pizza so greasy he had to leave the game for a whole minute to wipe his 
hands. 


After the matches with Dabi, all of them won by Katsuki in the end, the villain had directed him to 
play with Shimura next and even patted him on the back. It had taken all of Katsuki’s self control 
not to blow up an AP Shot at Dabi, and just scowl at him as he said, “Hey, tiny man, it was 
awesome to see my digital dad get beat to a pulp, take video if it happens for real.” 


His self control hadn’t been enough to avoid saying, “Shut the fuck up, you son of a bitch.”, 
though. 


“If you mean Endeavor, then agreed!” 


He had been able to smell a fair amount of alcohol on Dabi then, and a couple of beers later, when 
he had looked around to see what the secret Todoroki was up to, he had seen him talking quietly in 
the corner with his brother and...crying? 


Dabi was a man he had once battled bitterly, dangerously, both of them giving their all, not holding 
back and not caring if the other died. Katsuki had always felt nothing but contempt for him, only 
acknowledging his power as dangerous, not as worthy of respect. He had always been an enemy 
and nothing more. 


Thus, seeing him as a sad drunk, like that dumbass Monoma or like Sero when he drank tequila...it 
hit Katsuki hard. To see him overwhelmed and crying on a brother’s arm was far too normal to 
stomach. 


He had only allowed himself the chance to respect Shimura, going so far as to acknowledge his 
new name, because they had faced death together. 


The others he had lumped as good for nothing, completely evil, deserving nothing but a quick 
bullet to the forehead... J never considered them human . Even with Shimura, I only let myself 
accept him this much because he’s technically a new person, didn’t I? I couldn’t ever bring myself 
to acknowledge Shigaraki as worthy. He wasn’t, but maybe that isn’t the fucking point, is it? 


Even as Shimura utterly humiliated him, it had all seemed utterly devoid of true malice. There 
didn’t seem to be ulterior motives other than drinking, eating and playing games. 


One by one, all the living members of the League of Villains showed weakness, they showed 
flaws, they showed all kinds of details a skilled tactician could utilize; Dabi was drunk, Spinner 


was out looking for Stain and wouldn’t be back in a while, Twice seemed to have the ferocity of a 
particularly calm sloth, and, as much as Toga kept nearly perfect awareness of her surroundings 
through quick looks and scans, her hands were now all oily with pizza, and her weapon might slip 
her grasp if someone attacked... 


They were vulnerable . They were at their most peaceful, even with the foul insults traded around 
at times, even with Shimura becoming more and more a sweaty tryhard on the controller... They 
were exposing their neck. They were letting Katsuki see that they had changed, through action 
rather than words that would have come across as falsehoods. 


It didn’t mean they were sorry for kidnapping him. It didn’t mean they regretted any of their other 
crimes. He only knew that Shimura had regrets, and that he had chosen Katsuki more for 
subconscious, internalized factors, and thinking they might be kindred spirits, than his actual 
potential for villainy. But Shimura regretted many, many things a Jot more than anything he had 
done to Katsuki, of course, and that meant Katsuki could never fully let himself entertain the idea 
they could be friends . 


Deku claimed that Toga had similar, heart wrenching regrets. That she was much more of a victim, 
that most of her crimes had not been by her own volition...Katsuki didn’t buy it. He had seen true 
cruelty in her, and even Deku couldn’t deny that she was capable of being utterly ruthless and 
bloodthirsty, as likely to torture and to maim as she was to laugh like an insane woman. 


But to see her acting as a normal person, clingy and obsessive and weird , for sure, but normal in 
the end, gave him pause. The disconnect between the Toga he saw and the Toga he feared seemed 
to grow, but with it also grew the sneaking, terrible suspicion that she could be playing the long 
game. That she was playing everyone, even her old teammates, one final mission for All for One... 


He would not trust her. He couldn’t . Even if he trusted Deku and he trusted Ochako, and he 
trusted everyone around Toga, everyone who vouched for her, even if they had been just as afraid 
when approaching at first, he did not trust her . 


Maybe the rest of the League had been pawns, manipulated and brainwashed, but for some reason 
she had been the only one that Ujiko had teleported away, and then she had vanished. Deku 
maintained that he had kept in contact with her all along, but he had never gone into detail, and 
neither had Ochako or Iida or anyone who knew about that chapter of Toga’s life. 


Katsuki didn’t know, and it made him afraid. It had to have been a mission for All for One, 
nothing else made sense... 


“Hey, hey! He’s already dead! Mister All Might is kaput!” Nejire said, and Katsuki realized that he 
had lost yet again while lost in his thoughts. He groaned in anger, then motioned for the senpai to 
have a quick word in private with him, by the food tables. “Hey, what’s up, Spiky Boom Boom 
Amigo?” she said, tilting her head curiously. 


Shimura had put down the controller for the moment, getting up to talk with Compress. Compress 
was the /east impressive of the League without his mask, looking like someone’s deadbeat uncle, 
coasting through life with good looks and a tiny amount of charm. Fucker looks less like my 
nightmares and more like...uncle Makoto. Fucking bastard. I’m not letting him get behind me, no 
matter what... 


“Senpai, I have an idea. I’m an absolute ace at pretty much anything. My hands are a fucking gift 
from the gods to this world, I can beat any villain up by myself, but I just found something I can’t 
do.” Katsuki said, bragging. 


He met Eijirou’s gaze; his boyfriend had gotten up and started talking with the American agent, 
who had shown up from out of nowhere, and seemed to frighten Eyjirou almost as much as any 
mention of Gigantomachia. Eijirou noticed that Katsuki had been talking himself up, and gave 
Katsuki a thumbs up and a pure, toothy smile; it was impossible not to love that dork. 


“Something you can’t do?” Nejire said, pouting slightly as she thought. “Oh! I see! You can’t beat 
Tenko!” 


“Ye-I mean, NO! It’s not that, fuck no!” Katsuki said, exploding with rage. He quickly calmed 
himself down, noticed that Nejire hadn’t reacted to the outburst, and continued, “I mean that-” 


Nejire’s eyes suddenly turned brighter, focused, and frankly, a bit intimidating, and she said, “You 
want me to tease Tenko so he loses?” 


~ ats." 
“Okay!” Nejire said, smiling dumbly. “Let’s have fun!” 


And a couple minutes later, having switched characters to one of the least powerful, notable and 
important heroes of the modern age, fucking Native , Shimura was finally having a closer match 
against Katsuki. In real life it would have been unthinkable to imagine that random ass guy ever 
coming close to All Might in his Golden Age... 


“Ah, Native, I almost killed that guy once, good times.” The raspy voice of the Hero Killer, right 
behind Katsuki’s ear, almost caused Katsuki to panic and lose the match. I didn’t hear him 
approach. I didn’t hear him walk into this place, didn’t hear his voice... 


“Shut up, Stain, this shit’s serious.” Tenko said, having paused the game to glare at the newcomer. 


Next to Stain was Spinner, who had gone from a scrawny, pathetic gecko-looking mutant, to a 
fierce fighter built like a fucking truck. “Hey, I’m good at that game! I wanna go next against 
whoever wins! I main Edgeshot!” 


“Clearly the game must be rigged if All Might , the true superhero, is getting such a beating from 
an unworthy , utterly pathetic , culturally-appropriating wretch like that man in rags...” Stain said, 
then moved even closer to Katsuki’s ear, whispering in a gravelly voice, “You can’t lose, Ground 
Zero. Your entire worth as a hero depends on this. All Might’s honour is at stake!” 


“Get the fuck off my ear!” Katsuki said, unleashing a pair of explosions and pushing Stain back. In 
a moment, everyone had stopped talking, eating and drinking, and looked at him with wary eyes. 
Eijirou looked ready to leap into action, and Deku...his eyes were a firm statement against starting 
a fight, an assurance that he would end it. “Keep your fucking distance, Hero Killer, I hate 
whispers at my fucking ear! I expect zero manners from you but this?” 


“Ah!” Stain said, with a look of genuine regret, “it was just meant to be a secret shared between All 
Might fans!” 


“Piss off! Pll win, count on it . But it ain’t for you, or for All Might, or anyone else! It’s my own 
fucking pride... COMPRESS YOU BITCH! I saw you!” Katsuki turned around in a lightning-fast 
180, vaulting over the couch he was sitting on and shoulder checking Stain as he did so, sparks 
exploding on his palms. 


Compress had his remaining hand open, and he had been reaching out for something when Katsuki 
caught him from the corner of his eye. Motherfucker tried it again! It was about to happen all over 
again, all of it! But I’m too fast for them, too good! 


“IT CAUGHT YOU! I saw your hand! You got behind me and reached out .” Katsuki said, his 
voice filled with anger and, to his utter shame, with fear . He closed the distance in two strides, 
pulling his right hand behind to prepare for an attack, all he needed was to see the intention in 
Compress’ eyes, the malice, the ill will... 


“Chill out, kiddo, look down.” 


“T’m not falling for your cheap magic tricks, motherfucker.” Katsuki ignited the sweat on his palm 
little by little, the crackling ball of kinetic energy ready to blow up. 


“T’m serious, son, look below you. Or take a step forward and bump against that table.” Compress 
said. He looked more annoyed than anything, very uncomfortable, and he raised his hands in 
apparent surrender...but all he needed was a swipe to use his Quirk. Fuckin’ try me, shitty wizard. 


He thought he’d take his chances and call Compress’ bluff, and blow him up. Second degree burns 
all over his face would be yet another reason to wear a mask... “Kacchan, there is a table between 
you two.” With a whoosh and a flash of green, Deku had leapt right beside Katsuki, speaking 
calmly but firmly. “Don’t...don’t start a fight. Just...touch the table.” Around the corners of his 
vision, he saw the glow of blue fire, Eijirou getting ready to fight, Shimura raising his hands...and 
the glint of knives. 


Deciding to listen, Katsuki moved his knee upwards slightly, expecting Compress to have been 
lying out his ass, but instead, he hit a plastic table leg. “A fucking table? Seriously? Behind a couch 
like this?” Katsuki said. He could have decompressed one into place to defend himself, maybe...no, 
I would have heard him do that. Seen him do that. 


“Yes!” Compress said, happily, “You...you do realize we’re former villains, not event organizers. 
Or...tidy people in general. We assaulted the most heavily guarded prison in the country, 
we’re...we’re kinda dumb. And the cheesecake is right here .” 


“Cheesecake. fucking cheesecake ?” Katsuki said, seething, every word louder and angrier. “You 
sneak around like a thief...no, like a fucking assassin , just like in the forest when you took 
Tokoyami and me, for a slice of fucking CHEESECAKE?!” 


“Exactly!” Compress said, giving Katsuki a ridiculously avuncular set of finger guns. “Though it 
was more like three slices.” 


“Three. Slices. You fat fuck... DON’T SNEAK BEHIND ME, COMPRESS, YOU PIECE OF 
SHIT! PLL FUCKING KILL YOU! PLL KICK YOUR ASS!” Katsuki yelled, losing his temper 
completely, but the looming presence of Deku and the villains around him made Katsuki stop any 
more sweat from detonating, and he clenched his fists to his sides. 


“Come on, boy!” Compress said, raising his hands apologetically, “The cake was behind you! I 
didn’t seriously want to scare you, man. What did you want me to do, loudly announce “Ey, I’m 
walkin’ here!” the moment I left your cone of vision?” 


“Tt...it would have been a nice touch, fucker. I’m watching you.” Katsuki said, and started to turn 
around. The last he saw of Compress, the bastard was stuffing a fourth slice of cheesecake down 
his piehole. 


"I won't do a thing to you, kid. I swear it on Overhaul's arm." He took out a marble and showed it to 
Katsuki, "The guards let me have it for the trip after I argued "sentimental value". Most excellent, 
no?" 


“You got someone's fucking arm?” Katsuki didn’t know whether to fear that or simply be disgusted 
by the fact. 


“T believe it is just the bones by now but I am too squeamish to check.” 
“Fuck your severed arm.” 


Around him, the villains started to relax. Dabi extinguished his blue flames and sat down with a 
new can of beer, and Katsuki noticed that Todoroki had been standing between his brother and 
him. Half and half, would you have protected me , had it come to a fight? Or what would you have 
done? 


Spinner and Eijirou were looking at each other competitively, a challenge in their eyes, even now 
that the battle had extinguished. And Shimura...seemed to have tuned out from the possible fight 
quickly and was now looking at videos Nejire showed him on her phone and giggling stupidly. 
Twice seemed deeply moved, close to tears, which made Katsuki seriously question the man’s 
sanity. 


Deku slowly returned beside Toga, who sheathed her knife conspicuously and gave Katsuki a nod 
of acknowledgement that seemed almost respectful . Stain and the agent had watched it all from 
the sidelines, and Katsuki felt a chill run down his spine as his gaze met theirs. 


Stain’s gaze was calculating, judging his every action, every breath he took and the American...A 
single glance told Katsuki that she would have gone for her gun without a second thought if it had 
escalated, and what really shook him was that he had no idea who she would have shot. 


“Kacchan, thanks for not-” Deku started speaking, but Tenko interrupted him casually, as if near- 
bloodbaths were an hourly occurrence for the League...which they had probably been, considering 
psychos like Toga, Muscular, the Nomus, Doctor Ujiko... 


“Come on, already, stop stalling! I paused the game and all, dumbass! Play. With. Me. Or I'll get 
Spinner to wreck you while playing as that creepy classmate of yours, Mineta.” 


Within seconds, everything had returned to “normal”; chaotic as hell, loud, annoying, and with 
Shimura getting far, far too close to defeating Katsuki’s All Might. Can I ever understand them? 
Will I even try ? Do I respect any of them enough for that? Destructive, disruptive, utterly 
incapable of creating anything...no matter how vulnerable they let themselves be, I can never trust. 
Not unless they show me they can earn it . 


He was very close to losing. He knew he would rage and rant and curse, and likely blow up his 
controller, but somehow the scrawny Native evaded his attacks and countered expertly, until... 


Until an opening appeared. For an instant, Shimura’s avatar stood still, and All Might unleashed an 
unending barrage of smash after smash, filling the air waves with names of states and cities, 
completely destroying Native. Katsuki even felt bad for the digital fucker...until he saw the victory 
screen. 


“HEROIC VICTORY” said the announcer, and Katsuki turned towards Shimura to gloat...only to 
find him kissing Nejire slowly, gently and passionately. It was the most bizarre, disturbing, 
mentally scarring image Katsuki could have ever imagined. And he had once been kidnapped by a 
villain that was literally made of sewage. 


“That’s fucking gross, you bastards!” Katsuki yelled, even if the senpai had fulfilled the plan. 
Some of the villains laughed, some turned back to their games or food, and Katsuki turned over to 


look at Eijirou, who was furiously arm wrestling against Spinner and close to losing. He turned 
back, hoping that the senpai and Shimura had stopped being disgusting assholes, with no luck. 
“Get a room, you two.” 


The response was a soft giggle, and Nejire saying, “Oh, silly! This is our room!” 


“Almost there...” Shuichi Iguchi, alias Spinner, grunted as he brought down Red Riot’s hand for 
the tiebreaker game of arm wrestling, the fifth, after they had both won two games each and kept 
on asking for rematches. 


“Come on! I won’t lose this manly contest!” Riot declared. He reminded Shuichi of his cellmate, 
Kendo Rappa, a former deathmatch cage fighter that had ended up working for an asshole Yakuza 
boss, Overhaul, just to have easy access to the man and challenge him to duel after duel. 


Maybe it was the same hidden fear and trauma behind their easy smiles and boisterous attitude; 
Rappa had once confided in Shuichi and told him how Overhaul had “killed” him several times, 
turning him to atoms and putting him back together, and how it had seriously fucked him up...And 
this Kirishima guy seemed to have a little bit of that, too. 


The five matches had been with Shuichi’s flesh arm, not the prosthetic that had replaced Shuichi’s 
burnt arm, which had to be surgically removed after the battle of Tartarus, with painful scars 
remaining even now. 


Perhaps the prosthetic would have been an advantage, perhaps not; Shuichi had simply not wanted 
any dents or scratches on the finish, not after seeing Riot’s skin hardening. 


“Come on, Ei! COME ON! BEAT THIS FUCKING LIZARD!” Red Riot’s boyfriend, Katsuki 
Bakugou, was waiting for Shuichi to finish arm wrestling so he could get his ass beat at 
videogames, again, and meanwhile he was loudly supporting his partner, but it didn’t really matter. 


The game was all but won. 


With a final grunt and a push, Shuichi brought down Kirishima’s hand against the table, hard, 
making the hero yelp in pain. It felt good to do so, to win, to see Stain’s nod of approval, to have 
his friends all around him again, cheering, to eat actual food to celebrate...Freedom felt far too 
good, and he was absolutely sure he would never want to go back to prison. 


“T win, hero.” Shuichi said, giving Kirishima an honest grin. The dude was cool with him, that 
much had been easy to accept, as a new acquaintance who treated him with no apparent 
discrimination and engaged in competition earnestly. But everyone else... 


First of all was Kirishima’s boyfriend, Bakugou. Back when the League had kidnapped Bakugou, 

Shuichi had been a recent recruit, more interested in the League’s association with Stain than any 

ideological or criminal goal. He had been indifferent, until Toga had told him about how Bakugou 
had been a bully all his life. 


It had connected immediately with Shuichi’s experience, with the otherness and rejection he had 
always felt, that had pushed him to drop out of school and isolate himself in his room, and slowly, 
so slowly get radicalized by Stain’s ideas of heroes, fake and true. Bullies like Bakugou had made 
Shuichi feel subhuman, unwanted, completely unloved. 


Muscular had been the same, an idiotic brute who had only wanted to hurt people, so Shuichi had 
not been so opposed to Bakugou back then, during the kidnapping. But afterwards he had realized 
they had all made a huge mistake. 


And now...Bakugou was very much an abrasive asshole. Egocentric, proud, extremely loud...he 
reminded Shuichi of some of the characters back in his prison. But he didn’t quite act like a bully 
anymore, just...just a dickhead. 


Of course, it pissed off Shuichi to know that Bakugou’s Quirk had opened every single door that 
Shuichi’s Quirk had closed. That the only time he had come close to real consequences for his 
actions, it had all been a misunderstanding, and the villains had just been thinking he was an angry 
dick like Dabi and on their side. That pissed him off, for sure. 


And getting called “lizard”...Shuichi had been called that by the League, affectionately, for a long 
time, so the supposed insult could bounce off harmlessly. 


But more than anything, he saw that Bakugou was scared . Jumpy from every move Compress 
made, looking at Dabi’s ribs (which he had once broken with a massive knee attack) to reassure 
himself, looking at Toga with a mix of disdain, hatred and terror. And Stain...he seemed to avoid 
the Hero Killer’s judgemental gaze as much as he could. 


Did Bakugou himself notice that? 


“Now that this is done, you up for our game, shitty fake hero?” Shuichi said, turning to Bakugou. 
“T only have one good hand, is that enough disadvantage or do you also need someone to kiss me 
and distract me?” 


“Oh, do kindly fuck off.” Bakugou said, but he still handed Shuichi a controller. Thankfully it was 
clean and not exploded or anything. Shuichi quickly selected Edgeshot, the hero that most 
resembled Stain, at least visually, and they started a warm up match. 


As Shuichi remembered the controls and got into a heated match, he thought about Stain. His 
chosen avatar only resembled Stain in the vaguest aspect; a lean build and a ninja theme. In truth, 
Edgeshot was mysterious and private, very trusted by other heroes, and a capable leader of a team, 
called the Lurkers, with two heroes that Shuichi simply couldn’t get mad with; Kamui Woods and 
Mt. Lady. 


Kamui Woods because he was a friendly neighbourhood tree man and a fellow mutant, and Mt. 
Lady, well, Shuichi had always been weak against gorgeous women...Which reminded him of how 
he had awkwardly messed up all his words when trying to talk to Miss Mandalay while the 
Pussycats helped set up the event and failing to even conjure up passable Japanese. 


Edgeshot himself, Shuichi had only “met” once, during the battle between All for One and All 
Might at Hosu...if a few seconds of contact was considered a meeting. But ninjas were ninjas, and 
that was all Shuichi needed. 


Because Stain was sort of a ninja. Aesthetically, in the way he fought, in the way he would breathe 
with his mouth at times...Well, not that last part. But the man had a chopped off nose, so Shuichi 
would never judge- Stain was equal parts amazing and just as cool and collected as expected 
and...really lame. 


When Shuichi had asked Stain any question not related to his ideology, like favorite food, if his 
blades had names, if he liked movies and games, all Stain had replied were vague non-answers 
about his “mission” being “unfulfilled” and “not letting himself lose focus”. 


It had been a disappointment, to say the least, to see that Stain had been so single minded and 
passionate, that he had left behind any interests, any hobbies, anything that might have balanced 
him out, instead of becoming the almost ascetic warrior that plagued hero nightmares. 


Shuichi had hoped to talk with Stain and learn a different point of view, not just abilities that the 
man could teach as a mentor, but a nuanced view on all parts of life. In short, Stain was nowhere 
near as “complete” as Shuichi had hoped, but still impressive and admirable in a few ways. Never 
meet your heroes...or hero killers. That, yep. 


In the end, Bakugou had won the warm up match. Shuichi’s prosthetic arm was simply not as 
nimble as the asshole hero’s dexterous hands. Christ, he is probably one of those guys that are 
instant experts with anything manual. But...I know this game. Very, very well. I won’t lose. 


“That was easy!” he said, grinning. 


“T was just remembering the controls, dude, the real match starts now!” Shuichi said. They 
changed the stage, choosing a stadium reminiscent of the one used in the UA Sports Festival. 
Probably the fakest part of our country’s society, to have gladiator fights for the masses and think 
it is okay because they are teens training to be heroes, all the while exposing their identities and 
weaknesses to the entire world... 


The instant Shuichi started gaming in earnest, he leaned forward on the couch, completely focused. 
The electric feedback for his prosthetic arm felt quicker, and his regular hand was quick and 
nimble. In seconds, Edgeshot was dodging, quickstepping and striking precise, deadly blows 
against the slower moving, but much more resistant All Might. 


If it had been a more realistic fight, Shuichi would have gone for the eyes, or for the wound All for 
One had inflicted. With Edgeshot’s Quirk of thinning and sharpening his own body, of being his 
own blade, attacking weak spots was ideal, and even All Might in his prime might have lost if 
blinded and otherwise cut off from his senses. 


But it was an arcade game, and All Might’s injury had not been added, of course. And no company 
would have animated a top hero getting his eyes ripped off... Though Dabi might have bought 
thousands of copies if that was the case. Although...he’s less angry now. Different. 


Not only was Dabi less angry and sadder, seemingly directionless; all of Shuichi’s friends had 
changed in their time apart. Compress was older and tired, no longer trying so hard to be a rebel, 
Shigaraki had become Tenko Shimura, a young man who consciously left behind the villain, even 
if his chaotic nature still remained. 


Tenko...it was strange to Shuichi how Tenko still had every part he had liked from Tomura; the 
unexpected, disorganized leadership and charisma, the interest in games, the weirdness...Tomura 
was gone, but Shuichi’s friend had remained. 


Toga had changed, too. She had always been obsessive, violent and chaotic, and that hadn’t 
changed much, but she now held herself with a new degree of self control that assured Shuichi that 
nobody would be stabbed on a whim. He still had to hear her entire tale and catch up, but to see her 
healthy, happy and with a job that seemed to fit her perfectly made Shuichi feel impossibly proud. 


And of course, she had Izuku. Shuichi liked what he had seen today of the guy; polite, very helpful, 
quick to intervene and stop fights, absolutely devoted to Toga. Shuichi wasn’t sure yet what to 
make of the relationship’, and that was shared by Compress, who hadn’t seen them interact much, 
and for a good while the old man and the “lizard” had just looked at the couple to see what 
happened. 


It was not how Shuichi had expected to see Toga acting, but it also fit her like a glove. 


But the most changed of all was Twice. Because he was alive , and Shuichi still couldn’t get over 
the simple, pure happiness that filled his heart knowing that his good friend had been safe and 
sound, though suffering from amnesia, when they had all thought him dead and rotting in the 
bottom of the sea. 


“If you lose, will you make a tantrum and leave the party, shitty hero?” Shuichi asked, as another 
of his quick attack combos connected. 


“Make a tantrum? Nah, fuck that. I already beat Shimura, that was all I wanted. That and to eat 
your food, drink your drinks, take it all.” Bakugou replied arrogantly. God, he’s such an ass. “But 
it is getting a bit late.” 


“Sudden death?” Shuichi asked. He let Bakugou connect a couple hits, leaving them both at a 
quarter of a health bar. 


“Fuck it, ?m down.” Bakugou said. And within ten moves, he had lost, his All Might pathetically 
ragdolling across the floor. “WHAT THE FUCK? NOT AGAIN!” 


“T win, man!” 
“Fuck y’all, you bunch of sweaty tryhards. No-life fucking losers.” Bakugou said, honouring his 


promise to leave early, taking his boyfriend with him, though at least Kirishima was nice enough to 
wave goodbye. 


Chapter End Notes 


Thanks for reading, if you've come this far! 


Gloves Off 


It was almost 4 a.m., but they had all finally left. 


Twice and Pixie Bob, Dabi and his brother Shouto, Spinner and Compress, the US agent who had 
only come around to check that most of the stuff wasn’t broken, and even Stain, who had been 
surprisingly polite, except for the part where he had eaten some peanuts and ten minutes later he 
had rushed out the door, making his way for his own bathroom with all the desperation a man 
could show. 


Izuku and Toga had stayed behind for a while to clean up the mess, and a gigantic mess there was; 
a blown up controller, another one that Compress had turned into two separate marbles by accident 
while trying some party tricks. 


One of the plastic tables was full of stab notches from Toga playing five-finger fillet with her 
knives against Stain, with Stain narrowly winning when Toga had poked one of her prosthetic iron 
fingers, two of the couches were overturned. 


The other couch was half burnt and completely smashed after a very drunk Spinner had puked on it 
and Dabi had tried to “cleanse it with holy fire” and his brother, also rather drunk, had joined in 
with more fire, but thankfully Izuku had stopped the fire...by repeatedly kicking the couch and 
extinguishing the fire before the fire alarms started. Oh, and a large section of the floor had ended 
up flooded with vodka and tequila, and for the life of him, Tenko couldn’t tell where the left 
nightstand of his bed had gone. 


Tenko had somewhat expected that Izuku would help, but Toga? It was a testament to her change 
in character, to stay behind and fix a mess, for once. Tenko was fiercely proud of her for it, and 
even happier when those two offered, “Hey guys? You can leave this to us, why don’t you wait 
outside for a bit?” 


“Okay! Tenko would have just made excuses and “supervised” anyway!” Nejire said, taking 
Tenko’s hand in hers. She tugged at his arm, grinning, then pointed to their suitcases. After 
following her, she picked a backpack with a change of clothes; a bikini for her, and a pair of 
swimming trunks for him, as well as a pair of towels. 


“Remember to pile stuff you want me to Decay, okay?” Tenko told them, and saw Toga nodding 
happily. 


“Sure thing!” Izuku replied. He didn’t even look tired, not even after the flight, whatever 
paperwork he had to do, playing for hours on end with those kids he had adopted as pseudo- 
siblings, and now many more hours of partying...If anything, he looked happier than when first 
meeting today, confident too, as if his joy had been tempered by taking off the rose tinted glasses 
and finding out everything was still great. 


With a wave of his half-gloved hand, Tenko started walking, leaving the room with Nejire. 
Tugging gently at his hand again, she guided him to the elevators, then giggled as she pointed at a 
shoe someone had left behind in the hallway, “That...that’s Mr. Stain’s shoe!” 


“Tt really is...When one needs to go, one needs to go.” 
Nejire smiled brightly, gently, then said, “I hope he pooped safely!” 


“So do I.” 


They reached the elevator quickly, the calm night leaving the building empty of people. Tenko 
would have found the empty hallways eerie, with their soft lights and light coloured walls, if he 
hadn’t had Nejire beside him. With her there, he knew it was real, it was all real. 


“Do you think there’s still peeps working?” Nejire asked, a mischievous twinkle in her eyes. “That 
someone is like...putting all the chocolates for the pillows in a little fridge! Or somebody gets up at 
4 to feed the hotel’s cats!” 


“There’s hotel cats?” 


“T dunno! But if they exist, they are probably chubby and have long whiskers...that would be cute!” 
Nejire said, then grasped Tenko’s hand a little tighter, “Everyone had fun today, didn’t they? Deku 
and Toothsy and Todoboy, and of course Spinny, Uncle Aki, Dabi and Twice, Miss Pixie too. Even 
those two, Rocky-kohai and Spiky Boom Boom Amigo!” 


“It was a big success, wasn’t it?” Tenko said, proudly. It’s the first time I lead my crew to do 
anything in years and it felt like nothing had happened between us, like we are still the same team, 
the same family. If we’d had Kurogiri supervising, it would have been tidy and neat too...I’ll get 
you out here next time. I need to introduce Nejire to you, old man. 


“It was awesome! Next time Mirio and Tamaki will bring their special mashed potatoes and Grade- 
A beef teriyaki!” Tenko nodded happily; he liked her friends, they were genuinely good people. 
And they accepted me. They allowed me to date their precious friend, trusting me far more than I 
deserved. They could have beat me up, like Dabi and I would have done if some sleazeball had 
wanted to date our little Toga. But no, they made me feel like I mattered, they let me feel real . 


“Sounds like an absolutely elite dinner. I’m already looking forward to it!” Tenko said, but he had 
no idea when there would be a next time. Or if there would be one at all. The fact that Toga had 
burned however many favours and debts in order to get them all to Hawaii for a week was 
something he would always be grateful for, but it didn’t seem like the kind of thing to be repeated. 


He needed to make the most of it. And maybe find a way to extend it. Be free like this. There has to 
be a way, but...will that way let me be true to myself? 


They walked through empty hallways downstairs, too, and the lights to the front desk and lobby 
were dimmed. Outside, in the pool and beach areas, only soft, gentle lamps were lit, and they 
walked out among them, only the sound of waves accompanying their footsteps, as well as a gentle 
breeze that tickled Tenko’s neck. 


They found the changing rooms unlocked, thankfully, and soon they were ready, in case they 
wanted a quick dip in the ocean. Teasing him with “leaving the bikini reveal” for tomorrow, Nejire 
had a big t-shirt on, one of Tenko’s old videogame shirts, with the logo of the positively ancient 
masterpiece, Halo 3. Like most of Tenko’s stuff, it had been confiscated by the police from the 
League’s hideout and he had slowly been getting stuff back for his outings. 


Leaving behind their sandals, they walked barefoot onto the beach, and Tenko’s gaze drifted off to 
the stars above. 


He didn’t know about constellations, or any complex astronomy. He didn’t know the nuances of 
all the beauty around him, and had only the vaguest knowledge of the moon affecting the tide, 
stronger at night than it had been during the day. 


Tenko found himself holding his breath and slowly letting it go, overwhelmed. The sky above was 
truly infinite, and the sea, so dark a blue that it melded with the night sky and continued the vista. 


The stars above were fixed, but the ones reflected on the waves moved, like sparkles around 
Nejire’s hands when she used her power. 


“We really don’t get many night moments together, do we?” he asked, softly. He was awestruck by 
the night and the ocean, and he felt small and insignificant by the sheer scale of it all. But he 
wasn’t alone; he had the absolute best company. He didn’t let go of Nejire’s hand as they stepped 
on the sand. “All the time they give me to spend with you is during the day. Even when they let 
you stay the night, it’s never been like...like this.” Tenko waved his hand, pointing at everything. 


“It’s really different, isn’t it?” she said. “Everything’s so pretty...we couldn’t have asked for a 
better night, right?” 


“Friends, a tropical climate, booze, more food than one can shake a stick at, videogames with 
everyone...and you. Yeah, it couldn’t be a better night. I’ve never been so free , not like this...” 


“I would say you deserved a nice vacation. Me too! I hadn’t gone to the beach in years, even 
though I live in Musutafu and there’s a beach there!” 


“Trash beach?” Tenko asked, “The one Izuku cleaned up? Isn’t that one terrible?” 
“Hey! I had fun there in the summers, okay? With Yuyu and Mirio and Tamaki and everyone!” 


They walked on, but then Nejire slowed down, her soft footsteps padding very delicately on the 
cool sand, and a moment later, the waves started to lap at Tenko’s feet. “Fuck! That’s pretty 
cold...” 


“Hey hey, it’s not that cold!” Nejire said, then sent a burst of energy from her free hand to hit the 
water and splash Tenko, “Woosh! There it goes! Still think it’s cold?” 


“Yes I do!” Tenko said, shivering at the water having splashed so far upward that some droplets 
had ended up on his back. 


“Then we can walk slow and get used to it! And if you’re still cold after that, ll hug you really, 
really close and you’ll forget!” Nejire said. Tenko’s gaze crossed with hers, and the soft blue of her 
eyes in the moonlight, the way starlight shone against her hair, her kind smile...it all beat the 
night’s beauty. 


“That...that gives me an idea. Something I’ve been thinking about. But...?Il have to try something 
first.” Tenko smiled at Nejire, then took off his shirt. J need something unimportant to try this out, 
before I try with the most important... 


He let go of Nejire, and took step after step into the cool water. His legs got used quickly enough, 
and Nejire joined him, a short distance away, her shirt soaking through and sticking to her hips. Jf 
Im right... 


Tenko walked on, the waves now reaching his stomach. “Fuckfuckfuck that’s cold...my fucking 
belly button! One more step, no, two...” As he reached chest height, he stopped. Any more and he 
would be in danger if a big wave appeared and took him away; he barely knew how to swim. 


But he had to know. He placed his tshirt between his teeth and reached for the clasp on his right 
glove. “I...1 have to try this. See if the salt water can...can let me touch things and not destroy 
them!” he said, turning back to Nejire, who was happily bouncing along with the waves, with her 
amazing long hair floating all around her shoulders. 


“That...if that works, you would be able to...to touch me underwater! With all fingers at once!” 


Nejire said, excitement rising in her voice. 


“Exactly! It could be a glitch in this Quirk’s code, a loophole!” Tenko said. He tasted salt, and he 
didn’t know if the spray of waves had touched his lips, or if it had been tears. Can I be free in this 
way, too? Can I finally touch the girl I love as she deserves to be touched, with no gloves between 
us? “T...1 will try with my shirt first!” 


Tenko submerged his hand, and stuffed the glove in his pocket, then picked the shirt with his left 
hand. He brought it down slowly, bringing it into the water, closer, closer... 


His right hand touched the shirt. All five fingers connected for a second, then two, then ten. He 
clenched his hand around the fabric, and it did not turn to dust; it had worked! “Nejire! Nejire! I 
didn’t decay it! The shirt’s still there!” He raised it triumphantly over the waves, unrolling it, and 
the soaked shirt fluttered in the breeze like a sail. 


“Oh my god! So that means! Tenko!!!” Nejire said, her beautiful face lit by the moonlight. He had 
never wanted to kiss her so badly, to take her hands in his... 


“YES!” Tenko said, “I gamed the system! WE CAN TOUCH! I can hold your hands with all my 
fingers exposed...underwater! I can do everything and anything! I’m...[’m free from my Quirk for a 
while!” 


Nejire jumped up and down as she walked over to him, “YAY YY!!! What do you wanna do, how 
do you wanna start? How do I help?” 


“Can you...can you use your Quirk a bit and make some light? Let’s...” Tenko stopped. “No. What 
if...what if I did something wrong and...and when I touch you, my Quirk does work? We can’t 
know. I...P°ll put my glove back on.” Tenko reached into his left pocket and touched the glove, but 
in the same moment, he felt something against his right hand. 


Something soft and smooth, delicate but strong. Something shaped like a hand... 


“Tll take the risk, Tenko.” Nejire said, and their fingertips met. Ten fingertips touching, and the 
world became blurry, irritating to his eyes...he was crying. Tears of joy, of relief, of love. Tears of 
freedom. “See? Look at our cute hands!” 


Nejire called up some of her power in her right hand, making it shine through the salt water. 
Beneath, in the golden glow, Tenko saw their hands meeting, just touching...it was so much more 
than what he had experienced so far. Then she moved her fingers to intertwine their hands, and he 
followed her, smiling so hard his face hurt. 


“Tt...it worked!” Tenko said, wiping his eyes, then using his mouth to remove his other glove and 
shoved it quickly in his pocket. Now there was no turning back... 


He reached out under the water, reaching for the gold and silver of Nejire’s Quirk, and the soft 
bubbles it made when the pure energy agitated the salt water. They touched hands, laughing, 
crying, smiling... 


“T never knew I needed this so much, Tenko!” Nejire said. The moonlight hit her blue eyes just 
right . 


“Me too...[ don’t know how we can ever go back. I want...I want to be able to do this all the time. 
Just...just feel you like this. And...and I also really, really want to kiss you. Like...without 
Bakugou’s gaming pride in the way and stuff like that. Just you and me and our hands.” 


“Td love to.” Nejire said, and she closed her eyes. Tenko pulled on Nejire’s hands, bringing her 
close to him, their bodies touching. Soft, so soft... 


Nejire's lips parted a bit, expectantly, as Tenko moved closer to her face. Then he closed his eyes, 
too, and let his lips find hers. 


“Let’s say that I was involved in umm...corporate espionage.” Melissa Shield had not been ready 
for Mei’s question, not when Mei had called her and said she was bored and wanted to chat. The 
two had decided to take a morning stroll through the golf course, as Melissa’s dad and the 
Midoriyas (or were they technically the Yagis now?) gave a practice run of the place. 


“Mei?” Melissa asked, raising an eyebrow. Mei kicked lightly at the manicured grass, then kept on 
walking. The engineer girl looked rather different in the airy beach clothes; clean but without the 
marked effort of dolling up, fresh, and apparently carefree...1f someone was looking from far away. 


Up close, Mei was a little bit grumpy and very, very bored. “If I told you that I did that, would you 
rat me out, Shield?” 


“Ummm...no?” Melissa said, on instinct. She had been raised to value loyalty and cooperation; 
even if the idea seemed heinous, she knew she didn’t have the full story, and Mei hadn’t seemed 
especially malicious, just...a bit of an arrogant asshole. 


Maybe the previous day’s invitation to a restaurant downtown, with Shinsou, Mina, Momo 
Yaoyorozu, the invisible girl Tooru and her boyfriend Ojiro, as well as Mei herself, had been 
something of an apology? Melissa liked seeing it that way, as Mei had calmed down considerably 
in the days following their showdown. 


It had been a pretty awesome dinner, of course. 


“Excellent!” Mei said, “And how about me spying on the Japanese government? The police, the 
HPSC, the prison system, the Prime Minister...What would you think?” 


“That...Mei, you were really improving in my eyes, what’s this? You’re a crook now?” Melissa 
said, lowering her voice to hushed whispers and looking around worriedly. 


“Nah!” Mei replied, laughing. She did look a bit stressed, but not any more than what Melissa had 
already seen. “I’ve been thinking about stuff, a lot of stuff...It’s what happens when I fly a plane 
for several hours straight and have nothing exciting to do. Scaring Ojiro and Tooru with random 
buttons and saying they are the “self destruct” got old fast, so...[ think I want to be business 
partners!” 


“Oh...that’s...a bit out of left field.”” Melissa said, “Didn’t you call me your rival and stuff like that 
just last week?” 


“We can still be that! After all, none of us will ever really stop inventing, right? You’ll keep trying 
to match my superb engineering and it’ll be fun!” Mei said. Melissa didn’t really intend to compete 
much on that front; she had a lot of stuff to invent and not that much of it was hero support items. 


“Right...So that’s why you’re telling me all that?” 


“Well...” Mei said, shuffling on her feet, touching the tips of her index fingers against each other. 
“T’ve told my friends about this stuff and...Ugh.” Mei’s eyes crossed with Melissa’s and Mei 
looked...shy? Ashamed? A bit upset? “You felt very threatening, Shield, so of course I reacted with 
animosity since like...forever, but at the same time...you’re kind of...sort of...” 


“Yes?” Melissa asked, smiling softly, but feeling a bit smug. Come on, Mei, spit it out. If you ask 
me to be friends, I could definitely give it a try. 


ae 


“You're insufferable .” Mei groaned, “But also you’re an equal, someone at my level. 
There’s...there’s very few like that. Izuku’s miles away from you, of course, cause he gets me , my 
employee Maria is just as smart as me, but in her area of expertise, so we hit it off. Hitoshi is smart 
in all sorts of things I’d never have cared for...and that’s pretty much all my friends. Close friends, 
anyway, the others might call themselves that to be polite. Or whatever...Anyway!” Mei grinned, 
“You’re really fucking smart, you’re not really a threat to my interests, and you can be fun at 
times!” 


“That’s just so nice of you to say, Mei.” Melissa replied, “What do you mean I’m not a “threat to 
your interests”?” 


Mei shook her head, laughing, “Ha! That...well, it’s simple, I thought for the longest time that 
you’d swoop in and take Izuku away.” Her eyes widened a bit and then she added, “As a...as a 
client, I mean!” 


“Oh, that...” Melissa said, feeling a bit guilty as she looked at Mei. She had peeled back the layer 
of self-assured arrogance and complete confidence, and openly stated a fear that had to feel 
extremely embarrassing to admit. 


“He told me all about your Full Gauntlet.” Me continued, “And everything else you shared with 
him. He...he really admires you, and part of me thought I couldn’t compete, you know? For all my 
brains and steady hand and the iron will that has been passed down the Hatsume line for 
generations...half my stuff exploded back then. The limited budget and machines didn’t help that 
little gnawing feeling, you get me?” 


“TI do.” Melissa said. She couldn’t count the number of times she had felt like she wasn’t 
improving, or that she couldn’t master her equipment quickly enough, or that others were doing so 
much better...but her dad had always been there to keep that from affecting her life negatively. 


“So I thought you really could come in any day and take my first client. And then he became my 
first real friend and...it was personal. And it got more and more intense as we grew closer and-” 


“You liked him.” Melissa interrupted Mei and, from the look in her eyes, Melissa knew she had 
guessed correctly. 


“No. Yes? Yes. Actually...”” Mei shook her head violently, “It’s far more than “liking” him. It’s 
a...a deeper feeling. I trust him with far more than my life, Melissa. And he trusts me too. It’s not 
romantic love, not....not even sure if it...was.” 


Mei looked sad, and more than a little lost, and Melissa felt the need to comfort her, to soothe her, 
but how? “Whatever. That’s...beside the point. You get how much I cared. How it got me to think 
you were a possible enemy.” 


“Tm really not that, Mei.” 


“Yeah. I know that now. And...and now I know for sure that he’ll never pick you as his support 


engineer so I have nothing to fear!” Mei said, confidence returning in an instant. Well, that’s just 
the least tactful way to say that... 


“So now that [’'m “safe”, you graciously extend a laurel leaf?” Melissa asked. While she 
appreciated the change, she wasn’t sure she liked being perceived as “inoffensive’...especially 
when she had thought about getting Izuku to switch support companies if Mei’s equipment was 
unsafe. 


“Sure!” Mei said, smiling, “Now that I know you’re not in the best friend stealing business, I give 
you the limited offer of becoming pals!” 


“And that includes...confessing to some pretty huge crimes?” 
“Yep.” Mei admitted, “Though crimes...that’s a stretch!” 
“You just called them “espionage”, Mei.” Melissa hissed. 


“Well!” Mei said, giggled and shrugged, “It’s somewhat accurate, right? After all, I have a hacker 
on my payroll constantly snooping into my rivals’ info and the people in the government who 
could affect my friends’ lives...Since I have that power, shouldn’t I? Shouldn’t I do whatever it 
takes to keep my people safe?” 


Mei’s eyes locked on Melissa’s, and she had the sudden idea that maybe Mei was testing her, 
somehow. “By ignoring the law?” 


“Everyone I have eyes on is ignoring the law in some really, really concerning ways, Melissa.” Mei 
said, her face serious. “They’re dangerous. Yotsubashi and Detnerat are shifting millions of yen 
every single day into shell accounts, getting ready for something big, and the Commission...I 
stopped trusting them after Izuku and everyone returned from fighting AFO. That’s...that’s why I 
have helped the Americans a lot, you see?” 


Melissa’s mind flashed back to the Agency woman, Anna Dobinek, wanting to recruit her. /t’s 
more of the same. Mei’s supposedly on the team, but now she tells me she has some help on the 
side. Are they playing each other? And their cooperation with the HPSC...God, I Island politics 
are less convoluted. 


“So...let me get this straight. You tell me it’s espionage to see my reaction.” Melissa said, and Mei 
nodded, ““Then tell me that the people you’re spying on are threats to Izuku, your other friends and 
yourself?” Mei nodded again, emphatically, “Why?” 


“Because I decided to take a step and trust you, as equals. Might as well start with that, eh? The 
heavy stuff. Don’t worry, I don’t have any plans to cripple the Japanese government or 
anything...at least nothing serious...” Mei laughed, a somewhat evil laugh, if Melissa was asked, “T 
want you in on this, at least knowing what I’m doing. Maybe...maybe protect you too?” 


“What...changed your mind to this point about me, seriously?” 


“Like I said, I realized you’re not a threat and...honestly I felt a bit lonely? Tremendously bored? 
Offering my greatest rival to be friends sounded a bit exciting, okay?” Mei said, grinning ear to ear. 


“You are such an unusual girl, Mei Hatsume...Okay. If it’s about protecting good people like Izuku 
and his family, we should use technology to its fullest.” 


“And snooping into government networks...are you with me in calling that “getting transparent 
information as a taxpayer”? Like...[ pay millions of yen in taxes every month, so...might as well get 


to know stuff they don’t want me to know.” Mei’s expression suddenly darkened, “And why . I 
want to know why they’re spying on us, why they’re watching us from...hmm...” Mei rolled up the 
sleeve of her lightweight linen shirt and revealed a big smartwatch, that she clicked on several 
times. 


“There!” she said, pointed at a camera pole on the very edge of the golf course, then she showed 
Melissa an image on her watch’s screen...of them. Mei turned and waved with her other hand, and 
on the watch, Melissa saw Mei’s figure waving...then flipping off the camera. She turned back, 
tapped a few times on the watch, and then showed Melissa some network details, as well as the 
information it transmitted. 


“That...that says we’re too far for the directional microphone to pick it up.” Melissa said, reading. 
“The system listed is clearly not the name of any security cam brand I know of. This 
software...counterespionage?” 


“Yeah, but I’d need six days of non-stop work to find every camera that has been bugged.” Mei 
said, “Someone’s watching and, given that the Agency and HPSC are both sneaky and heavily 
involved, I narrowed it down to them.” 


“Do the Agency strike you as the kind to do this?” 


“Oh absolutely.” Mei said, “But I’ve talked a fair bit with Dobinek and for her this event is...well, a 
recruitment drive. She already talked with you, didn’t she? Yesterday she sought me out to check if 
I was still on board and she’s scheduled to talk with Shimura and the others tomorrow.” 


“So? Are you still on board?” 


“At least until I figure a way to get Himiko away from their grasp...Man, she’d be such a fine corpo 
spy...” Mei said, wistfully, probably imagining Toga sneaking into offices and royally screwing 
some CEO’s lives. “If I could get Izuku and Himiko away from their influence, I would. But if I 
can’t...P Il just make them do things my way.” 


“Has that worked out so far?” Melissa asked. 


“You'll find that high-tech planes are a good coin to buy favours with, Shield.” Mei said, grinning. 
“Maybe one day I’ll find something that’lI let us leave this mutually beneficial partnership before 
it stops being so...” 


“So that leaves the HPSC?” Melissa asked, nodding towards the camera pole again. On every other 
day, she would have simply assumed that the hotel’s security used it to keep the hotel safe and 
organized, but now that she knew cameras had been hijacked? It was uncomfortable, to say the 
least. 


“Yeah. They sent people over, my hacker and I caught wind of that. We don’t know where they 
are, or who they’re sending the info to. They must’ve set those cameras up, somehow, without 
anyone noticing, so that means that, one, they are good at what they do, and two, someone wants to 
watch what happens here.” Mei said, grimly. “And I don’t think they’d take all these expenses to 
eavesdrop on Anna Dobinek’s interviews with the League.” 


“You do seem to always have an eye on the money, Mei...And your reasoning seems sound to me. 
So, what do you think will happen?” 


Mei shook her head, then started moving, clearly avoiding the camera. “I really, really don’t know. 
I have my hacker looking into it, Shinsou and Mina know all I know, and they’re keeping their 


eyes open too. We need more eyes, more brains. And you have a pretty big one.” 
“Thanks.” Melissa said, giving Mei a sweet smile. “I appreciate that.” 


“Glad to hear that, I was a bit scared you might take my attempt at a compliment as a hint to 
microcephaly! Ha!” Mei said. Then she clapped Melissa’s shoulder, and continued, “Shield, 
something’s going on, and I want to work together to stop it. Whatever it is.” 


“[’m with you.” Melissa replied. She offered her hand, and Mei took it without hesitation. Unlike 
the previous handshakes, which had been calculating and full of practiced professionalism, just 
another move in their game of chess, this new handshake was eager and honest, open and even a 
little vulnerable. 


“As partners?” Mei asked, with the most genuine smile Melissa had seen on her face. Not a smug 
smile, full of self satisfaction and arrogance, just a very endearing, if a bit shy, expectation, “I...P?ve 
only asked one person before to be partners. We all know he said yes but...gets me nervous, okay? 
It’s...uncharacteristically humble of me to do. Partners? Even if it’s just to flush out our enemies 
and-” 


“Of course, Mei.” Melissa said, her smile spreading even further. 


“Never thought I'd get into a spot of counterintelligence and just maybe needing to break 
someone’s jaw, side by side with a /abcoat engineer . Barely more than a designer. With no dirt on 
her fingernails.” Mei said, elbowing Melissa and turning smug yet again. “Without steel toed 
boots. With all the support of daddy’s money and contacts...” 


“How about side by side with a friend?” Melissa asked, interrupting Mei with a sweet tone of 
voice. 


Mei’s mouth opened and closed a couple of times, and then she said, “Aye, I could do that! Now, 
though...I have some stuff to catch you up to speed and some planning I could use a fresh pair of 
eyes to look at. Oh, and I had a few ideas...” 


Kazuto Akiyama adjusted his tie, washed his hands quickly, and left the bathroom, all but sprinting 
down the corridor. To the side, through great glass windows, he could see the Kamino campus of 
the Tokyo University of Science. 


Established in 2012, after a battle between vigilantes and villains had escalated and demolished a 
stadium and a parking lot and the government had sold the land to the university, the campus was 
at the pinnacle of scientific studies for Quirk genetics and Quirk medicine, with some top notch 
virology labs, too. 


Akiyama had been a first year student by the time the 100th anniversary had rolled around, and 
now he worked as a Teaching Assistant, as he was halfway through his Ph.D. and the professor he 
had sought to help was also the one who would be judging his dissertation. 


The Teaching Assistant glided through the masses of students, many in labcoats, many in business 
casual clothes, a few dressed casually, having learned already that looks mattered little when 
outside the lab. He passed quickly through the halls of the Shijo building, named after an old 
professor emeritus who had been at the forefront of Quirk studies back in the 1990’s, then down a 


flight of stairs to one of the bigger classrooms. 


He barged through the door and found only the professor, a stocky man of average height, with 
thin, balding salt and pepper hair, a bushy moustache and intense, glaring eyes, likely as a result of 
the contact lenses he wore to class, that would irritate his eyes and demand occasional bathroom 
breaks for eye drops. 


Under his labcoat, a bit stained pink at the sleeves, likely from lab work with organs and tissue 
samples, the professor wore a fitted business suit. “Professor Sokolov!” Akiyama called as he 
approached, catching the older man by surprise. 


There were still a few minutes before class, so Akiyama wanted to clear up a couple doubts for his 
dissertation and then go over the lesson plan for the day. “Good evening, Assistant!” Sokolov 
replied, an easy, but slightly disturbing smile on his lips. 


Professor Kazuhiro Sokolov was, in his own words, a very late product of the Cold War. His great 
grandfather had sought asylum in the US, and then his grandfather had married to a Japanese 
woman in San Francisco, and his father had chosen to meet his mother’s family. And thus, Sokolov 
had been born three-quarters Japanese, but “cursed” with a foreign surname...as well as the 
prediction that he’d end up “bald as an egg”, as he had once told his students. 


Sokolov was knowledgeable about a number of subjects, from genetics to chemistry, and one of the 
nation’s top experts in the field of Quirk Studies, even though he had only begun to engage in that 
area three years prior, around the same time that All for One had escaped prison. His papers on 
Quirks had given the scientific community something to stick their noses into while the storm 
passed, and he had ended up popular ever after. 


But, like many a genius, he was rather socially inept, with a personality that was arrogant and self- 
loathing at turns, a boundless curiosity, and a blatant disregard for considering ethics and morality 
when discussing “purely scientific” matters. And, if Akiyama was asked, his laugh sounded rather 
evil. 


Thankfully, he was rather benign when grading, even if he did tend to scare first semester folks 
shitless during midterms. 


“Sir, about the suggestion you made the other day with my draft, I had a question.” 


“Spit it out, Akiyama, I want to get class started already! [ve been waiting for some news, too, 
hopefully it won’t need me leaving class. But if it does...” Sokolov said, raising an eyebrow. 


“T’ll continue with the presentation, professor, no worries there. I have gone over it a few times 
already, I’m ready if you need that.” Akiyama replied. It was a...rather unusual subject, certainly 
different from what Akiyama had studied when he had taken the class with a different teacher, 
Professor Sengoku, but it was very likely to engage the class in exciting ways. And who knows, 
maybe I can get inspiration for my papevr... 


“Good! Now, I said to spit it out, son. We don’t have all day.” 


“Right, right...When you corrected me in the conclusion, where I talk about the possibility of 
people carrying two or more Quirks inside their body-” 


“Yes!” Sokolov said, his eyes widening, “There’s many, many sources, Akiyama. The 
“possibility” is a reality , so no need to make a hypothetical out of it...may I suggest going over 
“Nine: Man or demigod? Genetic analysis of a tragedy.” by Doctor Edward Mercer?” 


“Mercer? Sir, wasn’t that guy-” 


“A drunk oaf, far too fond of soaplands and massage parlors, clearly misusing his time in Japan to 
chase tail and bottle?’ Sokolov said, his tone vicious, “Of course he is. But his article is a good 
basis, you’ ll find... Though I can understand if you don’t decide to credit him.” the professor added, 
with a sly smile. 


“That...sounds like a plan, sir.” Akiyama said, matching the professor’s smile. “And I was 
thinking...would my paper be better reviewed if I used a sans serif font?” The dissertation had to be 
written in English, so the international scientific community could benefit instantly, and Akiyama 
was still somewhat new to it. 


“Sans serif, serif...why not go with the old reliable Times New Roman?” Sokolov said, shrugging. 
“Honestly I never pay attention to fonts; when you read Kanji, Katakana, Cyrillic and Romaji on a 
daily basis, it just starts to fade, you know?” 


With Akiyama’s doubts cleared, the professor and his assistant spent the minutes leading up to the 
class session setting up the projector, the professor’s laptop and presentation, and even the air 
conditioning system, so the room wouldn’t become stuffy after a couple hours of class; lethargic 
students were of no use to anyone. 


The first students had started entering the classroom five minutes early, and by the time the 
professor started, everyone had taken their seats. As it was a lecture classroom, the students were 
arranged on several levels, and Akiyama saw laptops all the way up. 


“Students, I'm very pleased to see so many of you after the midterms.” Professor Sokolov said, with 
a smile that only made the front row students shiver. “I did warn you it would all be in the 
midterms! I never lie about exams, never!” 


He paused a few seconds, adjusted his tweed jacket and fidgeted with his glasses, then motioned 
for Akiyama to click for the Powerpoint presentation to start. 


“Now, we covered the very basics of Quirk Theory last semester, finishing with your essays on the 
Quirk Singularity, all of them especially enlightening.” Sokolov said. Akiyama had ended up 
grading several of said essays, and Sokolov was being rather generous by calling them 
“enlightening”, and had admitted to Akiyama that they weren’t truly worthy. Which made me 
terrified for my own dissertation... 


“And the first half of this semester we really delved into how Quirks have evolved dynamically in 
the 22nd century, with outlying cases like All for One, for instance, all of it through the eye of 
science, not morals.” Sokolov continued, giving Akiyama a nod, as if to say ‘Hey, this concerns 
your research, pay attention!’. 


All for One, as the teacher said, was very much a unique case, but the evolution of Quirks was an 
absolutely fascinating subject. And through Sokolov’s “examine the content, ignore the creator” 
method, Akiyama and the students had ended up reading the works of several thinkers not exactly 
approved of, like a disgraced doctor called Garaki, who had been outed as a villain living a triple 
life a few years earlier. 


Masquerading as a pediatrician named Tsubasa, a high ranking doctor, researcher and lecturer 
called Garaki, and a villain mastermind by the name of Ujiko, it had shaken the scientific 
community to the core to find that one of their best and brightest had been playing them for fools, 
for decades. 


But his works were sheer brilliance. Nobody spoke on Quirks with such certainty...and now the 
world knew that Garaki’s certainty had come from his side gig, playing god at the mythical All for 
One’s behest. 


Sokolov moved on as Akiyama changed slides on the Powerpoint, “As a faculty, the Tokyo 
University of Science’s School of Genetic Studies has encouraged us to free ourselves of all 
prejudice when teaching. The director, our esteemed colleague Sengoku, he also teaches 
Introduction to Quirk Prognosis for Medicine, he gave us a marvellous lecture just the other day on 
synthetic, lab grown Quirks, so let me piggyback off his talk...it's still fresh in your minds, isn't it?” 


Akiyama looked around, just as he knew Sokolov was doing. The student’s eager eyes shone with 
recognition, and more than half nodded to the question. 


“Excellent! I see bright eyes and brighter minds that can remember hour long lectures from two 
weeks ago! Tremendous!” Sokolov grinned, then signalled the assistant to move on, “Put 
everything you know about synthetic Quirks in your mind, leave morals aside and focus on theory, 
and prepare for a deep dive into the fascinating, mystifying world of artificial humanity; the 
Nomus!” 


There were more than a few looks of fear, even a couple looks of disgust. But not one of them 
seemed confused. More than anything, their eyes showed curiosity, a need to understand the 
unknown, to crack everything open and see the moving parts. 


They were just like Akiyama; absolutely, even morbidly, curious about the strange new beings. 
From the instant the news anchor had said the words “artificial human” years back, after the USJ 
facility attack, Akiyama had always felt the desire to learn more and more, hoping to get 
permission from the police to dissect one, once he earned his Ph.D. 


“First of all, we need to establish the nomenclature. ““Nomu” is a term used mostly to designate the 
Japanese artificial humans associated mostly with All for One, but those same ones have been seen 
all around the globe. Exposed brains, inhumanly strong...While they are the best known and the 
ones most written about by myself, professor Sengoku, et al., there are hundreds if not thousands 
of cases of parallel development!” 


Sokolov motioned for Akiyama to switch slides, showing a selection of Nomu photographs; the 
first one, dumb and muscular, a couple of “grey” Nomus, the weaker variety, and finally, a so- 
called High End, that had battled Endeavor in a gigantic battle. 


And the next slide showed similar inhuman, strong creatures, but at the same time different. Some 
pictures had urban backdrops, one a desert, and one looked to have been taken in the arctic. “Like 
humans developing techniques to farm and smelt bronze even when separated by thousands of 
miles, today people made imposing artificial constructs just like that! Flesh and might and Quirk; 
Nomus, Leviathans, Mastiff ghouls, Shadows...” 


The next slide showed even more, and Akiyama’s face focused on one called Leviathan. Fought by 
heroes in a European state, fractured away from France, Oseon, the creature had shown up during 
Akiyama’s research, and he was fascinated by the sheer lack of hard facts on it. 


“Take note, students; for homework, you will write a report on an artificial human, your 
assessment and everything you can glean from your research. Next class we will compare notes 
and collaboratively put together a small database on them.” Sokolov said, drawing circles with his 
laser pointer around every artificial human. 


“And there’s your homework, but today’s class...Now, I have acquired some footage from the 


police, showing one of the most powerful, dangerous Nomus, in battle with our current number 
one. It's not stuff you can find on Youtube, I assure you...Take notes, draft a hypothesis on how the 
creature was made, what for and what kinds of improvements it could bring our society to replicate 
such a creature.” 


Laptop keyboards clicked as fast as gunfire, as Sokolov moved over to the computer and plugged in 
a USB thumb drive, selected the single file included, and played it for the class. It showed the 
current number one hero, Miruko, fighting a desperate, brutal close quarters battle against a worm- 
like High End. 


The beast had to have strength augmentations, of course. And probably something to propel itself, 
and maybe regeneration...The students suggested that and more in the first works that arrived to the 
laptop’s inbox. 


And, as the video played, Akiyama looked at Sokolov and...and he looked sad. As if the creature’s 
death was a personal loss. And then, on the bottom corner of the screen, Akiyama saw a 
notification with what looked like GPS coordinates. He turned to look at Sokolov, to ask silently 
for leave to click the notification away... 


But the man’s face was twisted into a massive, chilling grin, and his moustache shook with tension. 
“Balrog!” he uttered, “Balrog has just flown over Midway...and he is not stopping. Soon, soon, 
you’ ll be there just in time , ready to strike...” 


A moonlight walk and a dusty talk 


Tenya lida usually had a hard time relaxing. He was trying to change that, though. 


It was true that he took life seriously, even after three years at UA had taught him to let loose a 
little and enjoy things more. A big part of that growth had been learning to delegate; if he trusted 
his team, he wouldn’t worry about them getting hurt, or getting bad grades, or exploding randomly 
from one of Hatsume’s experiments... 


The other part had been developing that trust, and letting his friends influence him, his point of 
view, and his opinions. In Shouto he found a friend who understood that family should never be 
taken for granted, and how precious it was when they were alright, from Momo he found more fun 
ways to still be responsible and diligent, from Hatsume he learned that even something as 
innocuous as a shoe had the potential to be something else. Like the abominable "Hamburger 
Helper (with Violence) Shoe" Baby, which let Izuku fully cook a beef patty with a single kick... 
Those had been some particularly hair-raising times at UA. 


From other friends, like Bakugou and his little group, he learned that sometimes one needed to 
have fun , no matter what. From Tsuyu he learned to further appreciate big siblings, in all shapes 
and sizes, and their precious role for society. And he had somehow won over her little brother as an 
Ingenium fan! 


From Izuku, he learned more and more how a strong moral compass was more important than 
following established rules...as well as how dangerous it was to toe that line. Pretty much every 
stress Tenya currently felt could be tracked back to Izuku and his decisions, but he still didn’t 
resent his friend. 


Because he had learned from Ochako the value of letting go. 


It wasn’t the easiest thing for him, or for her. They kept grudges and fears from their past, and had 
to consciously overcome them. With some they were more successful than with others, like 
Ochako accepting Toga as a friend, even after legitimately hating the former villain, and her getting 
over the last of her poisoned feelings to finally befriend Izuku again. 


And Tenya...he thought he had done just as good about Stain. Just seeing the murderer roaming the 
hotel the entire day had soured his mood considerably, and only a good long time talking with 
Ochako had helped. 


They had discussed all sorts of things; from the weather being amazing, to how excited they were 
about bringing her parents over next, to their plans alone for the days after the wedding, to how 
Ochako still felt rather robbed of her old dream, by how similar Toga’s choices had been to 
everything. 


And in the end, they had talked about how Izuku was oblivious to it all, watching the world 
through rose tinted glasses, expecting everyone to give Toga as much of a second chance as he had. 
Ochako had decided to talk it over with Izuku, to temper his convictions a bit, and meanwhile, 
Tenya had sought out his brother. 


For an hour or so they talked, finally making their plan for Stain. 


All Might and Izuku already had a meeting planned, with a small conference room booked and 
everything at the hotel, Tensei had explained. And, while confronting Stain among half a dozen 


others, including Toga’s secret brother that nobody had met before, sounded a bit strange, it 
definitely seemed less dangerous than facing Stain one on one. 


Dangerous for him. What if...if he said something about Tensei? About my friends? About Ochako? 
Could I hold back and be the bigger man, just like I failed to be when I fought him? Could I be a 
“true hero”, if I saw the monster from my nightmares insult those I love, ignore every sacrifice, 
every pain, everything they faced to become heroes? 


As much as he knew he had grown as a person, he didn’t much want to give Stain the chance to get 
inside his mind in the ways a one on one would allow. 


He had been mulling that over when Ochako returned, finding him with Tensei at one of the 
hotel’s bars, called Kahuna’s, where both Iida’s had been drinking orange juice (on the rocks), a 
fact that had clearly disappointed the bartender, a tall man with a surfer’s build and an easy smile. 


“Hey guys!” Ochako said, her smile easier now, her expression calm. She said everything she 
needed to say! I’m so proud of her. “Tensei, you mind giving me Tenya over?” 


“Bedtime for you, kiddos?” Tensei asked, cheekily, raising his eyebrows suggestively. While that 
was definitely a plan for later, they had a couple of ideas of their own to relax a bit, and to wake up 
well rested for their trial with Stain the next day. 


“You could call it that, sure.” Ochako said, returning the smile. She reached excitedly for Tenya’s 
hand and all five fingertips connected, very much on purpose, so she could pull him more easily 
towards her. “Come on! Let’s go back, I got leftovers!” she said, revealing six full sized tupperware 
containers full of food that the League had taken before. 


After an evening dealing with jetlag, both of them tired and grumpy, they had found their attempt 
at exploring the hotel soured when they had happened upon Stain, both of them deciding to go 
back to the room and rest; with many days in their vacation, they were in no rush to “get things 
done”. 


So having a lazy night eating food rightfully taken from those brigands was a rather nice idea, but 
eventually, as the night of the 23rd of October advanced, they got bored of the TV shows available, 
all talk shows and news programmes. Taking a well earned vacation, the last thing they needed 
was to hear about whatever villain had just been apprehended in Michigan or what the pro hero 
Lady Liberty thought about upcoming movies... 


So they decided to go for a walk. 


“How about we go and check out that spot from earlier?” Ochako had suggested, and Tenya had 
loved the idea. 


The “spot” was a cozy little rocky cleft in the outermost part of the bay, at the very edge of the 
beach, that they could see from their room window. In the night, with the soft orange glow of the 
lamps being limited to the area closer to the pools, it would be a bit trickier to find the rocks. 


But they had well made sandals, a lot of energy, and their mood seemed to improve minute by 
minute. Oh, and they had flashlights on their phones! 


“T take it the talk with Izuku went well?” Tenya asked, as they set foot on the sand. While eating 
and surfing channels, they hadn’t found the occasion to discuss what troubled them, either due to 
having full mouths, or plain boredom getting in the way, but the instant they had set foot outside 
into the night’s still warm air, Tenya felt the time was here. 


Instead of holding hands, Ochako had her arm intertwined with his. It looked old fashioned, and it 
made him feel a bit dorky, but it had been Ochako’s idea from the start, thinking it fit him, like a 
‘sort of fantasy knight with really big legs’. 


“Yeah. He...he took it surprisingly well.” Ochako said, her voice gentle. In the year and a half 
since Toga had appeared back in their lives, Ochako had rebuilt her relationship with Izuku from 
the ground up, after the tense and estranged vibe between them had been shattered with rage, and 
then they had ended at an almost familial friendship, with Ochako settling into the spot of “the 
friend who tells the hard truths” for both Izuku and Toga. 


And those two needed hard truths alarmingly often... “For a moment I thought I might even have 
broken our friendship, but he just...listened. He disagreed with some stuff, but I’m sure I made him 
think.” 


“What do you think he’Il do?” Tenya asked, “With Izuku...we both know he’d face the entire world 
if it meant staying true to himself and Toga...would probably kill half the world if they hurt him.” 


“Yeah. That’s pretty much what I think, but...[ don’t know. He seemed receptive to how all of us 
see her under a different light, even when we want to like her. Maybe he’Il think a bit more before 
he does something as...reckless as this whole plan with the villains.” Ochako said, laughing softly, 
“IT was there at their “party” for like...two seconds? And they had already destroyed a piece of 
furniture!” 


“As expected of them!” Tenya said, without any malice. Even if he could believe that the villains 
would be on their best behavior, he knew that they were all unruly and chaotic, and likely causing 
as much grief and property damage as that time Sero and Kaminari had taken LSD... 


“T think Deku just...wanted to please everyone. But most of all, he wanted to make Himiko happy 
and...well...yeah. Next time, though?” 


“Next time he might not?” 


“Exactly!” Ochako said, “I think that all of us will be a priority next time, instead of, 
well...Shigaraki and pals.” Ochako’s voice made it absolutely clear; she didn’t really like the 
League members, even if she could trust them for a few days. “So....how about you and Tensei? 
Good talk?” 


“Conversation always feels easier with several rounds of fresh-squeezed orange juice! The 
bartender even mentioned that the oranges are grown on this very island, they were absolutely 
fresh! My Quirk feels fueled up, and I feel invigorated...physically, at least.” 


Engine, the lida family Quirk, manifested a bit differently for each member, but they all had in 
common their love for orange juice, which worked as a sort of organic, incredibly efficient fuel 
source for the biological exhaust pipes on his legs, or on his brother’s arms, or even on the ankles 
of his cousin Teiko lida, the Osaka Sprinter. With some juice daily, he could run fast and for 
amazingly long distances, and back in Japan he and every other lida were sponsored by Natchan!, 
the most popular brand, made by the Suntory company. 


“You two went over your plan again? Anything changed?” Ochako asked. 


“Not really. The idea is the same; we’re a united front, showing him that he didn’t beat us. The 
only change is that there will be more people around. They’re on our side, so there’s that...” Tenya 
said, shaking his head lightly. 


“And how do you feel about it? How do you really feel?” 


“T...1 think I'm ready for tomorrow. For whatever happens with Stain. I mean...Tensei spent ten 
whole minutes explaining that all he has is the clothes the prison gave him and we'll check him 
beforehand, so...at least that I can count on.” 


“And we have Himiko's promise that he'll kill him if he tries anything.” Ochako said, but she didn't 
sound too confident about her friend's oath. “I’m pretty sure she already has a weapon or ten and 
told Stain about it. I know she’s good, definitely good enough to fight him, maybe even if he was 
at his prime. But winning? I... dunno, Tenya.” 


“That's..not especially reassuring, but thankfully she isn’t our only line of defense...” Tenya 
replied. “I don’t think that it’s a fight breaking out that gets me. It’s...it’s words . He can’t hurt us 
in the same ways, but...” He sighed, full of frustration, tense and confused. What is it, really? 
What nightmare do I feel likeliest? Him escaping and hurting others again? “Judging” heroes 
once more? That he’ll undo everything we achieved? Or...that he’ll prove I didn’t grow up as I 
thought I had? 


“Hey.” Ochako said, lowering her voice a little, soft among the waves. “Do you feel scared? Even 
with all of us there, even with everything? I am here for you.” 


With Ochako he could be completely open, vulnerable, he could extend his hand and know she 
would pull him up. She had never left him alone with his pain, with his doubts...even when dealing 
with her own problems, she had been there for him from the start. When Tensei’s life had been 
hanging from a thread, she had been there, the first to call him, to offer him a friendly ear, and her 
endless strength... 


“Yeah. I’m afraid. Of a lot of things about this meeting.” Tenya finally admitted. They walked 
silently for a few moments, the sand ruffling softly beneath their feet. She was listening, waiting 
for him to continue, holding his arm tightly, pressed against him warmly. “I know I shouldn't fear. 
I know we have talked so, so much about this...” 


“You don't need to justify it, Tenya.” she said, “It doesn’t matter if it’s the first time or the 
tenth...you and I are just...ridiculously stubborn. So I understand, baby. I understand if your brain 
doesn’t let go so easily, cause mine doesn’t either. It takes a bit more effort but...[ know just how 
brave you are by facing all this.” She touched the tip of his nose, and, even though his night vision 
was terrible, he could tell from her voice that she was smiling. “You know I will never, ever judge 


bed 


you. 

“T...1 do know that, Ochako. I...” he paused for a moment, unsure how to continue. They reached 
the “spot” by the time he found his words, Ochako patiently waiting for him. “I’m almost certain 
he can’t escape. That he won’t even try. But the tiniest part of me can’t help considering the 


possibility and...[ can’t bear to think what would happen if...if he got lucky. If he hurt Tensei 
again, or...or you.” 


They stood for a moment in silence, until Ochako spoke. Her voice was steady, comforting, “We 
can trust our friends. And...I’m not about to let anyone play with my blood. Himiko already did far 
too much of that back when she took my blood, and I ain’t letting Stain get the better of me, hell 
no!” 


“Ochako...” 


“Tenya, there’s no way all of us would lose against him.” 


“T guess...Even if I feel like we can win...that J could beat him, even on my own, if we fought, even 
if a good life is vengeance enough, even with all that...If he insulted my friend, if he insulted you...I 
don't know how I would react. And I feel like...like I would lose all the progress I made if I lost my 
temper. That he would win.” 


“Hey...he lost .” Ochako said, her voice sharp, accepting no arguments. She motioned for them to 
sit down, and they found a comfortable place on top of the rocks, some five meters above the 
waves. From there they would probably be able to see the whole beach during daytime, but at 
night, all they saw was stars and the moon. 


“Tenya, he lost five years ago. You and Deku and Shouto, you three won and ended him as a 
threat. He can't beat you now! If he thinks I'm a fake, he can kiss my ass! I ain't working to be 
some psycho's definition of heroism... just want to help my parents, and make people safe and 
happy to do it. If he has a problem with that, he can go fuck himself!” 


Ochako was thick skinned and resilient, so resilient...but Tenya cherished her and couldn't bear the 
idea of her being called a fake. 


“You are as true as it gets, Ochako. Noble, kind, honest, reliable and hardworking! If he said 
otherwise-” 


“We'll ignore him.” she said, firmly, bringing her face just a bit closer. Tenya reached out to touch 
her, teasingly poking a chubby cheek. He just loved to kiss them... 


“Sounds...like a plan.” Tenya said, cupping Ochako's soft, round cheeks between his hands. He 
pulled her closer, and they shared a quick, sweet kiss, then left their foreheads touching. 


“Tt'll be fine. He's just...a broken man. Defeated. We'll be okay.” Tensei says the same. Can they 
really be sure? Can we ever truly defeat an idealist? 


“We have to be. And...it'll be the way to move forward.” 


They sat for a long moment on the sandy rocks, as the night grew deeper and darker around them. 
The dark blue sky had turned almost black, and the stars shone bright. 


"Reminds me of your hair. Ochako said, giggling, “So dark and smooth!” 
“And the stars?” 


“Remember that time your shampoo got mixed up with Kirishima's hair product so the dye would 
stick?” Ochako said, elbowing him. 


A shudder ran down Tenya's back. “Oh god, I remember...All those white strands, I thought I was 
going grey from stress and worry about our classmates...and then my scalp got so itchy.” His dry 
flakes of dandruff were not a fond memory, but if Ochako could get a laugh out of it, maybe it 
wasn’t so bad. 


And thankfully Tsuyu knew some home remedies and Tenya's scalp had been healed from what 
turned out to be an allergic reaction to the product. 


“T thought you looked distinguished .” Ochako said, teasingly. 


“T doubt I had ten minutes free of scratching to appear halfway decent.” Tenya replied, feeling a bit 
flustered. She always did find ways to make him feel handsome and attractive. 


“Makes me really curious to see how you'll look when we get older. Hmmm...salt and pepper 
Tenya sounds so fine, though...” she said, giggling. And he couldn’t help but wonder how she 
would look in ten or twenty years, and feel really excited by the idea. 


She had only become more beautiful with time, after all. He wasn’t a shallow man, not at all, and it 
had been her upbeat personality and sheer willpower that had made him fall for her, but he would 
have needed to be blind not to notice her gorgeous, warm, honest brown eyes and heartwarming 
smile from the first moment he had seen her. 


And, while he would never be anywhere near as much an “avid worshipper of the female figure” as 
Mineta and Tokage, he had to admit that Ochako’s body was everything he had dreamed of and 
much more... 


“You got a bit quiet...were you imagining me, like I just started imagining you?” It was too dark to 
see, but he was sure that her cute little eyebrows were moving up and down, teasingly. 


“Yes! I think you will look beautiful!” he said, “Not that you aren’t now! But...also beautiful!” He 
realized that he had started moving his arms and gesturing, and stopped himself. “I...1 think you 
get what I meant.” 


“Course I do.” she said, getting closer and nuzzling into his chest. “I think I really wanna find out 
how we change, you know?” 


“Me too, Ochako, me too.” Tenya said, grabbing her shoulder and pulling her a bit closer. He 
looked back to the night sky, with the stars and the moon seeming a little bit brighter now. Gotta be 
like...11 p.m. now? Later, even? 


“Not just how our bodies and faces will change. [...[ think Pll look a bit like my mom, if ’m 
honest. A bit on the chubbier side, unless I keep working out a lot, and, with you and everyone, I’m 
sure my face’ll be full o’ laugh lines...But how about mentally? Emotionally? I won’t have the 
same worries forever, I’m sure of that.” 


“T’ve been so caught up with all this Stain business and our normal hero affairs that...it is right, I 
disregard looking that far forward... wonder what trials we’ll face then?” Many ideas flashed 
through his mind; new villains, as strong, if not stronger, than those they had faced before, new 
changes, perhaps even losses. 


As pro heroes, they were in constant danger, and the chances of losing a friend were never zero, no 
matter how strong and capable...and his mind also wandered to a fantasy where he chased a small 
child, with brown hair and a round face, who clasped his glasses and ran away, a true speedster 
even before kindergarten... 


“Who knows, maybe we’ Il fight weird villains, like...a stocky man who throws a hat real good, but 
the hat’s brim’s got blades...” 


“If that ever happens, I’m sure we’ll win.” Feeling much less worried about Stain now that Ochako 
had introduced the dreadful idea of somehow ending up in a deathmatch with cheesy spy film 
henchmen, Tenya let go of the last bit of negativity he had been holding onto. 


Breathe in, breathe out...and all that was left was Ochako, Tenya, and the ocean waves, splashing 
at the rocks beneath. The waves crashed against the rocks, over and over, spraying them with salty 
mist every once in a while. After the hot day, and the warm night, it felt absolutely refreshing... 


And they enjoyed it for hours on end, watching the stars and the moon and the sea, feeling as if 


they were just the only people in the world. They drifted comfortably from topic to topic, enjoying 
the calm conversation as much as the long spells of silence. 


“T didn't think it was possible but I'm starting to get a bit chilly! Want to go back? The evening 
naps and the jetlag screwed up my sleep cycle, I think so we could...to get in that sleepy, cuddly 
mood, you know...” 


“A lovely idea, Ochako!” 


They started walking back, when they saw something, no, someone, swimming close to the shore, 
or perhaps standing on chest height water. 


Tenya squinted, curiously trying to see, “Is that...people?” Tenya cursed his bad eyesight once 
more, especially the lackluster night vision inherited from his mother’s side of the family. Tensei 
would probably tease me and say “Look, baby bro! I have spotted a rare bird 600 meters away!” 


“T think so...I researched Hawaii a lot, you know? There ain’t no penguins or...well, except the 
hotel manager. But the wildlife doesn’t really match...that’s hair! Very, very long.” 


“Hmmm...I think I can see them more now. It is people. Really close together. Their hair looks 
light in the moonlight, like...”” We have many people with light hair in our party. Melissa Shield 
and also Twice and Miss Ragdoll. All Might-sensei, too. Toga, of course. But none of them have 
hair that long...wait. I know who they are. 


“Oh god! It's my senpai Nejire! And she's with Shimura. Oh...OH.” The wind then carried some 
sound their way, some very recognizable sounds, “Oh no, we should leave!” 


“Yes! This is highly inappropriate, it's really lewd and-” 


“Probably a bit weird to do in the salt water, not gonna lie.” Ochako added, as they quickened their 
pace away from the awkward situation. 


“Yes, that too.” Tenya admitted. Then again who am I to judge them, except for public indecency? 
We have also done some rather...inventive things in the bedroom and it has been nothing but 
healthy fun...But in public? My word! 


They hurried back to the pool area, feeling strange after witnessing something they weren’t meant 
to. It just felt...taboo. Tenya disliked having invaded their privacy by accident, even if only for a 
few moments. 


“T gotta admit, though, that’s pretty ballsy. Just...going for it. Not caring a damn. Guess that’s a 
very Nejire thing to do.” Ochako said, then her eyes met Tenya’s, with a mischievous gleam. “Are 
you thinking what I’m thinking?” 


“For tonight, out here that it’s a bit chilly, and in this area where I can spot three security cameras? 
Well, not really. Tonight our room sounds just about perfect, I believe. But another time? Another 
place?” 


It broke all kinds of rules, it was incredibly dangerous to the reputations of them both. If they were 
caught having sex in public...wel, that would just about destroy their images as wholesome, family 
friendly heroes...And that danger was unexpectedly attractive at the moment. 


“Even if it’s inappropriate, if we can be careful...Heck yeah, we’ll do that some other time!“ 


“Okay, everyone’s finally here.” Hakurin Hidan said, as the last person missing, the assassin 
Datura, walked into the dusty room. Once it had been the conference room of a small hotel a mile 
west from the outskirts of Kahului, the town closest to their target, but now the hotel was derelict, 
abandoned, reclaimed by nature. 


“First of all, what is “here”? We had to clean up the driveway for thirty minutes and you haven’t 
even told us what this place used to be.” Sobek, a fighter with the head of a crocodile and self- 
proclaimed Egyptian roots, asked. He was rather strong and seemed like a vicious character, even 
if Hakurin had only seen him fiercely attack pizza slices before. He hoped the man would live up 
to his boasting...But if he didn’t, Silverback’s men would pick up the slack. 


One of Hakurin’s childhood friends and allies, the girl nicknamed Grease, had found the place, so 
she spoke up. “Used to be a hotel, before the Hawaiians all but nationalized the hotel industry. This 
dump couldn’t compete and they went bankrupt.” 


“Are there rats here?” asked Joao dos Santos, a Brazilian merc, hired for the job by some pirate 
king out of Roanapur, who had somehow found out about the hit and wanted in with his foreign 
killer, the infamous Rio de Janeiro Ripper 


“None that we have seen so far.” Ghost replied, their voice changer modulating their voice to a 
completely neutral, emotionless pitch. “Bringing the van around would have sent any scurrying, 
and we saw none at all.” 


The van was an old local truck, provided by Ghost’s employers. Just one more price to pay to kill 
Mei Hatsume; a shitty old panel van, and the ton of gas it'll guzzle... It was marked with “Mike’s 
Adventure Tourism” decals on both sides, almost bleached white by the sun, and it was the perfect 
cover story in case anyone wondered why a van would be heading down seldom used forest roads, 
and was parked in abandoned places. 


If anyone asked, they were just a bunch of weirdos doing a bit of urban spelunking. The vague 
legality of it would give them more than enough time to invent a better alibi. 


“Tf there’s no rats, then it’s already muito melhor than Sao Paulo...Paraisopolis would eat all of you 
alive, my friends.” Joao said. “There’s any changes to the plan?” 


“None.” Hakurin replied, “Runt, have you checked the rooms?” 


Runt was his other childhood friend, another Kamino orphan. At almost twelve feet tall, he was 
easily the largest man in the room, towering more than a meter above the second tallest, Sobek. 
And of course, he was the widest. So any room he checked would not only be checked for safety, 
but also for being able to support a large, heavy man. 


“Yeah. Benefits of arriving early. Even found a gym, the punching bags seem about the right size 
for Deku.” Runt said. His Quirk, called “Big”, gave him an increase in size, and an exponential 
increase to his strength relative to a person his size, being several orders of magnitude stronger 
than what his muscles already suggested. 


And with a hit of Trigger, they were sure he would be more than a match for Izuku Midoriya and 
his super strength Quirk, publically known as “Superpower”. 


“The rooms, big man!” Datura asked. A somewhat unremarkable, nondescript woman from 
Hokkaido, but rather heavily armed with shotguns and handguns, she hoped to make a name for 
herself by killing All Might and as many heroes as possible. “How were they?” 


“They desperately need cleaning. They are even dustier than this room. But better than expected, 
honest!” Though he was usually a cheerful fellow, he was the only one of Hakurin’s trio that had 
already taken lives, snapping the necks of some thugs that had tried mugging them years ago. 
“So...anyone have a vacuum? Or a cleaning Quirk? Like...Grease here can make plants grow. I’m 
strong. Hakurin...[ mean, Iconoclast has got his danger smoke. Ghostie has glowie hands. You’re a 
crocodile,” he said, pointing at Sobek, “And he’s Brazilian.” 


“ Caralho , 1 am much more than that!” Joao said, “My Quirk lets me interface naturally with 
cybernetic enhancements and gives me the strength and reflexes of a god! But I was born dirt poor 
and had to sell my life to the-” 


“Okay, he doesn’t have a cleaning Quirk, got it.” Runt interrupted, pointing his gigantic finger to 
Datura for the last. “How about you?” 


“Wanna know how I got my name, big guy?” Datura said, raising an eyebrow. With long black 
hair, brown eyes, clear skin and sensible glasses, she would have looked at home as a 
schoolteacher or a mother at the market. But the moment she dressed in her “work clothes”, cargo 
pants, an off-white Japanese biker jacket and worn leather belts for almost a hundred shotgun 
shells, and tall armored boots, that one realized she was no ordinary woman. 


“T think...I think you had told us?” Runt asked, scratching his brow. Indeed, she had told them her 
story when first joining, but Runt had probably not paid attention. 


“T did! Three times! I told you how I took the name of the poison flower, Datura, also known as 
hell’s bells, moonflower, jimsonweeds...” 


“ Jimsonweeds ? That name is so lame.” Grease said, with a short laugh. Hakurin joined her, it was 
a pretty dumb sounding name. 


“Fuck off. I was just about to explain how I picked the name. Again. Because the big blockhead 
doesn’t know.” 


“['m sorry.... probably forgot.” Runt said, shrugging. “Why didn’t you pick a cool name, 
like...like...”’, The Blade”?” 


“What are you, a thirteen year old chuunibyou? That name sucks.” Datura replied. 
“Says you, Jimsonweed.” Runt replied, blowing a raspberry at the woman. 


“Guys, enough.” Hakurin said, before they could further descend into a childish fight. “He just 
wants to know if you can help clean. Everyone else knows your thrilling backstory as a serial killer 
and how your pals named you out of wordplay.” 


“Fuck you, Iconoclast, I like telling my story.” Datura replied. “But yeah, I don’t have any cleaning 
stuff. I was thinking of staying in a motel.” 


“Same here.” added Sobek. The gator man was covered in gold chains, which meant he was the 
opposite of stealthy, but he had somehow been one of the crew with the best luck when tailing the 
targets back in Japan. “One with normal rooms, you know?” 


“Suits me.” Hakurin said. He was staying at a medium hotel in downtown Kahului, cheaper due to 


the older rooms, and being so far from the seas that one couldn’t even smell it. “We just need one 
person to look out for our stuff, everyone else can stay in town with no issue. Ghost, you’ve got 
first shift, Runt gets second. Tomorrow, it’s me and Grease. We’ll go along with the alibi and move 
Ghost’s van around in the mornings and evenings. It’s labelled as “Mike’s”...who wants to be 
Mike?” 


Both Sobek and Joao raised their hands, and Hakurin ordered them to settle it in a game of rock, 
paper, scissors, ending up with the Brazilian smugly grinning as he introduced himself to everyone 
as Chad Michael “Mike” Smith, going so far as to quickly change his clothes to a (rather 
convincing) eco tourism outfit consisting of a loose tank top, worn out hiking boots, a silky 
bandana tied around his wavy hair and cheap sunglasses on. 


“My god, Brazilian...you packed a douchebag outfit?” Ghost asked, looking up from their nails, 
which they were painting a rich green colour. 


“Yes! Just in case.” Joao replied. 


“Ill work wonders, but you might need some tacky bead bracelets for people to look a bit less at 
the cybernetics. Anyone else want an alias or do we keep going? No takers? Great. Now, the plan 
keeps going, thanks to that map my source had provided.” 


They had planned their every move based on blueprints procured by Hakurin’s contact, the same 
person who had as much power to sic Edgeshot on him and extract the information on a private 
wedding that not a single paparazzo had knowledge of... 


“Everyone knows their positions? Now, one more thing; remember that we’ll all be wearing masks. 
At least everyone in this crew.” Hakurin took his leather gas mask from one of Ghost’s equipment 
chests, quietly ferried into Hawaii by their benefactor’s plane. He held the mask up high, the green 
lenses shining bright. 


“This one is mine. Don’t shoot the guy with the gas mask, trench coat and the cloak, 
understood?!” They all nodded and fished their masks from within backpacks, equipment boxes 
and, in Sobek’s case, the inside of his rubber boot. 


“Boss, mine’s more of a umm...headdress. It’s called a nemes . Got it when I travelled to Egypt.” 


“The point to the masks is that we recognize each other, it'll be a perfectly fine choice, man. Even 
if you’ll look like a goddamn pharaoh.” Ghost carried their mask and voice changer everywhere 
they went; Runt had picked a simple stretch balaclava, especially woven twice as large for him; 
Grease had a breathable leather mask that covered the lower half of her face. 


Joao could wrap the bandana around his mouth and nose to obscure his identity and finally, Datura 
carried a ballistic mask shaped and painted to resemble the face of a traditional Japanese Noh 
mask. The eerie, uncanny features creeped out Hakurin, but after everything he had been through, it 
looked almost benign . 


“Okay. Everyone’s pretty much ready, so we'll call it a day and start resting. Those on 
lookout...we’ll be back with food in a while. If you have any requests, tell them now , or I'll give 
you whatever we find. And finally...you guys do remember when the wedding starts?” 


“Of course,” replied Grease, fiddling with her rifle. While Runt had more than enough with a set of 
oversized titanium brass knuckles, and Hakurin planned to mostly rely on his white phosphorus 
Quirk in the coming battle, with his old revolver as a backup, Grease didn’t have any Quirk 
advantages, so she had grown up around guns to defend herself, once Hakurin and Runt had run 


away from the orphanage, to start the path of revenge, and she had followed. 


Through those days of petty crime, of shoplifting and getting in fistfights with delinquents and 
other low level thugs, of bickering with the homeless and once in a while trying to “go legit” again 
by working as convenience store clerks for a few weeks at a time, Grease had picked up shooting, 
and the times where they had joined gangs and villain bands she had taken advantage as much as 
possible to practice, and was a pretty decent marksman by now. 


She owned two rifles: a hunting rifle modified to shoot anti-Quirk bullets (that Silverback would be 
bringing over when his boat arrived), and an old Russian SVD sniper rifle, also known as a 
Dragunov. It was an antique, but it worked, and beggars couldn’t be choosers, and Hakurin hoped 
she’d give it good use.. 


“The ceremony starts at 9 a.m., on the 26th, so the day after tomorrow, and we’re timing it to hit 
right before the priest finishes the thing. You know, when he asks the two idiots their wedding 
vows? That’s when we do it.” 


Trial 


“So? What the hell is it, Hawks?” Rumi Usagiyama asked, “Just got done wiping off a crime 
syndicate on the rise here in Nagoya. Wanna congratulate me? Invite me over to some food? I’m 
fucking starving and those HPSC fucks didn’t have the decency to have a single bite ready! Come 
on, birdy, tell me you’re not here just to talk.” 


Hawks had asked to meet at the top observation platform of Nagoya TV Tower, the oldest such 
tower in Japan, from what Rumi could read on a nearby plaque. The tower was closed down for 
maintenance, but a couple of jumps had been enough to get around the works quickly and quietly 
for the meeting. 


He had mentioned in his text that he had something important to talk about, and, after the crappy 
day Rumi had “enjoyed” so far, with the HPSC suits making her progress slow down to a crawl, 
and denying her precious carbs and protein, she had chosen to place all her hopes on the chance 
that Hawks had bought some chicken. 


“Oh Rumi, you know I'd never ask for a favour while empty handed.” Keigo said, all smiles, as he 
plucked a large plastic container, perfectly sealed, from a messenger bag he carried. Given his 
wings and the way they moved to fly, a backpack would have been a truly stupid idea. Hawks 
unsealed the container, and the amazing aroma of spicy chicken filled the air around them. “It’s 
karaage!” 


“The only thing better than kick power? SPICY CHICKEN?” 
“VES '? 


Karaage was a style of fried chicken native to Nagoya, and the spices used in its preparation were 
just the right thing after a frustrating set of fights against annoyingly weak enemies and then 
having to explain her every move to a team of police examiners. 


“Hawks, if you weren’t married already, I’d fucking elope with you right now.” Rumi said, 
snatched the container, and started eating. The spicy chicken was a godsend , burning her tongue a 
little as she ate, but thankfully Hawks had stashed a couple bottles of tea on his bag and shared one 
with Rumi, as soon as he managed to secure a bit of chicken for himself. 


“Always happy to help whoever is the number one, you know me.” Hawks said, with a wink. 


“How convenient that the only three number ones you’ve known are your father in law, your friend 
and a guy who never asked for any fucking help, right?” Rumi said. While it would have likely 
been a death sentence for anyone else, somehow Hawks had not only managed to win over 
Endeavor’s daughter, but the big man himself as a friend , not just a father in law, which was 
perhaps the riskiest example of finesse Rumi knew about. 


“Hey, you know I could have just as well given All Might something to eat sometime. If...if he’d 
had a stomach back then, of course.” Hawks said, taking another spicy wing and devouring it in 
seconds. He was known as the fastest hero, and Rumi didn’t lag too far behind in their chicken 
eating. 


“T’ve come to really respect the man, now that he’s just a civvie. Back when he was number 
one...well, you know. The Commission used him as much as they used us to keep that idea of 
“peace” and...I guess I resented him for not having to dirty his hands, and being just a “face”. But 


now that he actually has time to talk...I actually grabbed a coffee with him the other day. I asked 
him about All for One, off the record, and...he was more like us than I imagined.” 


“Us, huh?” Rumi said, looking at her hands on instinct. She had killed, many times, when battles 
were firecest, when she was cornered with no other option, when her opponents were creatures 
devoid of reason and fighting out of bloodlust. She had always assumed All Might to be above 
that. 


But someone had taken down All for One’s power base, back then. 


“Yeah. [...[ didn’t mean you, specifically, Rumi, you...you’re not like me. Like the old me.” Hawks 
said, all the cheer draining from his voice. 


“Maybe not, but don’t think I’m completely foreign to that kind of stuff.” she said, patting him on 
the arm. “Even if we’re supposed to “keep it quiet”...you can talk to me. That’s what friends are 
for. Loyalty, brotherhood...that kinda shit matters to me, you know it.” 


Due to Rumi becoming a hero at a later age than some of her peers (because underground cage 
matches were apparently “too dangerous” and “illegal” for Japan’s limp dicked bureaucrats in 
charge of laws about what hero students could or couldn’t do, and their absolute disregard for the 
benefits of kick power), and Hawks quickly becoming a household name, they had started with a 
somewhat equal standing and hit it off, as people too skilled to wait for sidekicks, and as sociable 
people who were loners at heart. 


For him, all the training had made it easy to adopt a friendly, gregarious persona, and for 
her...Rumi did love herself some bragging and boasting and tall tales about her battles, even if deep 
down what she wanted to say, and couldn’t, was a little deeper. 


“I know. Kinda funny, isn’t it? When we met, we were adamantly opposed to teams. The 
Commission made my agency start taking sidekicks but you...you’re still independent and...well, I 
still prefer working alone. But I trust you completely.” 


“[’m missing the joke? That ain’t funny at all, dumbass! You got my back, I got yours, without 
lame teams determining that.” 


Hawks gave her a sad little smile, “You’re the best, you know that, right?” 
Rumi laughed and shrugged, “I owe it all to not skipping leg day...Are you keeping up, birdman?” 


He groaned annoyedly and waved his hand, “Come on, Rumi! You think I asked for a sneaky 
secret meeting to get scolded for not working out my calves?” 


“It’s for your own good , you fucking stick figure . And you keep going on how it’s a big ask, so... 
spit it the fuck out. You already bribed me with a generous offering of protein, carbs and sauce, 
and the tea was a nice extra...So talk, Hawks. Let the number one hear you out with her big, fluffy 
bunny ears.” 


“It's gonna have to be a quiet thing, just keep that in mind, okay?” Hawks said. Ugh. Stealth. 
Reminds me of that time I tried out different hero suit options back at school and the sneaking suit I 
chose ripped open at the back. Not my fucking fault a bit of a flex tore apart leather, is it? 


“IT can do stealth just fine, I just prefer open battle.” Rumi said, with an angry grunt. “Just don’t 
expect me to wear a catsuit like that Toga brat.” As the number one, she had very high clearance to 
watch classified battle records, and she had taken a short interest in Deku and his sneaky 
spy/villain/gremlin girlfriend, Toga, after they had rooted out the second most wanted man in the 


planet, Pestilentia, fought their way into his lair, and murdered him rather effectively. 


If she ever got a chance to talk with Toga, she might commend her growth, from the girl Rumi had 
fought on top of Tartarus and given her a couple of scars (Rumi had been toying a bit, so Toga 
hadn’t taken that much damage from her kicks), to an agent that could hold her own in bigger 
fights. 


But more than anything, she might compliment her choice of that skin tight sneaking suit, which 
didn’t seem obviously stealthy at first, being off white mainly, but her choice implied a supreme 
confidence in her stealth. 


“For one, a bunny wearing a catsuit would be against all rules of nature, and my legs look better in 
a leotard!” 


“Rumi, no person alive can deny that. And don’t worry, I’m thinking about social stealth for this.” 


“A disguise?” Can I follow through in All Might’s footsteps as a number one nobody recognizes? 
What’s the plan, glasses, combing my hair a different way, saying I’m from the American Midwest 
instead of an alien planet? Bah! As if people would fall for that! 


“Yep. I even have a fake passport and a few sets of clothes on your size at my Nagoya safehouse. 
And this!” He pulled out a plastic bag from his bag, full of- 


“Ts that a fucking wig?” Rumi asked, as Hawks took it out, smoothed it over his lap, and then took 
a hairnet and bunched his wavy hair into a tight crop. 


“Man, thank goodness for your nice hair, because your skull looks all lumpy.” Rumi said, poking 
Hawks’ scalp. He playfully batted away her hand and then placed the wig over the hairnet, 
adjusting it ever so slightly... “Gross, now I know how you look like with a trendy hostess’ 
haircut!” 


Hawks winked and shook the wig, the medium length hair brushing the shoulders of his leather 
jacket, then brushed the stylish bangs off his forehead, threw a peace sign and said, “Don’t go 
hating on Keiko-chan, this club’s top gal!” with a sultry, flirty voice. 


“Keiko-chan? You had that planned, didn’t ya?” 


“It’s always fun to joke with you, Rumi.” He turned around, showing the wig. Rumi imagined 
herself with it, and how different she’d look. 


“Hand it over, birdman! And help me with that hairnet thingy, I have like a meter’s worth of hair 
that you don't.” Hawks quickly taught her how to use the net and the wig to hide her natural white 
hair completely, and a few moments later, she looked at herself on her phone’s camera. “I look a 
bit...common, I guess? I'll need more eyeshadow, and bam! Unrecognizable.” 


“Awesome. Here’s your passport, hot off the press. Don’t ask me for the source, cause I'll never 
tell.” 


“Spy shit’s your thing, not mine, I don’t give a shit if you got this from a dumpster or 
whatever...Lemme check...Fucker! You made me one year older! I should kick your ass! And what 
kinda flimsy alias is calling me “Rumiko” and picking a surname out of a hat?” Rumi said, poking 
Hawks’ chest with her finger. 


It'll be an easier cover story, should they ask your name and you blurt out “Rumv’, no?” 


“You have so little faith in me?” Rumi said, faking being hurt by his statement. 


“Rumi, do you know how many times I told Twice that I was an infiltrator in the League by 
accident, cause I was reaaaaly sleepy? At least two! Thankfully he thought I meant in a game.” 


“That’s so dumb...” 


Hawks held his hands in surrender, “It’1l be easy, Rumi. I'm not asking you to fight here as Japan's 

#1, just as a passerby who happens to kick real good. If it goes well, nobody should give you a 
second glance, except to check you out. You’ll solve the situation quick and none will be the 
wiser.” 


“Fucking fine . Just spill the beans. What’s my mission, boss ?” 


“There’s a situation. A problem, even. A threat, if you’re so inclined. A plot, perhaps!’ Hawks 
said, “Now, thing is, I can't be in two places at once, and the HPSC's new guy-” 


“Your replacement. Edgeshot.” While Hawks deciding to stop the mission to infiltrate the League 
of Villains had been a big part of it, Rumi knew that he hadn’t been exactly a team player for their 
goals in the years since, and they had eventually found another guy to do their dirty work. Another 
guy in the top ten. 


“Yeah. He's gone off the radar, a day ago. Kamui Woods and Mt. Lady don’t know where he 
is...Instinct tells me it's one of two things; the HPSC are trying something to make me fall in 
line...or it has to do with the wedding of Midoriya and Toga." 


“How do you figure that? Anything in particular you did to piss them off?” 


“Not that I know off but...you know just how vulnerable Fuyumi and I are right now.” His wife, 
Fuyumi, was very pregnant, with a baby boy that Rumi knew Hawks would kill and even die to 
protect, if it came to that. And she was willing to risk just as much, if he needed her to do it. “They 
know Id do just about anything to keep Fuyumi safe. And my son? I would throw it all away, 
whatever code I have, I would grovel at their fucking feet again, be a mindless weapon again, if it 
meant keeping him safe.” 


He laughed grimly, then said, “He’s not even born and I would burn down the entire world if it 
meant keeping him safe...so I can’t let them.” 


“What about that wedding?” Rumi didn’t have much acquaintance with Izuku Midoriya or Toga 
Himiko, only speaking with him briefly after the battle of Tartarus and having kicked Toga’s ass 
once, so she had not accepted the invitation to their wedding, of course. 


Not because she gave a shit about Toga’s past as a killer, or that the League of Villains had been 
invited; she just didn’t have any close friends attending and she felt a bit shy about attending alone. 


“We both know they’ ve been keeping very close tabs on it.” 
“They’ ve got the League as guests, isn’t that enough?” Rumi asked. 


“Hardly. They’re all extremely compliant, I’ve been talking to them and know their mindsets...they 
won’t try anything. Not even Stain.” 


“And you think Edgeshot will?” 


“[’m almost certain he will. But I can’t take the chance of leaving to check on my hunch.” 


“T get it. And I ain’t one to back down from a possible fight with one of our “fellows” on the top 
ten...in fact, it excites me! I wanna see that motherfucker try anything.” Rumi said, grinning from 
ear to ear, already tasting the violence . She wouldn’t kill Edgeshot, of course not, and he’d know it 
had been her, but he’d never be able to reveal her involvement without outing himself, and with 
this whole thing being so sneaky-beaky... 


“Right then! I’m glad I could convince you!” Hawks said, an easy smile on his lips. 


“T don’t need convincing, dumbass. I need fights to fight, battles to win, and the chance to kick ass 
scott free...[ could never resist. And besides...you’d do much more than that if I needed help, 
wouldn’t you?” 


“Anytime.” he said, with absolute certainty in his eyes and voice. “My brother in law and his 
friends...We can’t rightly leave them alone, can we?” 


“Fuck no. They’ll get a little death rabbit instead of a guardian angel. So, where’s this wedding? 
That Elvis church in Musutafu? Okinawa?” Rumi asked, crossing her arms over her chest. She 
watched as Hawks smugly pulled an airplane ticket and handed it to her. 


“ Hawaii ? Motherfucker that’s over six hours on a fucking plane! I'll go batshit insane! I haven’t 
sat down for 6 hours for anything in like...ten years? And it was a cross-country train to go kick 
some fucker’s head off in Hokkaido! Bastard! Why didn’t you start with that!” 


Hawks laughed out loud, enjoying her displeasure far too much , “Come on! It’ll be fun! You could 
use a vacation!” 


“IT can have vacations here, thank you very much.” Though a beach holiday did sound lovely, if 
Edgeshot didn’t show up to stir trouble... “Next time I'll ask where’s and how’s before saying yes, 
goddammit...When do I leave?” 


“In five hours. You’ll get there in the night, and I’ve already booked a room for you at a small 
hotel, called Keola’s Lodge...actually, Fuyumi helped me with that, she’s an absolute ace at hotel 
finder pages. Try and avoid Red Riot and Ground Zero, they’ re there too...” 


Hana Ishigami walked slowly towards the pool at her hotel. Just like the target hotel for her latest 
mission, Operation: WHITE WEDDING, it was a Royal Kahului hotel, this one being the 
Downtown Honolulu branch. It was aimed more towards luxury stays for business people, while 
two other locations at the beach catered to families of different economic levels. 


She was dressed lightly, for the tropical autumn, which contrasted heavily with the chill that had 
started to rule Japan, and had prompted suits with heavier, warmer materials, and on her hands 
were her phone and a tablet computer, probably the two most precious items in the entire hotel, 
with all the encryption tech on them to protect secrets that could shatter countries if left out in the 
open. 


Even as she travelled with the bare “essentials” of intel that she’d need to oversee WHITE 
WEDDING, there were of course the scheduled updates from her subordinates telling her of the 
state of the Hero Public Safety Commission’s operations, and the tabs they kept on the world at 
large. 


Just an hour earlier, during breakfast, she had received the update from Mera Yokimuru. Always a 
bit of a bleeding heart, he advocated for loosening the control on top heroes and focusing more on 
the education aspect of heroics. He had been a staunch opponent of the HPSC getting its own 
security force during the AFO escape crisis, an idea championed by Ishigami’s other lieutenant, 
Kashiwagi. 


But Mera’s news didn’t relate to the elite force, handpicked from the ranks of Japan’s police 
forces, no; it talked about the number one hero, Miruko, who had finished a string of battles and 
arrests around Nagoya, finding alarming rates of Yakuza-like criminal groups. 


Mera quickly and concisely explained the results of Miruko’s work, and left a note at the end 
explaining that the heroine would take a few days personal leave before starting her next 
campaign. Good. We learned about All Might’s failings, even Endeavor’s. We’re not letting 
another number I walk around completely burnt out and dying on Us... 


She replied with a quick “Acknowledged, keep me posted.” and moved on to the next one, a more 
interesting report from Kashiwagi. He told about how several infiltration missions were 
progressing, including a rather juicy one from several footsoldiers embedded into the rising 
Liberation Army. 


“Acknowledged, keep me posted.” 


Next she checked on the status of other nations, both friendly and rivals. Taiwan was doing well, 
with record low crime rates, while Hong Kong had a rougher month than usual. Australia and New 
Zealand were in talks about some more ecological projects; after some “eco-heroes”had restored 
the Great Barrier Reef, those damn hippies seemed solely focused on the ocean blue and not in 
rooting out piracy in the Pacific... 


The Chinese were dealing with as much trouble as usual; after putting down a rogue nation 
sprouting inside their borders and AFO’s precision attacks of three years back, they hadn’t caught a 
break, with a new terror group targeting military leaders and a student revolt underway in 
Guangzhou. Ishigami didn’t envy the mess her counterparts over there had to deal with. 


The Russians were doing a bit better. Even after the farce with the US General, Cordelia Archer, 
the Russians had been quick to help disarm the Quirkless army of Mbele, hoping that their 
cooperation would make the world forget they had kept the world’s second most wanted man, 
Pestilentia, safe and cozy inside their borders, and with influence that reached very far into the 
Federation’s heart. 


The only real news from the Federation were some rumours about maybe adopting a pro hero 
model more in line with most first world countries, but Ishigami knew it was likely a pipe dream. 


And finally, the Americans. 


As much power as those Yanks wished to project, the truth was that they had looked inward for too 
long, while the world changed, and their intervention during the Quirkless War showed how rusty 
they had become in some areas...but one of those areas was most definitely not espionage. Within a 
year, they had reformed their intelligence agencies, and each and every one of Ishigami’s moles 
had been unearthed and sent back home with warnings not to fuck with America, warnings that 
only soured her opinion of them further. 


Sure, they might be valuable allies, but they were also arrogant, casual, and unpredictable. And so 
far, difficult to manipulate. But we’ll see how that Dobinek woman’s tone changes once a couple of 
her “recruits” get killed and her reputation takes a hit for getting attacked at a goddamn hotel. 


“Can I have some more coffee, please?” she asked of a young woman, dressed in the white shirt 
and khaki pants all the staff wore. Her clothes seemed of a slightly different quality than the other 
servers around the pool areas, but matched the others. J guess it might be an older uniform, perhaps 
a hand me down. A trainee? “Black, no sugars, very charged, please.” 


The girl nodded and returned quickly with her cup filled with the rich liquid, piping hot. “Here you 
go, ma’am.” Ishigami noticed thick rimmed glasses, several piercings, a trace of a British accent, 
and a couple tattoos on the girl’s arms with what looked like lines of computer code. She gave the 
server a smile and a polite nod, then returned to her reading as soon as she was out of sight. 


She checked her surveillance teams had relocated safely, then went over their paper trail by hand 
and erased records where they could be found, tying everything to fake credit cards and personas 
not registered in any database. Some would consider it an excess, and the measure was far from 
perfect, but it would give the operation as much plausible deniability as possible. 


There we go. As clean as can be. She tapped into the cameras and saw the current feed, quickly 
catching Twice smoking at a terrace while talking with the Pussycats, Midoriya and Toga eating a 
late breakfast or perhaps an early supper with Todoroki and Yaoyorozu...and Dabi. On another 
camera, she saw Stain aimlessly wandering the beach, tracing on the sand with his foot. 


Everyone else seemed to be asleep, or outside camera range, as Ishigami switched from feed to 
feed. After the party they threw last night, 11 a.m. is way too early for them, isn’t it? 


She checked the cameras placed in the event area at the beach, which featured a few hardpoints to 
secure the pavilion used for weddings and other social events, as well as electricity outlets and 
security cameras with fixed positions. Nobody around, but that’ll change real soon, won’t it? This 
little venture will soon yield results. And Edgeshot will mop up the results, whoever wins in the 
shock and awe. 


No matter the results, she’d end up on top. If the Americans lost face because of the attack, if 
anyone died because of them, if all the heroes attending and the League got wiped out...it would all 
fit future plans. If Izuku Midoriya emerged triumphant, even over the blood of his loved ones, it 
would fit future plans. 


Whatever happened, Ishigami had planned for it. And she would win, regardless of the outcome. 


She flipped through a few more feeds, including the atrium, a couple hallways, and then she saw 
Hatsume and Shield at the golf course. Golf...once this is finished, and my true vacation starts, I 
could go play a few games...What are they doing? Talking...calmly. I thought they were rivals. That 
Hatsume is an asshole, so I don’t reckon she could make friends... 


Hatsume waved a couple of times to the camera...and then she flipped Ishigami off. Actually, she 
was probably flipping off the hotel’s CCTV operator, or perhaps just acting like a young punk, 
which would fit Ishigami’s rather poor opinion of Hatsume. 


While she had been invaluable in providing pro heroes, especially those personally related to her, 
with top notch support items, and had the most patents in the industry to her name, which other 
companies could manufacture under licence, generally improving the quality of life for Japanese 
heroes, and had worked tirelessly with the police for secure prison systems, most humane but a 
number of them cruel, but she had an attitude, she had influence that Ishigami couldn’t remove, and 
had spent their one meeting discussing how much she resented having her taxes fund the HPSC. 


So Ishigami didn’t feel too bad about her low opinion about Hatsume. She did that at the 
Commission headquarters, too, didn’t she? At the elevator? She’s just a “rebel”, isn’t she? 


Perhaps I'll have Mera or Kashiwagi deal with her next time, see if they can get her working for us 
more directly, instead of helping foreign interests...and her own wallet. 


As Hastume started walking away, Ishigami sent a text message to one of her surveillance techs, 
Daigo, and told him to keep an eye on Hatsume and report anything suspicious. “Jf she leaves the 
hotel, tail her. No mistakes, team.” 


She took another gulp of her coffee, blocked her phone and tablet, and put them inside her bag, 
then walked to the edge of the pool, placed a towel along the rim, and put her sandals to the side. 


With a sigh, she slipped her feet into the cool water, feeling a chill run up her spine. How long has 
it been? How long have I been cooped up in that office, or travelling from conference room to the 
aftermath of a villain battle? How long have I been doing this non-stop? 


The influence, the money, the power she held...all of that pushed her along, energized her, made 
her strive forward. Japan would be a better place, she was sure of it, and her hand guiding it would 
never stray from the true path, the path of peace and progress... 


But her body...her body did feel the burdens of stress and tension. An escape, every once in a 
while...it would clear her mind, she now concluded. She felt more relaxed than she had in a long, 
long while...and the certainty of her coming victory was the icing on the cake. Maybe I'll try 
actually swimming, maybe the jacuzzi...they might have a spa here, I'll use it. By the time I return, 
I'll look five years younger and have the energy to destroy ten criminal groups in a day. 


“Can I get more coffee?” she said, raising her voice to catch the attention of any server nearby. 
When one arrived, she found that it wasn’t the same one as before, but rather a Hawaiian man with 
a kind face and very broad shoulders. “Thanks. What about the other server, that waitress with the 
glasses? I thought she might check again with me, she saw how quickly I was drinking my cup!” 


The man raised an eyebrow, “What server, ma’am? I thought I saw you get your first fill of coffee 
at the poolside restaurant?” 


“T did, then asked for more a few minutes back. She was nice, didn’t talk much but had an 
accent...Looked a bit more like a computer geek than a waitress, I know, but she was quick.” 


“Thin, with glasses, and a messenger bag on her shoulder?” the waiter asked, “Wearing a white 
shirt and tan slacks?” 


Ishigami had no idea what the difference was between tan and khaki and frankly didn’t think the 
difference had any importance. “She was dressed like you, and I saw no bag.” 


“T.... think that was a customer, ma’am. At least...I think. I didn’t see her order anything.” 


“T...1 ordered a refill from another customer?” Ishigami said, feeling embarrassed at first, then 
doubtful. Wait...she was the one who approached. And now...now I can’t see her anywhere. The 
man says she bought nothing...did she just walk into here to serve me coffee ? With those clothes 
that looked like a uniform, she walked in and... “Where is she? Did you see her leave?” 


“N-no, ma’am, maybe she walked into the bathroom?” 


“I want to apologize for the embarrassing situation...” Who the fuck is she? Is this really an 
embarrassing situation? Or...did someone find me? I could be jumping to conclusions, but...she 
approached just me... Did she track me down? But...but who could track me down? Just a few 
people know that I am here, not even my lieutenants know, just a couple loyal agents...Just who are 


you, fake waitress? And who do you work for? 


Chizome Akaguro felt lost. 


Not in the literal sense, as he had been able to navigate easily through the hotel with the help of a 
map, having been lucky enough to find one printed in Japanese. With it, he had been able to find 
more places to try new food, places of sin to avoid (like the golf course, Chizome was wary of 
anyone vain and arrogant enough to enjoy golf, and declared it a passtime suitable only for fake 
heroes and corrupt people in suits), and even a quiet spot or two to meditate. 


But it was in that meditation, in his quiet contemplation, that he had found himself lost. In a foreign 
land, with his hosts having declared his life forfeit if he tried anything, with a growing morbid 
curiosity for tasting Hawaiian pizza...he felt completely detached to the man he had been. 


The salty ocean air and the lapping waves seemed to assault his solitude, sitting on a bench 
overlooking the ocean. The couples that occupied the rest of the room’s hotels, unlike Izuku 
Midoriya and his friends, were just...civilians. For hours and hours he saw no heroes, no villains, 
no police. Only the occasional pair of newlyweds, but for the most part he had been alone on the 
23rd of October. 


Unlike prison, where he saw guards and cops every single day, unlike the streets of Japan, where 
he had constantly stalked heroes, he saw nobody here, nobody with violence and greed in their 
heart. Sure, there was an uncomfortable aura of lust, and the restaurants invited gluttony, but...there 
was no wrath. 


None except that which he carried within himself. 


He had meditated for hours, thinking over and over what he could have done differently, how he 
might have accomplished his goals better, how his judgement had been incomplete at times, even 
wrong...and it had slowly driven him to the point where he felt unsure of himself. 


In prison, he had held fast to his ideals, his decisions. Out here, with the orange and pink and 
purple sunsets, with the seagulls that croaked happily above, with the curious little crabs that 
prowled the sands, and with the mac and cheese he had discovered, he felt himself slipping. 


Which was the reason he had quickly accepted the invitation to join the League of Villains for the 
lousy gathering they had called a “party”...not that he had ever been to a real party to compare it to. 
But neither have they been invited to any parties, so we’re even. 


And it had been, surprisingly, a good time. His three “fans”, Spinner, Toga and Dabi had made him 
feel included, had made sure he had plenty to eat and drink (even though he had abstained from 
alcohol, which would only dull a warrior’s reflexes and thus had to be avoided like the plague), 
and of course, they had talked with him. 


While Toga had been satisfied with a few questions about combat and stealth, including advice for 
a hypothetical situation in which she would stalk a group of foes from a building’s rafters, Dabi and 
Spinner had been a bit more personal, asking all manner of questions, both deep and shallow, some 
which he had never even considered and some which he had long pondered... 


Like when Spinner asked him for his criteria for a fake hero, or when Dabi asked how often he had 


washed his underwear while hunting heroes. Being a lazy slob, the secret Todoroki had been 
dumbfounded when Chizome had revealed that he changed underwear every day if possible, and 
washed all three pairs of undies he possessed at a self-checkout laundromat at 3 a.m. 


He had not, of course, revealed that they were All Might brand. 


There had even been an altercation between Bakugou and that ridiculous man, Compress, who 
masqueraded as some kind of clown or mime. Bakugou, of course, was as fake a hero as could be. 
It was absolutely clear what his intentions were as a hero; to fight battles and win them. All he 
cared about was power and victory, and that made him unfit to serve as a hero. 


A hero had to be so much more...Bakugou might have been a good athlete in Quirkless times, 
maybe a boxer or some other kind of fighter. He had a lot of fight in him, and the willpower to 
fight till the bitter end, but his ideology....from every piece of news that Chizome had put together, 
from his arrogant outbursts during the LoV party, from his very attitude , Chizome could tell that 
Bakugou’s ideology was one of “earned respect’, in which said respect could only be earned by 
personal power. 


For all his admiration of All Might, for every news piece where Bakugou saved a person, there 
were ten instances where he demonstrated that the top thing he had learned from the superhero had 
been winning through overwhelming, superior power. 


And “peace through superior firepower” was hardly the province of true heroes. 


But, to his credit, Bakugou had known when to back down, and the response from the others in the 
room had left a positive impression on Chizome, from Izuku stepping in to defuse the situation, to 
Shigaraki choosing to calm his fellows down instead of attacking, and Toga, ready with knife in 
hand to fight for her friends... 


It had improved his views on the League markedly. Shigaraki had grown from the scum he had 
once been, and the others had acted with wordless synergy, as if they hadn’t been separated for 
years. 


But before he could go around to congratulate people for not being pathetic fuckups, he had made 
a grave mistake. He had eaten peanuts, handfuls of peanuts, deciding to try and see if these didn’t 
upset his stomach. 


He had been wrong, of course, and with the swift, agile sprint of a shinobi master he had rushed 
back to his bedroom, locked the doors behind him, and, for the first time, used a foreign toilet. 


It had been a dreadful way to end his night, and it had limited him to finding restaurants with salads 
and other foods that might help his stomach, and he had taken to wandering around on the morning 
of the 24th, knowing full well that he would meet the heroes in the evening. 


All Might had shown great interest in talking, as had Izuku and Toga, and he was sure that the 
Tida’s would want to get a few words in, too...so now he waited. In solitude, he ventured into 
unknown parts of the hotel, like the spa and the parking lot, where he saw some of the young 
heroes, namely the invisible girl, the guy with the tail, the pink girl and the dude who looked like a 
purple Eraserhead, taking a taxi headed towards town. 


As far as he could tell, those four had spotless reputations. Alien Queen and Mindtrick, especially, 
seemed to be held with high regard by the American agent, as if she knew some great achievement 
of theirs, one that had never reached the newspapers...which made sense. If nobodies like those 
two suddenly got a massive win and it wasn’t swept under the rug, eventually Chizome would have 


found out. 


As the hour approached for his fateful meeting, Chizome wondered what his future would be. If 
the talk ahead got some closure for the heroes, if his answers took away the novelty of his presence 
as a guest, if it made everyone get what they wanted from him, he would slip from their minds until 
the wedding and after it... what would happen after it? 


Would he just go back to prison, or would he try and escape? 
What do I even want ? Without the mission, without the judgement, who am I ? 


The alarm chimed on the watch he had been given. He had turned down the offer of a phone, of the 
same heavily restricted kind that Hades Prison inmates had, preferring instead a watch with an 
alarm and timer. 


Even as a vigilante he had never relied on phones, as a result of seldom having access to a spot 
where to charge his phone, and, having nobody he could trust, he found little use for calling and 
texting. If anything, he had used those phones for the camera, the planner apps, and to use the notes 
to write speeches that he would record and spread online. 


He headed back into the main tower, looking for Business Lounge B, where he had been 
summoned. He was sure it was a seldom used room, given that the only thing business related 
happening at this hotel was bosses bringing their secretaries over for sordid love affairs. 


He found it near the atrium, near a few “employees only” doors, next to a vending machine that 
sold all manner of sugary, toxic American sodas. He knocked on the door and it opened promptly, 
held by All Might, who motioned for him to walk inside. 


Walking into the room, Chizome saw a ring of chairs with All Might returning to a chair opposite 
to the one reserved for Chizome. The other ones were occupied by Tenya lida and Izuku, on All 
Might’s left and right sides, with Ochako Uraraka and a boy Chizome didn’t recognize next, 
respectively. 


The boy had the same sharp golden eyes and blonde hair as Toga, but that is where the similarities 
ended. Where she looked lively and with a violent streak, he looked awkward and vulnerable. 
When he looked into their eyes, Chizome knew instantly that they were siblings, and both had seen 
death. 


But the ways it had affected them were markedly different. Toga had thrived in death, found 
herself, found a path forward. And the boy...had been broken by it. Chizome didn’t need to ask to 
know who had been killed, he could almost certainly tell it had been their parents who had perished 
before their eyes, and the boy had grown up guilty and afraid. 


He felt some pity for the boy, but he had no idea what role he could possibly have at the meeting. 


Next to him sat Toga, and next to Ochako was Tensei 1ida, both flanking Chizome, both full of 
smiles. One smile promised violence and death, the other gloated triumphantly, having bounced 
back from a shattered life even stronger than before, his spirit unbowed. 


“Come on, Mr. Stainy, sit down, sit down! It’s the best plastic chair in the house!” Toga said, 
motioning for him to take a seat. He had no idea what would happen next, but sitting down would 
start it. 


“What do you expect of me? Is this a mock trial? An interview? What do you all want of me?” 
Chizome said, his eyes moving from person to person. Toga seemed curious, even excited, her 


brother too. Izuku’s eyes were focused, and a little notebook and pen had appeared in his hands, 
ready to take notes. All Might looked stern, strict, his black and blue eyes looking directly at 
Chizome. 


The Uraraka girl stared at him with pure, unfiltered hatred. Even if Toga was the one to threaten 
me, this one seems much more dangerous. A glance at those steady eyes and I can tell how ready 
she is... 


Tenya lida looked deep in thought, but his gaze was steady, too, and wouldn’t back down when 
Chizome’s eyes met his. And Tensei...looked just as smug as he had when sitting next to Chizome 
on the plane. 


“We would like to talk . To hear your side of the story, and make sure you hear our side.” Izuku 
said, somewhat unexpectedly. Given his position and the air of sheer authority emanating from 
him, Chizome would have expected All Might to speak first. 


“Just... talk ? Not force me to apologize, grovel in the ground for my actions? Not lecture me about 
what I did?” he asked. All the regrets he had been feeling in the past days, all the doubts that had 
been building for years, all faded suddenly. With all eyes on him, Chizome could feel like Stain 
again, alone against the world. And he wouldn’t give up. 


“That is up to you.” Uraraka said, her voice cold. “Trust me, we’re not doing this for your sake.” 


“T will not be preached to, I warn you.” Chizome said, narrowing his eyes. I can't realistically fight 
everyone in this room. I'll just have to see how it goes...but they will not find me a coward, 
frightened by words. “But open, direct dialogue I can stomach.” 


“Thank you, Akaguro.” All Might said. While his tone was usually friendly and gregarious, now he 
spoke with the chilling voice of the Symbol, the one that told you how much you had fucked up, 
and what grim future awaited... “You and I have spoken a few times, so you aren’t a stranger. 
Deep down, I know you are following an idea, aren’t you?” 


“We have talked, yes.” All Might had visited him in prison a few times, trying to get any useful 
intelligence from him about villains. They had talked about Chizome’s motives, and his “crimes”, 
and Chizome had told All Might exactly why he considered him a true hero. Perhaps All Might’s 
sadness at my words was what started to shake my beliefs...But I can’t falter. Not now, not in front 
of them. 


“T told you my ideals, my values. The concepts Iam willing to kill for, to die for.” Chizome said. 
I... almost said “was”...Focus! I am still dedicated! I am still Stain! “I told you how our society is 
rotten to the core. The problem is-” 


“The problem is people like me?” Tensei lida interrupted. “Pray tell, am / the problem? You did 
target me...I[s anyone else here responsible for it?” 


“T became a hero to pull my parents out of debt and give them the life they deserve.” Uraraka said, 
her voice ice cold, “Am / the problem?” 


“T...just-” Chizome started, trying to find his words. 


“If anyone is the problem, it is me .” All Might said, clenching his fists, and the words died in 
Chizome’s throat. No, it is not you! All Might, no... “Don’t you think I have pondered it? For years 
now, don’t you think I have seen how things turned worse, no matter how much I fought, how 
much I bled ? I thought I had brought peace, I thought it was victory after victory...and yet it only 


brought pain.” 


He slammed his fist against his thigh, and continued, “Don’t you think I feel responsible for all 
those heroes you called “fake”? As the number one, as the Symbol of Peace, I was supposed to be 
their EXAMPLE! But where I should have been a leader, I wasn’t. My Quirk, my battle with All 
for One, all of it...1 pushed away people, one by one. I didn’t see my fellow heroes as allies, as 
friends. You get that, don’t you, Akaguro?” 


“When the mission takes precedence, other people can be.. obstacles . Liabilities. even enemies.” 
Chizome replied. Jt can’t be. All Might, you were the pinnacle, the best known, the most popular. 
No hero I ever killed uttered a word against you...And now you tell me that they didn’t even know 
you ? “‘It...is one of the reasons I worked alone.” 


“Liabilities?” All Might shook his head. “No. Jnnocents . People that I endangered by being 
around. I was so caught up in the fight...All for One was a foe far above what any of them could 
face. Even Endeavor...I feel responsible for what happened with him, you know? I never saw past 
his competitive spirit, I never saw the anger. If...1f I had talked to him, trusted him ...how many 
tragedies could I have avoided? They all saw me looking out only for myself, keeping my secrets 
close to my heart, mistrusting others...isn’t that part of your “fake hero” idea?” 


Izuku had stopped writing and looked at All Might with a mixture of concern and...pride? Love for 
a father? chizome couldn’t quite place it. “Dad... You can’t blame yourself. You were the best hero 
you could be, saved millions of lives the world over...” 


“Tt’s...it’s okay, son. I am not bitter about my mistakes, and I know I can’t change the past, only 
work for the future. But...if the blame is to fall on anyone’s shoulders...” 


“That’s exactly the point, dad.” Izuku replied, his voice firm. “Taking the blame for everything, 
taking responsibility for everything...you thought one man alone should worry. That only you had 
the strength to save everyone. And...if there’s one thing I have learned about you, it is that no man 
has that power. Not even an awesome one like you.” 


“Izuku...” Chizome felt vindicated by Izuku’s words. All Might shouldn’t blame himself, 
even...even if his argument was compelling. He could now see traces of All Might’s selfless, lonely 
battle in the individualism other heroes exhibited... They learned the wrong thing from him 
and...they thought they were alike. Maybe they thought it gave them licence to be corrupt, that the 
Symbol kept secrets of his own... 


“Stain.” Izuku said, turning back to him. “Nobody here is a problem , or a fake hero, or the source 
of all of our society’s problems. Do we all agree on that? There are many, many things wrong out 
there. Poverty, discrimination, profiling, bullying. Assault. Kidnapping. Torture. We’ve faced that, 
look into our eyes and tell me that we are unaware that there are problems.” 


Chizome did as he was asked. In the eyes of each he could see violence and pain; in the young 
heroes he saw far too much trauma and hellish experiences, in Toga he saw a lifetime stolen and 
the inner conflict it had taken to cut herself off and be free. And in the Iidas, he saw that the source 
of the pain had been him . And that...that hurt. 


“You have seen it, then. Lived it in your own flesh. You, Izuku, you were Quirkless, weren’t you?” 
There were rumours about it, about him having inherited All Might’s power more literally than 
what most people imagined. And the boy nodded, not bothering to hide it. In any other moment, it 
would have been a revelation, a bombshell, but now...now it just added strength to Izuku’s words. 
“Himiko Toga, with a blood Quirk... know the hatred people have for Quirks like ours. Ochako 
Uraraka...i never held wealth in regard, but to experience your own parents in peril from it... You’ ve 


seen the injustice money carries. And you two, lidas...The bite of injustice you felt, the recoil that 
was ME...while unfair, it brought you down to their level. You experienced the pain that Japan 
experiences.” 


Chizome settled his eyes on Izuku, who wrote a thing or two in his notebook. “Pain. Inequality. 
Fear . Death...Japan simply isn’t what it could be. What it should be . I aimed at heroes, both the 
best,” Chizome pointed at All Might, then to the ground. “and the worst of our society. I started as 
a hero, you know?” 


“IT do. You were a hero student, just like us, but you grew disillusioned.” izuku said, his pen racing 
across the page while his eyes froze Chizome in place. “At some point, you broke . I don't know 
exactly when, exactly how, but you dropped heroism. Why did you, Stain? Or...should I be asking 
Stendahl ?” 


Chizome nodded. He noticed Tenya Iida’s eyes fixed on him, as if expecting every word Chizome 
would speak to dissect it inside his head. “I became a vigilante . I saw the problems that I see today 
and heroes...back then, I saw heroes as not going far enough. regulations got in the way, 
bureaucratic meddling hindered true justice .” 


“So you took justice into your own hands.” Tenya said. If a voice could kill, Tenya’s would have 
murdered Chizome in that instant. “You thought your own code was better than the law, that your 
judgement was infallible, that those villains deserved nothing but death .” 


“Yes!” Chizome answered, leaning forward on his seat. “And now...now you think “Oh, but that’s 
exactly what J did”, don’t you? Don’t you?” 


“Just so.” Tenya replied. “You attacked people back then just for being villains, and I...I looked to 
avenge my own blood!” 


“T was a vigilante. A hunter, a killer of men. I never doubted my judgement but...even back then, I 
didn’t dare call myself a HERO!” Chizome said. “The mission was born because heroes weren’t 
enough to cleanse society, but then...but then...” 


“But then you gave up on that, too.” Tenya said. “You dropped out of heroics, became a vigilante. 
And then a full on villain, targeting the heroes...The goalposts kept moving, didn’t they? How 
could you? How could you judge a single life when you were an example of everything you 
“oppose” at different points? Are you a hypocrite, Stain? Or did the “problems” change 
conveniently?” 


“My understanding of the problem, that was what changed!” Chizome yelled back. He anxiously 
scratched at the scar where his nose had been, “I didn’t give up. I didn’t change my goals to what 
was easier, no! The night I took off my nose...that is the night it ALL clicked together.” 


He remembered it so well...Beaten by a Quirkless man, humiliated, full of doubt. He had realized 
that targeting villains was the half measure, that he was only furthering the system, only doing the 
bidding of society, even as he had sought to oppose it. 


“How did that happen, Stain? What could possibly make you turn on the people that had once 
called you a friend?” Izuku asked. 


“Fool!” Chizome spat the word, “None of the heroes ever cared for me! None of them! At all! All 
my worries, all my doubts...Nothing. Nothing at all. Not when I thought we should do more . Not 
when I urged heroes to be better . Not when I called out the rampant egoism, the commodification 
of peace! They were never on my side, and that night I saw it clearly at last!” 


“So you felt isolated?” Tensei asked, “Alone? Like no one cared for your words?” 
“Yes.” Chizome admitted. 


“So you turned that vulnerability into anger.” Tenya said, “You brought others down to your level, 
others who had done nothing else except being “less” of a hero in your eyes. They died isolated. 
They died alone. When they asked for help, for mercy, did you listen? Did anyone listen?” 


“That...” Chizome had never considered it that way. More doubt crept in, new ideas that hurt him 
to the core. Was I...was I not acting on my beliefs? Fighting for something? Was I...was I just 
reacting ? Lashing out in anger and pain and loneliness because I got no support? Turning to 
more violent means every time out of impotence? “That was never me. Yes, I lost faith in most 
heroes from the start, but...but when I turned to Stain, I did so for one reason; true heroes.” 


He looked around to gauge their reactions. Tensei raised a curious eyebrow, Uraraka looked ready 
to beat Chizome unconscious with her bare hands, Tenya looked angry but... free , as if his barbed 
comments and the hesitation they had caused were triumphs. 


Toga’s brother gazed around, absorbing everything. He looked...proud, happy to be included into 
his sister’s dark world, and less anxious than before, as if understanding the situation a bit more 
made it all easier. Toga herself seemed alert and paying attention to every word, forming her 
opinion. Chizome knew that she agreed that some heroes were fake, but what did she intend to do 
about it? 


Izuku’s expression was guarded, but his green eyes sparkled with intelligence, and his constant 
notes...Chizome felt more and more like Izuku would manage to accomplish what Chizome had 
never known was really needed for change . 


And All Might looked on, like a grim judge. 
“What is the difference?” asked Izuku, “What exactly is a fake hero?” 


“That’s simple. An unreliable hero. A selfish hero, who joined up for profit and fame. A hero who 
treats it as just a job. A sellout . A hypocrite who preaches justice in public but brutalizes his own 
family. A hero who cares more about their image and reputation than on doing good. A hero with 
no moral code, with no honour , who betrays everything a hero should stand for.” Chizome said, 
looking at everyone, one person at a time. 


“Tensei lida.” Chizome said, “I judged you because...because I saw your Team idaten. I saw your 
armour, and your family name and all I saw was a man upholding a legacy .” 


Tensei nodded, “I can see how it could appear that way from the outside. The team is my family 
and for me, family is EVERYTHING. My little brother, my fiancee Tomoko, the former vigilante 
you knew as the Crawler...I love him like a brother, too. That is the family I wished to honour. The 
name...it doesn’t belong to me. I am not the only Ingenium, and working to keep the name clean 
was never about...about some sense of dignity.” 


“What was it, then? All I saw was pride . Until the end, I couldn’t see that. I judged you, I 
sentenced you, and your survival...your survival was a surprise.” Chizome said. I had hated you . 
You were the hero who had the potential to change things, with so many connections...And all I 
saw was you keeping a legacy . 


“Well, I’m glad to be alive, champ. And my pride? Trust me, I’m the last person who deserves 
credit for Team Idaten. I love them all, and I honour their work and dedication. If ’'m proud of 


anything, it is the privilege of being alive with friends like them.” 
“Even if your reasons aren’t selfish, even if-” 


“What about me, Stain. I told you before why I became a hero, didn’t I? How my ideals were about 
helping those closest first and all about the money? What, then?” Uraraka asked, her voice 
dripping with venom. 


“You better think that answer very carefully, Mr. Stainy.” Toga added. Even if her hands were 
empty, the menace she represented was apparent. “I have long pondered how you would judge 
Ochako. My rival, my enemy, my friend . The girl who is not afraid to tell me when I am making a 
huge mistake. So go on...judge.” 


Both girls looked on, expectantly. Tenya reached out his arm, and Ochako wrapped her forearm 
around it, like an ancient gentleman and his lady. Whatever Chizome said, he knew exactly how 
dangerous it was, with the younger Iida’s cold rage and enduring grudge. 


“The money wasn’t for you, was it?” Chizome asked, “Undoing a social evil through money...” 
He paused. Years back, when he had been active as the Hero Killer, he would have judged her as 
greedy, coveting only the gains that a hero earned. He would not have looked deeper and, with the 
threat her Quirk would present in combat, he would have dispatched her ruthlessly, a slash 
chopping each wrist and a slash across the throat. 


“IT have seen your actions in the news. I have seen the way you act. That may have been your 
objective at first, but now...you’re a hero because it is your vocation , no?’ Chizome said, and 
Ochako nodded. “I can see anger in you. Overwhelming anger, but also...kindness. Support. You 
are just as likely to save thousands, as to kill your enemies.” 


“Am I fake ?” she asked, narrowing her big, brown eyes. 
“No.” 


“Stain, you understand it now, don’t you?” Izuku asked. He tapped his notes a couple of times, 
then said, “Right now, you hesitated. You considered something you hadn’t before. You 
considered growth .” 


“Yes, I did.” Chizome said, begrudgingly. “But when heroes have acted the same for years, even 
decades, or even become worse people, more corrupt? I thought to...to separate the wheat from the 
chaff, to destroy the fake heroes before they betrayed the true, before push came to shove, before 
society inevitably collapses and all the weak willed “heroes” hang their capes!” 


Izuku’s eyes widened, and he exchanged a worried glance with Toga, and All Might...his face 
turned even sadder, ““Why do you think about a collapse, Akaguro?” 


“Because the system simply isn’t sustainable. Churning more and more heroes and throwing them 
against more and more villains, ignoring the root societal causes; inequality, discrimination, hate 
for mutants, for those with “evil Quirks”, for the Quirkless...at some point, someone will set fire to 
this powder keg. It could have been All for One. It could have been your friend Shigaraki. it could 
even be the Hero Public Safety Commission...Anger is rising. Even from behind bars I could feel it 


79. 


Izuku stared at him carefully, writing up a storm. “I agree up to a point. It’s true that things need to 
change, and that needs to start now , but I’m not about to start doubting each and every one of my 
fellow heroes and imagining they’d give up if things got tough. When All for One escaped, and 


everyone was worried sick, nobody deserted. When Nine ravaged Shibuya, when Ndege Mweusi’s 
Quirkless soldiers threatened to invade, I lost no comrades. I believe in heroes, Stain, and I believe 
there are ways they can improve.” 


“Do you? Do you really believe, Izuku? After everything you’ve been through? Do you really 
think people can change, that they can evolve and become worthy? Do you think that, hero ?” 


Izuku placed his notebook on the floor, then took Toga’s hand in his. “Chizome, I believe. The 
enemies of yesterday are today’s friends. Himiko showed me that, from the first moment we sat 
down and talked . Tenko showed me that, fighting till the end by my side. Kacchan showed me 
that, by becoming a person I am proud to call a friend, by acknowledging our differences and 
finding our mutual respect. Hero, villain, friend or foe...change needs to happen and I will not face 
that challenge alone. I have learned from my predecessors, from my own experience. The people 
around me, that is my strength, not One for All.” 


Hetruly is a hero... Izuku continued, “Enemies can be friends and friends can be family. 
Together...together I am certain we can change things. That is my goal, you understand it now?” 


“To save everyone ...” Chizome said, then nodded, “Yes, I understand.” 


“Then you'll understand why I think your judgement of heroes is worthless? Every hero you 
murdered had the potential to be better, to keep helping. How many lives could they have saved? 
How many families did you break with your murders, how many bitter sons and angry brothers? 
You wanted to make heroes better, right?” 


“That was the...the intention. To cleanse heroes, leave only the true...” 


Izuku shook his head, “With their murder, all you created was a cycle of violence. You didn’t make 
heroes better, heroes grew despite you. Look at Tenya...he’s become one of the finest heroes I have 
ever met . And he didn’t grow to fit your ideal .” 


Chizome had nothing to say, and he couldn’t hold Izuku’s gaze. 


“The heroes you killed...you took their chance to become better. And those of us that survived 
you?” Izuku pointed at some of his scars, then got up and tapped Tenya’s arm, where another nasty 
scar was. 


“We have all disrupted your cycle. And your legacy... Yes, there are bad people working as heroes. 
Some are corrupt, some have sold their souls.” Izuku walked right up to Chizome, then knelt down 
so their faces would be close, their eyes at the same level. “Just last year, Himiko and I fought the 
US’ number two hero. The schemer who had him on payroll tried betraying us, and the hero did not 
hold back. But do you see me doubting my friends after that?” 


“No.” 


“Fake heroes exist. And I am sure I haven't seen the last of them.” Izuku said, his voice soft. “But 
[ll be damned if I will stop offering people the benefit of the doubt, if I stop believing everyone 
has a little good inside them.” 


“And where is the limit to that, Izuku Midoriya?” Chizome asked, his voice a low growl. “At what 
point will your kindness stop, at what point won’t you turn the other cheek? You are willing to 
fight back, I know it. even with your “second opportunities”...where will you draw the line, if 
saving “everyone” is the objective?” 


You are a hero through and through. The ideal of redemption, that I had not even considered...it 


has all the markings of true heroism. Breaking a cycle of violence for one of growth...that is what 
he has done for Toga, for Shigaraki...even for himself, hasn’t he? But where does he draw the 
line? 


Izuku pondered it for a moment, but when he answered, his voice had not lost any confidence. 
“Giving a chance within reason, that is my duty. But second chances aren’t eternal. Second chances 
aren’t unconditional. And I will not bow down to hatred , to oppression, to discrimination. That is 
where I draw the line. And my friends, my family...I am not losing those I love, no matter what.” 


“Would you kill for your family, Izuku? Even a true hero could have that choice...” Chizome 
asked, “If it meant saving the life of your mother, or All Might, or even Himiko?” 


Izuku closed his eyes, his expression full of pain. Chizome knew then that the boy had asked 
himself that question many, many times and, with All for One’s death, he had been forced to 
contend with the possibility on a deep, spiritual level. 


Chizome was certain now that Izuku was a true hero, and he knew that his answer would not 
change his mind, but when the boy leaned in and whispered his response in Chizome’s ear...it was 
not what he had expected. 


Hawaiian Amenities 


The talk with Stain had not gone like Toshinori Yagi had expected, not in the questions asked and 
the statements said...but it had helped him get a lot of things off his chest. And...instead of finding 
himself ashamed and weak for revealing those old insecurities in front of his former students and 
Izuku, the son destiny had brought to him, he felt open, truthful. Like a man who had stopped 
hiding. 


After Izuku had answered a final, pointed question from Stain in hushed whispers, it had all ended. 
Stain had stood up, in a daze, fully caught in his thoughts for a moment...and then he had bowed. 
He had stopped in front of each person in the room and bowed. Not a full blown dogeza, with his 
forehead touching the ground, but it had still been completely unexpected...and very welcome. 


He had even apologized to each person, with a few quiet words that nobody else heard. As Stain 
spoke to each, Toshinori saw Tensei grin, Ochako’s eyes widen in surprise, Tenya nod grimly, 
Himiko offer her hand to shake and even say “You may not see it, but you’ ve changed”. Then Stain 
turned to Toga’s brother, and he shuffled awkwardly. 


“Well, young man, IL... have no idea what your name even is, or anything but...Keep it up, I 
guess.” The two then shared a very awkward fist bump, and then it was Toshinori’s turn. 


“All Might...1 never knew how you felt. I could never even imagine it. I am sorry that your 
struggle was...like that. Alone.” Once more, the light of humanity shone through Stain’s...no, 
Chizome’s eyes, as the clouds of hate and anger momentarily parted. 


“All for One was my responsibility. Defeating him, my duty. Only I could challenge him, 
so...everything else became the same. Only J could protect, only I could win every battle...it 
poisoned me. It poisoned others.” 


“But your son learned a different way.” Chizome said, softly, glancing back at Izuku, who was 
hugging Tenya tightly as they left the meeting room, kind words carrying over in the silence. 


“You did it, Tenya! ’'m so proud of you!” Feeling Toshinori’s gaze on him, Izuku turned and 
waved goodbye, and a moment later, all the young people had left, leaving just Toshinori and 
Chizome. 


“Izuku...my boy makes me proud every waking moment.” Toshinori said, “All this...you being 
here was Himiko’s idea, of course. But turning it into an opportunity for growth and closure, even 
for you?” 


“Tt was all his idea, wasn’t it?” Chizome asked, and Toshinori nodded. Even if Toshinori had made 
the arrangements with the room and getting Tensei lida on board, the idea had been Izuku’s from 
the start. 


“His plan was that you’d talk about true and fake heroes, and we would show you how wrong you 
had been.” 


Chizome frowned, but nodded, “It...1t worked. I...1 haven’t been as...as sure about my...my 
“mission” for the past few years but now...I think Izuku just showed me the path we must take to 
bring True Heroes to the forefront, and change the future!” 


“Ummm...which is?” Toshinori asked. 


Chizome laughed, a short, grim, evil chortle that made his eyes bulge a little, “It’s really simple! I 
escape and assassinate the Hero Public Safety Commission leaders, then the Prime Minister, and 
install you as Japan’s supreme leader by the blade...Shogun All Might, Daimyo of the future!” 


Giggling now, Chizome started to retreat away from the room, leaving Toshinori shaking his head, 
“Please say sike...” 


He made a mental note to inform Tsukauchi that Stain might be unruly on the way back and 
probably talk a bunch of stuff about his one man coup-d’etat. 


As the Commissioner for the Tokyo Metropolitan Police, Toshinori’s old friend Naomasa had risen 
to one of the most important positions in keeping Japan safe...but sadly, as of late, it included more 
and more friction with the Hero Public Safety Commission. 


The HPSC was growing more ambitious with every passing year, more deeply entrenched in the 
government, more influential. And Toshinori had not been blind to the activities they performed 
behind his back to keep his peace “clean”...which he had always disliked. 


Tsukauchi was fighting the good fight, though, and top heroes, like Hawks and Miruko, were 
becoming even more independent...but with general elections next year, there were rumours that 
things could further change in the HPSC’s favour. Perhaps Chizome’s idea of joining politics 
would not be so far fetched...can’t be harder than teaching a class of 20 superpowered kids while 
trying to be fair and not fall to nepotism. Actually, I would make a terrible president, I think! 


He shook his head, deciding that it might have been Stain’s idea of a joke, like those times Himiko 
offered Izuku to murder someone. Though...the girl probably would Jove killing someone for 
Izuku... 


“Well, with this over...how about a few holes of golf?” Toshinori said, chuckling to himself. With a 
few quick texts (including a funny meme that he had found with a Ganriki Neko character saying 
“T hope your day is blessed and happy!”’) he asked Inko to join him at the golf course. 


He felt giddy when he got her answer, which was full of Line stickers and another meme of the 
same kind, the ones that young Hatsume had once called “old people memes”. Toshinori hadn’t 
really understood why young people didn’t use them, but he found the characters and sappy 
messages endearing! 


“YES! I get a GOLF DATE!” Toshinori bellowed, flexing his scrawny frame. Even though he had 
a new stomach and had started gaining back a healthier weight, he was still rather lanky...But those 
few extra pounds might be the difference between using the very last embers of One for All one 
last time, or getting injured gravely if he even tried. 


He arrived quickly at the golf course, thanks to his long legs, and waited for Inko to arrive. He was 
excited, not just to keep practicing their golf, or to simply spend time together, but to tell her all 
about the conversation with Stain. He could feel his heart swell just from the idea that he’d see 
Inko’s proud face another time! 


As he waited for Inko, he saw Hisashi Midoriya leaving the golf course, a bag of hotel clubs at his 
shoulder. Toshinori waved energetically, but Hisashi pretended he hadn’t noticed and kept 
walking. 


It wasn’t much of a surprise, Toshinori thought. Hisashi couldn’t have it easy being reminded at all 
times that his ex-wife now loved someone else, or that his son would rather spend his time talking 
with just about any other member of his ever growing found family, even the villains. 


And, even though it did not stop Toshinori from being polite and cheerful with Hisashi, the dislike 
was mutual. Toshinori would not, could not respect the man who had made Inko feel lonely and 
unwanted, less worthy of time and attention than some office job . He could never forgive the man 
who had done so much harm to Izuku, made him fear that people he loved would vanish from his 
life without him being able to stop it. 


But still, a part of Toshinori kept hoping the man would improve, be a better man, be a better 
father, even now that Izuku did not need him. Toshinori wanted to be able to one day feel positive 
emotions around the man...but if it wasn’t meant to be, then so be it. In the end, Hisashi had made 
his choice to leave Inko’s life, and now the only decision left was in Izuku’s hands; did he want 
Hisashi to be a part of his life moving forward? 


If he had children with Toga (which was a very likely thing, given the personalities of both), would 
Izuku want Hisashi around to be a grandfather, even if he had not been the father he could have 
been? If that’s what will happen, I hope Hisashi convinces me he’s become better...and that he 
likes me better too. 


He wondered briefly if he would feel any negativity about “sharing” the role of grandpa...and 
found that he wouldn’t. Even if Hisashi and I end up at odds forever, the more people those 
hypothetical kids can rely on, the better. 


“Hey! You got here early, Toshi!” Walking along the cobblestone path to the golf course, Inko 
reached Toshinori and gave him a tight hug. She had brought a bag with a change of clothes for 
him, as he had wanted to keep an air of authority for meeting Stain and thus wore a breathable 
shirt, tan pants and a lightweight tropical climate suit jacket and boat shoes...which he was grateful 
to exchange for an extremely tacky souvenir shop t-shirt, cargo shorts and comfy sneakers. 


“T can walk real fast, you know.” Toshinori said, returning the hug. how could anyone just...walk 
away from you, Inko? How? Every hug, every kiss, it all makes me feel more alive, more 
appreciated...Then again...if I still carried One for All, if I still was...no, if I still felt responsible for 
keeping peace single handedly, if I was terrified of what All for One would have done to hurt her...I 
might have pushed Inko away, if I had known her, if I had loved her back then... 


But, as he looked at Inko, perfect in her own way, with those kind, but determined eyes, with those 
cheeks that had felt too many tears, with her small, soft hands that would hold his so tight...he 
knew that he’d never push her away. What All Might would have chosen out of duty, Toshinori 
could easily ignore out of love. 


Leaning down, he kissed her on the forehead. “I have so much to tell you! Our boy was amazing! 
He left Stain speechless and...he left me speechless.” 


“He must have gotten that from me.” Inko said, her sweet, gentle smile turning mischievous, “TI too 
can get you speechless, right?” 


“YES!” In fact, she didn’t cease to do so, not with their late night conversations where she showed 
her wisdom, or when she fixed something in their home which Toshinori had no idea how to fix, or 
the previous day when he had seen her in her swimsuit... “You are a great woman and lL...I 
sometimes don’t have the words to really react. So I leave my dumb mouth open and hope that my 
fast heartbeat will say the rest!” 


Inko got on her tiptoes, reaching with her head towards his chest, so he bent his knees to meet her. 
After placing her ear against his chest for a few seconds, she smiled again. “‘A bit fast, yep. Do I do 
that?” 


“Well...yes!” Even from the beginning, Toshinori had always found Inko to be very attractive. 
There was just something in her strength of character that had shaken him to the core, reminding 
him of Nana Shimura, his master, the woman he had most admired. And of course, how could he 
deny getting lost in her emerald eyes, or her curvy figure... “Anyway...let me change real quick.” 


Within a minute and fifteen seconds (he had decades of experience changing into his costume, after 
all), Toshinori had rushed into a bathroom, switched outfits and even checked his hair, proud to 
notice that there still weren’t too many grey hairs among his golden mane. When he walked out, he 
was the very definition of a “tourist dad”...and he liked it. 


It was an all new feeling of freedom, of not being personally responsible for everyone’s safety. 
When he saw Izuku’s strength, and that of his friends and allies, even when he saw Tenko and his 
friends having grown so much and become better versions of themselves, he felt certain that the 
future was in safe hands, so he could relax, breathe and build. 


Inko smiled as he approached her again, “These t-shirts we got really are a treasure, aren’t they?” 
Her shirt was printed with a ridiculously specific message, that said “Don’t mess with the hot 
momma born on July 4 that is also 5 foot 3 and loves pistachios”, with stock images of sharks, 
American flags, pistachios and explosions added. 


Toshinori’s, on the other hand, said “I used to be a top hero but now I just want to grill!” with 
pictures of several old heroes (that he knew) flipping burgers around a smoky grill. He found it 
especially hilarious since none of them could cook a good burger and one was vegan. 


They checked in quickly with the attendants at the golf course entry station, picking two sets of 
golf clubs and the keys for a golf cart that Inko quickly called dibs on driving. Within minutes, 
they were already cruising to the first hole. 


“So you were telling me that Izuku made Stain speechless? That...that has to be a big achievement, 
right? From what Izuku had told me back then, he managed a whole speech after getting punched 
half to death and having a punctured lung...” 


Toshinori chuckled, “Yes! He does have a tendency to monologue...Back when I visited him in 
prison, he went on a tangent that lasted a whole hour before I could get in a single word...And 
Izuku made him question everything , I think. He was shaken.” 


“That’s our boy!” Inko said, grinning. “Moments like this...learning stuff like this just makes 
me...regretful. I wish I had supported him better but...but ’'m glad he found you. That he has come 
all this way, and...and that I can try to be the best mom I can every day.” 


“[’m glad too.” Toshinori said, placing a hand on her shoulder. “And...1 know one day we’ll stop 
being so harsh on ourselves for our past mistakes.” 


“Did...did your guilt come up with Stain right now?” 


“Yes. I...I still feel responsible for so much that’s wrong with Japan today.” At least with 
Endeavor, I could have acted differently. And now...he’s gone who knows where, and I fear that it 
could have been a battle that the government covered up, and not even his family will know what 
happened... 


“You aren’t, Toshi. Every man and woman has free will, they choose what they do, how they act. 
If they chose to focus on misinterpreting a good man, on taking your actions as an excuse to be bad 
people...then they would have done that no matter how you acted.” Inko said, “You aren’t perfect, 
nobody is...but you did your best. You did far more than your share.” 


“T...1 know.” Toshinori said, as Inko slowed down their golf cart by the first hole. In front of them 
were hundreds of meters of freshly manicured grass, crisp white sand, and even a little lake to trap 
golf balls. “Good or bad, I did my part. I did my job. And...regretting the bad consequences 
diminishes the good I did accomplish...” 


“Exactly. And...even if you hadn’t saved half the world many times over, you’d still be the man I 
fell in love with, little by little...though the big crush on you as a her from back in the day didn’t 
hurt, either.” Inko said, then gave him a kiss on the cheek. “Come on, we still have 18 holes to go!” 


“Let’s do this.” Toshinori said, shaking away the doubts and picking a golf club carefully. He 
didn’t really know what he was doing, but he had been halfway decent the other times they had 
played, and he thought that he’d be even better this time. 


“Do you think we’d have fallen in love back then, too? Like, say...if you’d saved me from a giant 
monster back in college or something?” Inko asked as she placed the tee and golf ball on the 
ground, then started swaying her hips back and forth to ready up for her shot. It was fairly 
distracting for Toshinori. 


“T think so, yes!” Toshinori said, “I think deep down we might have connected just as well. 
But...’m glad we met when we did, knowing more stuff, about life and all...” 


“Ts that your way of saying you like how we are more than how we were, back then?” 


“Yes, I guess it is. Maybe...maybe all these experiences have made us better, you know? Made 
us... don’t know, cooler?” Toshinori suggested. He also started to get a golf ball ready, hoping it 
would take less moves to get it in this time. What even is a “birdie” anyway? 


“Me? Cooler? Toshi, you flatter me!” Inko said, then swung her golf club with a smooth, 
determined swipe, and the ball landed very close to the hole. 


“Don’t ever doubt the allure of a strong, determined mom!” Toshinori said, chuckling, as he placed 
his own ball on the ground and aimed his swing. If he’d still had his old power, he could have shot 
the golf ball a mile up in the air and many, many dozen miles away, easily sending it deep into the 
island or perhaps even the ocean on the other side...But with his current muscles, he was confident 
he would only overshoot when it was most embarrassing, and get his ball into the sand or water 
traps. 


“Oh, thank you!” Inko said, blushing, “It...it’s so unexpected, you know? I never thought someone 
would make me feel like a uhh...hot momma...Oh god that sounded terrible!” 


“But yes! you are!” Toshinori said, then swung his golf club...and his ball ended much further 
from the hole than Inko’s. “Though, honestly, if you really used your Quirk for this, Inko...could 
you get a hole in one?” 


“T haven’t tried.” Inko said, raising her eyebrow, “How about we give it a shot?” 


Even before meeting Inko, Toshinori knew that her Quirk was the limited telekinesis of small 
objects, mostly limited to attracting them towards herself. After they had grown close, he had 
curiously asked her more about her power, and they had discovered some limits for how big an 
object could be and how fast she could make it go...but they had never tried it over long distances. 


“Let’s! This’ ll be AWESOME!” 


“Or it might just be a shot that will get me banned for life from golfing.” Inko said, with a sly 
smile. “Ill take the risk.” She switched golf clubs, placed the ball on the tee, and readied up. “As 


soon as I swing, I'll try and “target” the ball, then pull. It might make me lightheaded so...can you 
hold me, after I swing?” 


“Of course, Inko.” 


“Right, then...here I go!” Inko took a swing, much stronger than before, aiming for a spot just 
behind the hole’s post. She dropped her club and raised her hand, squinting as she focused on the 
ball’s trajectory, and Toshinori held her by the shoulders, as steady as he could, feeling her tense 
with strain and concentration... 


And then she closed her outstretched hand with a grunt of exertion, and the ball’s trajectory 
suddenly changed, arching back towards them, closer and closer. Then Inko opened her hand again, 
releasing the ball, and it’s trajectory changed yet again, falling quicker...right into the hole. 


“HOLY SHIT!” Toshinori bellowed, and Inko chuckled with satisfaction, “HOLE IN ONE! Inko, 
that was amazing, that was...that was AWESOME!” 


“Tt...it did get me a bit...woozy. Can you...can you kiss my forehead a bit?” Inko said, rubbing it. 
After Toshinori dutifully gave her a “healing” kiss, she laughed softly, then started to cry. At first 
Toshinori thought it might be a headache, a side effect of having to focus her Quirk to an extreme 
she had never attempted, without more preparation, but then he realized it was tears of joy. “It was 
a damn good shot, wasn’t it? I feel awesome!” 


Wiping the tears off her cheeks, Toshinori said, “You are. You really, really are...” 


“Are we really gonna do this? Are we really gonna party in a different country? This is exciting!” 
Mina said, as they got ready to meet up with Tooru and Ojiro, who had also decided to add 
themselves to the idea of a short trip to Honolulu, after Mina and Shinsou had told them of their 
plan. 


The plan’s first step had seen the couples tour the city alone in the first part of the day, with Ojiro 
and Tooru not having an idea that Shinsou and Mina had an ulterior motive; find out what exactly 
the HPSC was doing in Hawaii, watching the wedding. 


After Mei had told them about it the day before, they had spun a plan to close in on the 
Commission’s activities. Their hacker...”friend”? Former enemy turned ally in a life or death 
mission? Acquaintance? Yes, their acquaintance Maria had narrowed down the HPSC 
communications to two spots, one of them being their own hotel and the other being somewhere in 
Honolulu...and she had set out personally to triangulate. 


So Shinsou and Mina had been “commanded” by Mei to help out the hacker...which really only 
meant meeting with her at some point during the day and hearing her out, then seeing if there were 
some skulls to be bashed in or something. 


“I wonder what kind of music they’ll have here?” Shinsou asked. For some reason, it felt less 
intimidating to go to a foreign club, where literally no one would know them, instead of one back 
home... 


“T hope it’s some of this new electronic I’ve been listening to, really makes me wanna shake my 
hips!” 


“Oh then count me the fuck in, that sounds lovely.” he said, a little smile on his lips. He had come 
to love dancing with Mina, but it was still very much because she loved it and he enjoyed seeing 
her happy, not that he felt any good at it. [f anything, I’m just barely practiced enough that I only 
have one and a half left feet. 


“So...do you think they’ Il be arriving soon?” Mina asked, her tone cheery. So far they had enjoyed 
every single moment of their vacation, from their happy, energetic time in the sun and the beach, to 
the previous day’s quieter, more intimate evening. Hell, they’d even enjoyed the quick flight over 
in a seaplane that their hotel operated, ferrying tourists from one branch in one island to another. 


And they had enjoyed the...options that the hotel’s big bed gave them. They hadn’t slept too much, 
which they assumed was the case for most of their friends too. J wonder if any of them will end up 
with scraped knees or back scratches and end up wearing a rather obvious diver’s wetsuit to hide 
how naughty they are? 


“Any minute now, I imagine. Same with Maria.” Maria had texted while they had been out 
shopping, telling them that she had something but that she would have something better for when 
they met. She had given them the address of the restaurant they currently sat in, an Italian place 
with killer garlic bread that Shinsou and Mina had evaporated in mere instants. 


They were currently on their fourth basket of bread, and the waiters had started raising their 
eyebrows with every refill, but it nourished their bodies and souls between the couple of plates of 
pasta each had eaten. “Hey! there she is! Girl! Over here! We saved you one breadstick!” 


Moving past some waiters, Maria Kestrel reached them, awkwardly shuffling as she sat next to 
them, “Hey guys. Are there...are we in view of any cameras in this table?” 


“No.” Shinsou replied, “We picked carefully. And the waiters are busy with that family over 
there...they look like actual Italians arguing about the food. We’ re in the clear.” 


“Cool!” Maria said, then rolled up her right sleeve and, from her tattoos (which Shinsou had never 
paid much attention to, even when Maria had been hitting on him back in Texas) she pulled a bit at 
her skin, then removed a thin strip of what seemed to be inked skin with a bit of code “tattoed” 
unto it. “Little trick I came up with, with Mei’s help, of course. Wouldn’t leave home without it.” 


“What does it do?” Mina said, immediately poking the fake strip of skin. “It feels...real? It’s so 
creepy!” 


“She took inspiration from the synthetic skin the Agency used on Toga’s sneaking suit...oh and the 
skin grafts for some guy called Touya Todoroki. Do you know him, by chance?” 


“Sure do, one time he tried to blast me with a fireball and ended up blowing up Bakugou’s bike. 
Good times.” That explains his face looking a bit better these days. Good for him. 


“So basically I had an idea for augmenting myself with carbon circuits and conductors, to interface 
more directly with computers. Original plan was to insert the hardware directly, but then we came 
up with an idea that makes it flatter and we can sandwich it between the fake skin and paste it on!” 


Maria’s Quirk let her connect information inside a code more intuitively, letting her work faster 
than most hackers around, and with a natural affinity for computers and making new codes that 
challenged software like little else. 


“So neat, code sammich!” Mina replied, twisting the piece of augmented skin. “So...like...could 
you put some of these in like...your tummy and then get more memory space on your laptop or how 


does it work?” 


“This one has a single function; it copies information. So I copied her phone and tablet and I 
needed a USB stick to store it. And...it turns out this little hard drive I was carrying wasn’t enough. 
So I have no idea who I found. But she’s watching the cameras Mei spotted, and she’s expecting 
something to happen.” Maria said, ““The thing is, her phone’s encrypted to hell and back, and I only 
scratched the surface...But she’s seen my face. I can’t try and get more info out of her...it was risky 
as hell to try what I did already, there won’t be a second chance now that she’s aware.” 


“Let me guess...your plan involved dressing up as a bartender?” Shinsou said, looking at her 
clothes, which looked very similar to the ones in their own hotel. “One from our own hotel chain, 
at a location right here?” 


“Yeah. That’s...exactly that. She’s staying at the Royal K here in ‘Lulu. How’d you guess I snuck 
in with a thrift shop outfit and a can-do attitude?” 


“He’s a super smart hero, duh!”’ Mina said, sticking her tongue out and laughing. Shinsou couldn’t 
help the dumb grin on his face, or the blush on his cheeks. 


“T’d never have guessed.” Maria replied, “So this spy...she’s in her forties or fifties. All business, 
arrogant attitude but she treats servers nicely, I would say. Average height and build, but one look 
at her eyes and you can tell she has ambition for days.” 


“That...that doesn’t really narrow it down.” Shinsou said. There have to be hundreds of middle 
aged women in the HPSC, and her “average” appearance might seem average to an outsider but 
omit details we would have caught. 


“What did her hair look like? Did she wear glasses? A mole on her cheek? A really big nose?” 
Mina asked. “Oh...I’m imagining a witch from a children’s story we read to Eri! Sorry.” 


“No, it could help. Maybe...maybe we know this woman. If she’s an agent with some grudge, we 
need to know.” 


“Right.” Maria said, adjusting her glasses, “I...1 wish I’d taken a picture, but...I only had that piece 
of wearable tech on me. The camera for my glasses is too conspicuous. She had a straight nose, 
normal sized . No real skin blemishes except some wrinkles, not laugh lines, but more those on her 
brow...And her hair looked like a stereotypical “Karen” haircut, I think.” 


Shinsou tried remembering every HPSC agent that might fit the description, from every briefing or 
after action report he had taken part in. He remembered a station chief from Fukuoka who almost 
fit the description...but she had very noticeable heterochromia. ““What about her eyes?” 


“They looked grey to me. Maybe blue.” 
“T got nothing, then.” Shinsou said, then looked expectantly at Mina. “How about you?” 


“T feel like...like I have it at the tip of my tongue, but a name just won’t come out. Or a face. Why 
do you think she’s watching us?” Mina asked, then with unmatched stealth, she picked the last of 
the bread they had saved for Maria. Too slow, my hacker pal. You’ll have to wait for the next 
basket... 


“T imagine it is for leverage against one of us, or many. Being friendly with the League of Villains 
might be exploited somehow...though Izuku would just take that standing and weather any storm, 
end up stronger. I am sure he would.” 


“You’re really confident about your friend, aren’t you?” Maria asked. 


“He’s been there for me every time I have needed him. And...he defied orders to hunt us. Mina, 
you and I...The Americans knew we were on that plane to Mbele, Maria. And they thought it was 
treason. Or at least the woman in charge was gonna spin it that way...I[zuku didn’t like it. So Toga 
and him wrecked a small army and the order to hunt us never broadcast.” 


“We owe him. And Himiko!” Mina added, “Of course we would have done the same but...it meant 
a lot, you know? Himiko especially...with how she’s a spy and all, to know that protecting Hito and 
me was in her code...it made me happy.” 


“They both sound like a pair of wankers off their minds, bloody lucky, too.” Maria replied, “But...I 
had no idea they even knew about our mission.” 


“They had a mole all along. Second guy we kidnapped, the one who wasn’t the king?” Shinsou 
said, “He and the General were orchestrating the whole thing. The Quirkless conquered cities 
through all the openings the General left them. It was all to get a common enemy and get Russia, 
China, Japan and the rest of the world to follow her, and only her...Izuku smashing her forces to 
pieces tends to cool those kinds of plans.” 


“Fuckin’ A.” Maria said, grinning, “Back to the present day, though...Why would anyone in the 
HPSC have it out for you? Any of you? Aren’t you all top of the line heroes?” 


“They’ve grown from an administrative body into an organization that manages Japan’s 
intelligence community and has deep ties with the prison system. And now they go toe to toe with 
the cops...Many heroes hate that. Old man All Might wouldn’t like them encroaching, and neither 
would Aizawa-sensei and UA. And Izuku...Izuku wants to change the system.” 


“So really, it could be a lot of us.” Mina said, “I don’t like them either. I think there’s some big 
bullies in their ranks...and you know that I don’t like those.” 


“Well then.” Maria said, “You really should make ready, but...I think you’ ll be safe until the day of 
the wedding. And...I know I said I wouldn’t try again, but... just got an idea.” 


“Another disguise?” 


“Maybe. [ll talk it over with Mei, see what she thinks. Now, the garlic bread you mentioned-” 
Maria said, then looked at Mina’s growing smile, with crumbs still on her lips, “Oh you absolute 
¢ly dreadful woman, I will-” 


Just then, another basket of freshly baked bread arrived, “There you go!” the waiter said, watching 
with some relief as someone else finally ate the bread. Hey man, we need the carbs for dancing 
energy. 


“These are heavenly.” Maria said, when she had finished stuffing her mouth and the waiter was 
gone, “But I really should get back to cracking as many files as possible. So far all I have is a few 
image feeds from your hotel, the ID on the HPSc software code erasing the woman’s name and 
rank, and the size of the data packets.,.I have more than enough to work with.” 


“Good luck, and tell us the instant you find out more about...about whatever will happen on the 
day of the wedding.” Shinsou said, “Whatever it is, if it gives us a chance to get ready...” 


“If I were you, I’d pack a capture weapon under my tux. Just to be safe...” Maria said. 


“Got it.” Shinsou said, “And after the wedding, whoever it is... Mina, how about we visit her?” 


“Tm down!” Mina said, “Oh and...do you know if they put cams on our rooms? Hito and I didn’t 
know and we-” 


“Don’t just say that kinda thing, please.” Maria said, raising her hand to stop Mina. As 
straightforward as she was, she was probably about to say “we were having lots of awesome 
sex’’...which was very true, if Shinsou had been asked. “They have cameras outside the rooms, I 
think. Some in the restaurants, some outside.” 


“Oh, so then maybe they just heard us.” Mina said, poking her cheek as she thought. 


“Tl just...leave. Before the topic gets weird. Bye.” Maria said, speeding away from the restaurant, 
only pausing to put her “tech sammich” tattoo back in place. 


“Well, that was fun. Now we know for sure that something fishy is going on, and I'll have to 
carry a million pounds of metal scarf at a beach.” Shinsou said, shrugging. Of course he would do 
it, if there was the slightest chance Izuku’s big day would be ruined, he’d put his life on the line to 
stop whoever was stupid enough to mess with them. 


“T’ll wear flats with my dress. And...do you think we should tell them? Izuku and Himiko, I 
mean?” Mina asked. It was a very difficult question; on one hand, they should know if they were 
targets, on the other, it would completely sour their big day and make them worried about an 
unknown possibility... 


“Until we know what we’re dealing with, I think we should keep it close to our chest. We don’t 
want to jump the gun and ruin this for everyone...For all we know the HPSc could be watching the 
LoV as a safety measure.” 


“T hope you’re right, Hito...but I think we should tell Tooru and Mashirao once they arrive. And 
you could tell sensei so he can also be aware.” Mina said, and Shinsou nodded in agreement. 
“There’s still time, and it seems like we’ll be totally safe before that day, so...Oh! There’s Tooru!” 


Shinsou turned to look at a bunch of colorful bracelets waving energetically in the air, inches away 
from a sun hat and above a cute sundress. He waved back and then greeted Ojiro too, who had 
been left dealing with the greeter as Tooru rushed towards Shinsou and Mina. 


Within seconds both were at their table, ordering some pasta for energy. Ojiro ordered a safe 
spaghetti bolognese, and Tooru went a bit wild with a sweet and savory Hawaiian style pasta (that 
had probably been what got those Italians upset a while back), with pineapple jam, roasted ham 
and fettuccine. 


“So how was your day, guys?” Mina asked, when most of their friend’s plates were empty. “We 
went shopping and also sightseeing and even toured the marina!” 


They’d taken the seaplane pretty early, at 10 a.m., and taken the day at a slow, lazy pace, but still 
managing to get a good feel for the vibrant, beautiful city. Just like with their hotel, they could feel 
much more of it was Hawaiian, through and through, rather than American, with their own spin on 
things, and a sense of pride that Shinsou enjoyed a lot. There was a real love for their city, for their 
island, for their archipielago, that felt similar to Shinsou’s little corner of Tokyo that he patrolled, 
where the citizens belonged and it was obvious to see it. 


The shopping they’d done had been mostly clothes, though Mina had fallen in love with a pair of 
sneakers and they’d bought those too. They’d sent their bags back to the seaplane, so they’d be 
easily ferried back to the hotel, and the only concern would be telling Mei that their baggage was 
now several kilos heavier. 


“A bit of the same!” Tooru said, “We also went to a couple museums, the Art Museum and the 
Museum of Hawaiian Heroes...they were awesome!” 


“T had no idea there could even be this many surfer heroes...” Ojiro said, chuckling, “It was a great 
time. We have to bring everyone to visit after the wedding. Midoriya will have an absolute 
meltdown, the stuff there goes all the way back to the very start of heroes...” 


They finished their meal and settled their tab, then started walking towards the club they’d picked, 
called “To Galaxy”. It was advertised in the hotel’s brochures, so let’s see how it goes... 


They walked up to a pretty long line of people waiting, while the bouncer watched everyone and 
allowed some in. The man seemed full of himself and jealous of his “power”, but to his credit, the 
line was moving quicker than it had in some of the clubs and bars Mina had brought Shinsou to. 


So instead of two hours outside, they only waited 45 minutes! 


Which had Shinsou sweating his ass off, in the nice shirt and pants he had chosen to wear, 
inwardly cursing for how unfit they had been for an early night at Hawaii. Even though Mina’s 
tight little blue dress was made of better materials for the weather than Shinsou’s clothes, she had 
also ended up sweaty, which she used to tease him, of course. 


“I saw you starin’, Hito! You just couldn’t take your eyes off my sweaty cleavage, could you?” she 
said, bringing both her arms together to poke him...and also press her chest together. Jt is indeed a 
gorgeous, sweaty cleavage but... 


“T...[ wasn’t! Not until you pointed it out!” he stammered. 


“But it’s okay if you look, you know?” she said, in a lower voice tone, as she moved to his 
ear...and then kissed his earlobe. It made his entire spine shiver. 


“Well...maybe not in public, but...” he said. Who am I even kidding, it’s the hottest thing...except if 
it was her thighs all sweaty...Umm...focus, Hitoshi, we’re very much in public. “Hey, look, line’s 
advancing quicker! We’re almost there!” 


They hurried along, only being stopped by the bouncer closing the velvet line right in their faces. 
“Please wait a few, until some people leave. It shouldn’t be long.” Well I completely misjudged 
you, dude. “Please pay your entry fee to that machine over there.” 


“Look, Mina, it’s like a parking ticket machine but for party people! Woo!” Tooru said, 
approaching the machine and getting tickets for all four of them. It wasn’t crazy expensive or 
anything, but it was a bit higher than any place Shinsou had visited before with Mina... 


And as they finally admitted them, and they walked into a huge party area, with several dance 
floors, bars and all sorts of stuff he couldn’t see well in the darkness of pink and purple and orange 
neon lights. 


And the music...the music was absolutely awesome. It was electronic, which meant that he would 
indeed get to see Mina shake her hips (which would have happened anyway with pretty much any 
genre of music), and it also seemed to take cues from some old music he liked, like Daft Punk and 
Kraftwerk. And the sound design for the building... “Holy shit. Mina, can you hear me without 
having to yell?” 


“Yes!” 


“Fucking hell...they designed this so the sound would fade away from the dance floor! It’s 


brilliant!” he said, then offered his hand to Mina. “Shall we, then?” 


She nodded, full of energy and life and excitement, and they walked together to the very middle of 
the dance floor, where the music seemed to envelop them physically , touching their skin like 
waves of pure rhythm...So they danced. 


Shinsou didn’t take his eyes off Mina as she moved along with the music, with moves that were 
fluid and graceful, energetic and fun. He tried to match her, and he felt free as he did so, not a care 
in the world what anyone else thought about how he danced, not judging himself over it. 


All that existed, all that mattered, was the exhilaration he felt as he danced with Mina. Her black 
and gold eyes, sparkling with all the neon colours around them. Her hands against his, a bit sweaty 
but comfortable and warm, as they moved as one, with ballroom dancing and tango and everything 
they knew, and making it fit. 


He knew that somewhere behind them were Ojiro and Tooru, enjoying themselves just as much, 
likely dancing in completely different ways. He was sure that Tooru had already acquired a 
thousand glowsticks and put themselves in her clothes of her bracelets or the brim of her hat, and 
moved like a lightshow, and that Ojiro used his tail and martial arts agility to dance and attract 
looks. 


But the world had grown much smaller, and could only fit two; Mina and Shinsou. The world was 
only big enough for the music, for their moves, for his hands on her hips, and her hands around his 
neck. There was only space for their chests touching, and the mixed scents of their sweat and 
perfume and cologne. 


She smelled sweet, with her sweat adding a citrus hint from her acid, and that scent only made him 
feel more and more attracted as they danced. And seeing the reflections on her dark eyes, like 
constellations around a bright sun, hypnotized him more and more... 


He loved her. He knew that wouldn’t change. That their trust was true and good and powerful, that 
their bond was real. That it was all mutual. It didn’t matter if Maria had just revealed a sword 
hanging above their heads, what mattered was that they would face it together. 


Taking his hands off her swaying hips, Shinsou cupped her cheeks gently, then pulled her closer. 
Immediately she closed her eyes, shutting away the galaxies reflected in them. But the explosions 
in his heart more than matched their energy as their lips met. Soft, juicy lips, the taste of an orange 
chapstick, eagerly kissing him back, and then her tongue... 


Whatever happens, there's no one I’d rather have beside me. We’ll keep you safe, Izuku, count on 
US. 


Interviews 


Chapter Notes 
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Anna Dobinek started her day far earlier than she had anticipated, with an urgent visit from 
Hatsume, who had called her phone time and again before banging on the door with her fist. After 
that, within a couple minutes, Hatsume had told Anna everything, as Freya had returned to their 
bed. 


“T’m not about to jump to conclusions here, Mei.” Anna said, as the businessgirl finished her tale. 
From a source she was adamantly against revealing, she had discovered camera feeds piggybacking 
off the hotel’s security systems, and sending the video to an HPSC team, who further sent the 
feeds to a supervising agent in Honolulu. 


Hatsume’s “source” had taken a huge risk and interacted with said agent directly , a bold move that 
had yielded an encrypted copy of a cell phone and a tablet, but also burnt the source; if she tried 
approaching the spy again, chances were she’d be killed. As much as Mei hides the source’s 
identity, she referred to her as a girl. I can think of a number of people she could mean... 


“The HPSC and I, we’re supposed to be allies. Not exactly friends , but nominally on the same 
side. The fact they’re watching, while annoying, is logical; we have half a dozen of their highest 
security prisoners, and I’ve given them the closest thing to freedom I can give. They might expect 
a breakout.” 


“Do you expect an escape, agent?” Mei asked. There was a strange energy around her, mixing an 
air of excitement, stress and some pain that Anna imagined was caused from keeping Izuku 
Midoriya in the dark; Mei had said from the start that she’d rather fly her plane into an active 
volcano than ruin Izuku’s wedding, but she also looked conflicted about the secret. 


“Not in the slightest.” Anna replied, with a smirk. “Through Izuku and Himiko’s efforts, we have 
softened any resistance the LoV members might have to my plan, and the taste of freedom I have 
given them has been enjoyable for them all...Except maybe Stain. But he is not part of my plan.” 


“And if Stain escapes, it’s a very minor hiccup to your big plan, huh?” Mei asked. 


“Precisely.” Anna said, “So, if they are worried about such a thing and are observing us over that, 
they’Il be sorely disappointed. But you don’t think that’s it, right?” 


“Fuck no.” Mei said, her voice grim. “My contact decrypted enough info to point out to something 
happening around the time of the wedding. If I had to guess, it’s something they have a hand in, but 
not directly, or the orders for another team would have been on the top of the data she found. So...I 
infer this spy...she subcontracted.” 


“Then that settles it.” Anna said, nodding and pointing towards her weapons cabinet. Contained 
within were a small arsenal consisting of half a dozen pistols, a combat shotgun, and a short- 
barrelled battle rifle. “I'll stash that under the catering table, and Freya...” 


“Hmpph...someone call?” Freya asked, half asleep at their bed. 


“No, baby, you can go back to sleep.” Anna said, “As I was saying, she had super strength so we 
won’t really need a gun for her. You want one, Mei?” 


“IT got my own stuff.” Mei replied, the tiniest hint of a smile on her face as she showed Anna a 
metal vambrace she was wearing. Anna was sure that the thing was full of tech and, if not 
especially discrete, it fit Mei’s aesthetic with its bronze metal plates, silver cybernetics, and royal 
blue leather. 


“Nice. Who else knows?” 


“Shield, Shinsou, Ashido, Ojiro and Hagakure, and now you. Aizawa will know too.” Mei replied, 
matter of factly. 


“Shield? Did you two make peace?” Anna didn’t remember those two having ended as friends 
back in Japan, but perhaps a common enemy had been what they were missing. 


“In a way. If ’'m honest, she scared me cause I know she’s as smart as me, you know?” Mei 
admitted, “So I need her this time. After that...who knows.” 


“If you’re on the same side here, whatever this “happening” is might shit their pants. Do you need 
anything?” Anna said, “I’d be very interested in tracking down our watcher after this blows over.” 


“T have that under control.” Mei said, with a confidence that made Anna consider if she might 
somehow get Mei to drop the inventions and business and become a spymaster; she was handling 
her asset very well. No, she’s far too independent. In a way, even more than Toga. 


“Alright, then. Now, let me get straight to the point... You want to tell Izuku and Himiko, don’t 
you?” 


Mei nodded, “I can't bear imagining how he’ll react to it. It'll break his heart, I know it. It’s his 
perfect day, a day just for Himiko and him...” Mei’s sadness was charged with a lot of emotional 
baggage, and Anna felt bad for Mei. Izuku meant so much for her, and it had pushed her to keep 
the secret so far...but now it wouldn’t be her call to make. 


“What if he’s looking over his shoulder the entire day and nothing happens? What if the HPSc 
plan was to see if we’d catch this bait and it was just that? I...1 want to keep his happiness pure and 
protected for as long as I can. But at the same time...” 


“You feel he should know.” Anna finished the sentence. Mei nodded grimly. “Well, don’t worry 
about it. You’ve told me , so now this is officially an Agency counterintelligence operation.” 


Mei scowled at her, “What? I told you all of this in confidence, Anna. You’re making it official 
business?” 


“T appreciate the trust, kid. I really, really do. But now that I know, I can't let you tell Izuku or 
Himiko. this operation reeks of foul play, and I wasn’t sharp enough to catch the scent, but you 
were and now...Now I know that we can’t tip our hand in any way if we expect to win this.” 


“Win?” Mei said, her voice instantly filling with poison, “My best friend could be in danger from 
villains or whatever the fuck these HPSC bastards arranged, and you are making this about 
winning ?” 


“Of course.” Anna replied. “From the intel you’re giving, there are at least two factions in play 
here, apart from us. They watch our every move. Who’s to say they won’t simply strike when 
we’re all asleep and murder us room to room, if we start telling everyone? The only intelligence 
we have gives us a time and place to find our enemies, and I’m confident that we have enough 
weapons and powers to counterattack.” 


“Anna, there’s kids with us. Eri and Kouta. Izuku would never forgive us if we put them in 
danger.” Mei said, slamming her fist against her thigh. “And the hotel staff, what about them?” 


“That is why telling Izuku would make us lose this chance. He’ll immediately move to protect 
everyone. Postpone the wedding, at the very least, and the enemy will know we know. And I can’t 
allow that.” Anna said, her voice cold. Mei’s eyes darted to the weapon cabinet, and her scowl 
deepened. 


“I want to protect his happiness, but...everyone else? The risk we’ll be putting them in?” Mei 
asked. Izuku’s empathy is imprinted in you too, Mei Hatsume. Or are you just worried he’ll blame 
you ? 


“Let me worry about that. I have sleeves full of aces, Mei.” Anna said, and Mei seemed to calm 
down a little. Through the night vision part of her mutant QUirk, Anna could see Mei’s face was 
full of worry lines, and the bags under her eyes were fairly apparent. “I have a plan to mitigate 
every danger and keep our enemies oblivious to it.” 


“If you say so...” Mei said, “But still, I will focus all my efforts on the kids. And Izuku, of 
course.” 


“He’s a fucking superhero, Mei. Every time he walks out he’s facing danger. He’ll be fine.” Anna 
said, “Now you should get to sleep ASAP. If your reaction time is poor in two days...no, tomorrow 
, you won’t be helping Izuku.” 


“Fine.” Mei said, “I kinda wish I hadn’t told you...” 
“This ain’t the kind of thing you can undo, kid. But it’ll be fine, I promise you.” 


“T’ll hold you to that, agent.” Mei replied, her golden crosshair eyes burning deep into Anna’s soul. 
This one would kill for Izuku, as much as Toga. But with her skills...She could so so much more to 
me. If I let her down, it will be an enemy I wish I had never made. “I like you, Anna. You tell me 
things straight, and you’re honest enough, for a spy...but if this goes wrong, you can fucking forget 
about any shiny new planes for all your bunch of spooks.” 


In a moment, one of the Agency's best allied minds had turned an uncertain ally. Anna’s mind 
filled to the brim with every little thing Mei had done to help her organization and her cause; 
hypersonic planes, improvements to materials research, improved radios and phones... “I won't let 
you down.2 


“T still think we should tell Izuku. Or at least Himiko.” 


“Bad idea.” Anna stated, with a gaze that gave no room for arguing. “They are both professionals 
and will react instantly, even without a heads up. But they can be reckless.” 


Eventually Mei agreed to keep the secret. For a single day, most of which she’d spend sleeping, it 
was as much as she was willing to sacrifice. “I'll give my Best Girl speech once over or two and 
then sleep. Please, please don’t let me down, Anna. Id prefer to be friends a while longer.” 


“Same here. Now go sleep. You need it.” 


As Mei left, Anna pondered if it really was the best way forward to keep Izuku, Toga and most of 
the guests in the dark. If they were caught unawares, they really might get injured in some potential 
attack...but that was an acceptable tradeoff. 


The attack would flush out Anna’s enemies, whoever they were. It didn’t matter much who 


attacked, or even if they did ; they were connected to the HPSC, and no matter what happened on 
the 26th, Anna would eventually follow that lead to someone in the Commission, someone willing 
to attack heroes. 


And she’d love destroying that person, no matter who they were, how much power they had, 
whether they were a lowly agent or the Chairwoman herself...Anna would erase that cancer from 
the face of the Earth. 


Did she feel guilty about the kids? Of course she did. But she hadn’t been the one who had invited 
them, and she knew that their guardians would find out about the threat and be ready to act. 
Aizawa would be getting the news from Shinsou anytime now, and Mandalay...Anna would tell 
the woman herself. 


And she trusted that Mei and Melissa could fashion some contraption to protect those two brats in 
a day, even with all the mandated sleep Mei would take. 


As for the other civilians, like Inko Midoriya and her ex-husband Hisashi, or Toga’s brother 
Koichi, she was sure that a crowd of heroes would be enough to keep them from any harm. But in 
the case of the hotel staff... 


Within minutes she had tracked down the manager’s room and was knocking at the door. The 
manager’s half awake face met her, and Anna noticed that the penguin woman was dressed in a set 
of adorable pink pyjamas featuring an American hero, an up and coming Amazon called Star and 
Stripes. 


“It’s too early to greet you with an “aloha”, Agent...what’s up?” the manager, Akamai Mahaulu, 
croaked. 


“You told me that you’d send employees home the day of the wedding. Is that done?” Anna asked, 
whispering. She didn’t know if there were any cameras intervened near the manager’s quarters, but 
she had to be careful now. 


“That?” Akamai blinked twice, then said, “Oh yeah, I remember. We’ll just be a skeleton crew, 
about thirty employees that day. Don’t expect clean sheets, the spa or the golf course, you know.” 


“That’s all I wanted to know. How about security?” 
“They’ ll be armed and patrolling the entrance and the generator room.” 


Anna nodded. “Good, well done.” 


Anna determined from the manager’s confused expression that she was too sleepy to consider any 
danger. And if the Commission saw any staff changes coming from Akamai, they won’t suspect us. 
Our cover won’t be blown, and we’re putting as few people as possible in danger with our 
trap...Good. 


“T really...did this really need to happen at...Jesus, five a.m.?” 


“My surveillance equipment caught Shimura heading for the beach with Hadou, like yesterday, and 
it woke me up.” Anna said. it wasn’t exactly a lie; those two had taken another nice stroll a couple 
hours back. /t’s  almosttoo easy with him, he might have conceived some leverage these 
days...He’ll be in my team in seconds . 


“It’s a honeymoon hotel, ma’am. It happens almost every night. We make a killing on the condom 
vending machines.” Akamai replied, full of sleepy pride. 


“T can imagine...Toga was pretty detailed on how she and Midoriya were bolstering the Hawaiian 
contraceptives industry...” 


“God bless heroes and their spy girlfriends, eh?” Akamai asked, chuckling. 


“Exactly.” Anna replied, a smirk spreading across her lips. “ll let you get back to sleep. We’re 
just a day away from the wedding, and who knows how much stuff we’ll both have to do?” And 
who knows if this might just be the perfect opportunity to test my new team? 


Shouta Aizawa had assumed that Hitoshi was drunk when he had called late in the night, just an 
hour or so before sunrise, waking Shouta and Emi, but thankfully not Eri, who had ended up too 
exhausted from a day of playing, exploring and swimming, and had not interrupted her snooze. 


Shouta had stepped outside to the balcony, expecting one of those old phone calls, back when he 
had been Hitoshi’s mentor (and emergency contact) and he dialled during a party, sometimes to ask 
for a ride home, sometimes starting to ramble strange tales conjured by his drunk mind... 


But this time, his tone was clear and cool, without the slightest hint of alcohol. “Sensei. The 
Commission is watching us. They have bugged the hotel’s cameras. My voice here will be too faint 
to pick up, but your answer might be. You can’t let them know you know...” 


“Hitoshi, how many times do I have to tell you that the capture weapon isn’t a scarf?” Shouta said, 
hoping his apprentice would catch his meaning. 


“Good. “How many times do I have to tell you to be careful’, right? We have been, and got close. 
No time to explain how, but...they are watching for something during the wedding. We need to be 
ready, but quiet. If they figure out their cover’s blown, they could attack now .” Shouta knew that 
Hitoshi wouldn’t use a vague “they” if he had more information. 


“Just get home safe, kid. Remember the kittens?” 


“Yes, sensei, they could attack Eri and Kouta if the wedding is hit by villains, so...Mina and Mei 
and everyone that knows so far, we needed you to know. We can’t risk them.” if my daughter 
could be in danger, my wife...Hitoshi, what mess have you just dropped in our laps? And just a day 
away? Kid, i hope you’re doing something logical to counter this... 


“We have to keep kittens warm and cozy, for sure.” Shouta said, glancing around. Before him, the 
night sky was already turning brighter. He could spot no cameras on his room’s balcony, but he did 
spot Emi, quietly moving beside him and placing her head against his shoulder. 


He’d tell her as soon as the call ended, damn anyone finding out. 


“Mei and Melissa Shield are thinking up something. And I’d sooner take a bullet than let a single 
hair on little sis’ head get hurt.” Hitoshi said. It gave Shouta a bit of relief, but not as much as if 
Hitoshi had told him that they were cancelling the wedding and getting the hell away from danger. 
But whatever threat comes for us, I’m sure they wouldn’t stand a chance against Hitoshi and I 


paralyzing them and everyone else leaping to action. I’d die to keep Eri safe, if it came to that... 


“You better make absolutely sure of that, Shinsou.” Shouta hissed. Then he added, “For those 
street cats, none of the good, tasty food.” 


“Agreed, we'll give ‘em hell. It’1l be our own ambush.” Hitoshi said, with the complete conviction 
he usually reserved for the most important things, like how certain he was about his feelings for 
Mina, or his bond with Izuku, or how one cat was fluffier than another in a video he showed to 
Shouta. “They may think they will take us by surprise, but it’1l be their doom.” 


“Good. Do the owners of those cats have a shred of decency, letting them fight with innocent 
housecats?” The first thing he said was that the Commission was watching. So they are involved 
somehow...Could the Chairwoman have been hinting at something? If they attack us, and she 
knew...they are supposed to work on behalf of heroes, dammit! Not throw us into the wolves. 


“We don’t know yet the ties the HPSC has with the “event”, as they’re calling it, all we have is a 
name; Operation: WHITE WEDDING.” 


“That’s a terrible name for a cat.” Shouta said, then mouthed the words for Emi. She shook her 
head; like him, she had never heard of such an operation. Jt has to be specifically about this. 


“T know. Just...just...we can’t do much here, not if we want to have any advantage against a hidden 
enemy. But we should keep each other’s backs.” Hitoshi said. 


“What about the problem cat and the rescue?” Likening Toga to a rescued street cat was a bit 
lenient on Shouta’s part, but she worked hard to earn trust and then keep it. And if he accepted her 
to babysit Eri, he couldn’t judge her as harshly anymore, it simply wasn’t logical. 


“Mei and I were thinking to tell them, but she told the spymaster first. And she’s decidedly against 
it 

“With reckless cats like those two...Might be for the best..” 

“Yeah. I...[ had the idea of not telling them too, at first but now...I don’t know, teach. But if it’s for 


the best...” Hitoshi said, much less confident about this. You have an easier time running into the 
fire for your friends than trusting an elder’s judgement...I taught you well, Hitoshi. 


“Yes. That cat lady seems sound of judgement, I'll trust her about these stuck hairballs.” He 
thought he could see the first rays of sunshine far in the horizon. Soon the sun would be out and in 
that annoying angle to hit his eyes... 


“Whatever happens, Aizawa, we’ll be ready. [’ll have my gear below my suit.” Shouta would do 
the same; concealing a capture weapon was easy enough, but tiresome, especially in a hot climate. / 
have to warn Vlad and Mandalay. And keep them quiet, too. 


“Have a safe taxi trip back home, kid. Don’t do anything stupid. You and Ashido are enough of a 
headache without worrying about whatever you can get up to...” 


“See you, chief.” Hitoshi replied, and ended the call. 


There would still be a couple of hours before Eri woke up, full of energy, but there wasn’t time to 
waste, so Shouta motioned for the bathroom, and Emi followed him. They quickly set the shower 
to the temperature they preferred and waited for it to warm up. 


Since it was primarily a hotel for couples and honeymoons, of course the shower would fit them 


both, and with the sound they’d drown out their conversation...and they’d take advantage of their 
early start and take some extra time in the shower, to destress, of course. 


The moment the water was close to the level of warmth they had agreed to for their showers 
together (Shouta preferred colder water, while Emi liked testing the limits of human resistance 
with water that would instantly boil anyone else, in Shouta’s mind), Shouta gave her a nod and a 
small grin, and they undressed. 


He had been wearing a loose tshirt and boxers, she’d donned a silky tank top and shorts. It was 
more clothes than they usually wore when sleeping in their own bed, but with Eri sleeping in the 
bed besides them they had to keep it all family friendly. 


He couldn’t help but admire his wife as she undressed, with only the stress of the future “event” 
keeping him from giving in. /’m so glad I finally said yes, Emi. I wish I'd known earlier that I 
could feel like this for you. I wish i hadn’t been so...so scared. 


“So...” Emi said. Now that she was wide awake, her grin was cheeky, a laugh at the ready, her 
intelligent eyes already thinking of a thousand ways to tease him and joke around. “Is there a big 
secret you wanna tell me, or are you just really happy to see me?” 


“Both.” he said, grinning, wrapping his arm around her hips and bringing her with him into the 
water. With the top tier plumbing in the hotel, their hot shower would last as long as they wished, 
more than long enough for him to let Emi know everything he’d been told, and then their little 
extra fun. 


“This is the kind of counterespionage I prefer, Shouta.” Emi said, giggling, whispering it into his 
ear, as she brushed his hair aside before the water got it stuck to his face. Her light green hair 
started getting soaked too, which reminded him of a rainy night, years back, when they had 
patrolled the same area of town and both barely survived a surprise battle against a street gang, 
outnumbered twenty to one. They had made it, with bruises and scrapes and hurting bones, and 
crawled together under the rain back to her apartment...and it had also been the first time they’d 
made love, which may have made their injuries worse that time. 


“Too bad it is so situational.” he replied, also whispering into her ear. He saw her skin get 
goosebumps from the close sound; Emi’s hearing was rather sensitive. 


“What did Hitoshi have to say?” she asked; she knew that Shouta wouldn’t use the “cat code” with 
many others... Oh and I also said his name a couple of times, didn’t I? 


“There might be a villain attack tomorrow. And the Commission...they know .” Shouta said. It was 
a quick, to the point version of Hitoshi’s message,, but abbreviating seemed the most logical way 
to explain it anyway. “Hatsume and Shield are working on some idea to keep the kids safe, but...” 


“They have us. I’m protecting my daughter, no matter what.” Emi said. So serious...I love that 
about you. At any other moment you’re quick to joke and laugh but the moment your protective 
instinct triggers, you’re all business. In that we’re the same. 


“Exactly. Whoever this enemy is, we have to be ready. Whatever they might try, we’ll fight back.” 
“What about the villains? Think they would help them?” Emi asked. 


It was a valid question, and Shouta considered it for a long instant, letting the warm water wash 
over them. “I don’t know. But I...1 somehow doubt it. Shimura is... different. And the others...I 
think they are more loyal to Toga and Izuku than we give them credit for.” 


“T hope you’re right...” she said. “Is there no way to find them first? I could...1 could make them 
laugh until their organs rupture. If they are willing to attack an event with kids, I am not giving 
them any mercy!” 


“Neither will I.” Shouta replied, his voice grim. Villains hurting children had increasingly become 
their berserk button, with the Commission “coincidentally” sending them after all manner of 
criminals who hurt kids in all the worst ways. It haunted them every time they returned home, and 
made them more violent every time they were sent out again...And now that the HPSC seemed 
involved with this coming attack, Shouta was readier than ever to hang the capture weapon and tell 
the government to fuck themselves. 


“The Commission being a part of this...what do you think is their angle?” 


“IT don’t even want to guess, Emi. But we will have answers, one way or another.” 


Their shower took even longer than Shouta had imagined, but goddamn did they enjoy it. They 
could definitely start the day now. 


Walking outside the bathroom they saw Eri still sleeping, which was half a miracle; at some point 
they had forgotten all about using the shower to block sounds and keeping quiet, and Shouta half 
feared that Emi’s moans might have woken up half the building...But thankfully that seemed not to 
be the case. 


They exchanged a look, with Emi raising her eyebrows over and over again, teasing him, the 
smuggest smile possible forming...then full on laughter. He surrendered and joined, chuckling, their 
little secret now an inside joke. 


And her parents cackling madly was what finally made Eri stir. With a frown on her little features, 
she started moving around, this way and that way, trying to get comfy again in the bed, until giving 
up, kicking a couple of times and opening her eyes. “Why are you guys so loud!” 


“Well, sweetheart, when a daddy really loves a mommy, he laughs at her bad jokes, and she laughs 
even more cause it’s fun!” 


“What even was the joke?” Eri asked, yawning, “It better be about breakfast.” 


“Oh I do have some! Want Daddy to hear them too?” Emi said, winking at Shouta. Oh how she 
loves using “daddy” to make me squirm...Actually, every woman I’ve been with has teased me 
with that and it still gets me stuttering and blushing. Damn you all. 


“Uh-huh.” Eri said, still sleepy. She picked up the TV remote, considering maybe she’d watch 
some American TV, but then she shook her head, her white hair fluffed up all around her. “Are 
there waffles in the restaurants? I want waffles.” 


“T have one for waffles too!” Emi said, as she got dressed and handed Eri some clothes to pick 
from. Shouta also started dressing, picking a fresh grey long sleeve t-shirt (with the sleeves rolled 


up), and a pair of black beach shorts he could wear into the pool or the waves if he wished. Emi 
picked a breezy orange off-the-shoulder dress and sandals, and Eri proudly chose a very big and 
really worn t-shirt, a hand me down from Mirio that she absolutely treasured, and had a fading 
print of headmaster Nezu dressed as Mickey Mouse. 


The shirts had been produced as a sort of prank by one of the Support Course students, Bibimi 
Kenranzaki, a flamboyant, melodramatic girl who had her classmates wrapped around her pinky 
finger through her antics. And nothing had earned as much hilarity and love as the shirts depicting 
a few members of the faculty as different characters, unlicensed, of course. 


Nezu as Mickey Mouse, Vlad as a classic vampire, Mic as a prince in distress being saved by 
Recovery Girl, armored up as a knight...And Shouta as a sleepy cat. Sadly, he had never found 
anyone willing to sell him that shirt. 


“So it goes like this...there’s two waffles in a toaster. One turns to the other,” Emi said, taking Eri’s 
hand and guiding her out the room and toward the elevators. Shouta closed the door with the 
keycard, and stayed back for an instant, looking at the closest camera down the hall. Which one of 
you is watching? Mera? that hothead Kashiwagi? Ishigami herself? Or some agent with some 
grudge...with our group, it wouldn’t be too hard to imagine that. Especially with the villains. 


“Then the waffle says, “Man! It’s getting hot in here!”,” Emi said, as they reached the elevator and 
started going down. Eri looked at her curiously, expecting the punchline, and Emi loved every 
instant of that. “Then the other waffle goes “AGHHHH! A talking waffle!” 


Eri burst out laughing; with Emi’s wild gestures and exaggerated voices, it was impossible to avoid 
smiling, and laughing out loud was a real risk. 


“T hope mine aren’t the talking kind!” Eri said, as they made it to the ground floor and walked 
towards the food arcade. While Shouta was by no means a foodie, the sheer amount of options he 
saw for every type of food made it fun and interesting to catch every meal. One dinner he might 
have fish, the other chicken or pizza; he might take pancakes for breakfast or eat cereal...though 
that latter option inevitably invoked Emi teasing him and saying he was a “cereal killer’. 


And it was certainly useful to get Eri to try different foods. While she wasn’t an especially picky 
eater, it was definitely a boon as a father to have these many options for his child and discovering 
new tastes. 


“Go on, Eri, the waffle machine is that way.” Shouta said, as they picked a table. Emi 
accompanied Eri to get their food, already telling their daughter another funny story of some kind, 
if Eri’s giggles were any indication. 


Eri quickly returned with several waffles on her plate, each one covered with a different topping, 
and Emi had a good amount of fruit and some sweet bread. Shouta soon had his own breakfast, and 
he listened intently as Eri told them about her adventures in the hotel so far, this time explaining in 
rich detail how she and Kouta had buried Izuku under the sand the previous day, before the 
meeting with Stain had called him elsewhere. 


Even though Shouta now worried about an attack, he felt fulfilled when seeing his daughter in such 
high spirits and having so much fun with little Kouta and all her “older siblings”. In a way, 
expecting to be attacked is not that different from everyday life back in Japan. Villains attacked UA 
and they could have tried again and again, and we would have been in danger. And here...at least 
here I trust every hero around. 


After breakfast, they’d met up with the Pussycats and let the kids explore for a while, with the 


adults a safe distance behind, and after they had safely digested everything, they’d head for the 
Family Pools area. Contrary to the Couple Pool area, this one had plenty of slides and even a 
miniature wave pool, where they’d have a lot more fun than at the other, bigger pool where the 
honeymooners enjoyed themselves with little regard for onlookers. 


Though, with the hotel emptying up quickly before the wedding, and only a few other guests 
remaining, the only ones in the pool today would likely be Shouta’s former students, perhaps with 
Bakugou and Kirishima, who had taken residence in the hotel next door but could come into this 
hotel and use the facilities as they wished. 


By 9:30, Eri and Kouta had done plenty of exploring and they all gathered at the “kiddie pools”, 
with Shino, Yawara, Ryuko and Jin joining the kids at a game of catch with an inflatable ball. 
Tomoko and Tensei weren’t around, but that probably meant they were around exploring on their 
own, too. Only Emi and Shouta remained, sitting under a parasol overlooking the pool. 


They had ordered some drinks and were watching the kids playing, cheering Eri loudly whenever 
she did anything, when Shouta noticed someone approaching. Someone quiet . For a moment, he 
imagined it had to be Toga, but when he turned his gaze towards the person, he found the 
American agent, Anna Dobinek. 


Who had almost snuck up to them while wearing flipflops . The rest of her clothing was a bit less 
militaristic than when first arriving at the hotel, with a white linen shirt and knee-length shorts, but 
Shouta was completely certain that the woman was armed and dangerous. 


She waved at them, which Emi answered with a happy wave of her own, and in a few seconds, the 
Agent had sat down beside them at a neighboring deck chair. 


“Aizawa Shouta, I presume? With Emi Fukukado. Nice to formally meet you.” Anna said. They’d 
interacted slightly on the trek to Hawaii, but never had full introductions. “I hope I didn't butcher 
your names too much, I asked for some counseling from Toga about it, but I'm a busy woman so all 
I remembered was “the sensei's name is a homophone for “small child”. So hello.” 


Her Japanese was pretty decent, if heavily accented, and with a cadence that very much resembled 
Himiko Toga’s way of speaking. They have influenced each other quite a bit, learned from each 
other. You picked up a villain, and ended up with an apprentice of sorts, or perhaps a little 
sister...something like Hitoshi and I, I’d guess. 


“..1 haven't heard that Shota joke since high school, such good memories .” Shouta sighed. For all 
that his mother had called it a “noble, honorable name’, he’d experienced his share of grief over it, 
as kids were cruel, but crueler still when his name could be misread as the term for the little kids 
getting preyed on by depraved people in horrid hentai doujins... I’/] remember till the day I day 
breaking that kid’s nose because he started calling Zenko-chan a “shotacon” for being my 6th 
grade girlfriend. Illogical prick. 


He shook his head, pushing those stupid memories aside. He had dealt with that stuff for decades 
now, and it couldn’t get to him. “We know who you are.” 


“Yes, the spy!” Emi added, giggling, for some reason. The moment Emi offered her hand to Anna 
for a handshake, Shouta was almost surprised not to see her try a shock prank, or finding out that 
Emi's hand was plastic and she'd let go of it for laughs. 


“That’s a good handshake...your biceps are bigger in person, Miss Joke.” Anna said, her tone one 
of respectful admiration. She shook Shouta’s hand next. “Same to you, Eraserhead. You look 
lankier in costume. I’ve heard amazing stuff about you both, mainly from Midoriya. He admires 


you enormously. And Toga respects you two, as well.” 


As much as Shouta could understand the agent, he didn’t think it was fair to make her keep going 
in a foreign language when it was clear that she had come to talk with them with a goal in mind. 
Emi and I are fluent enough in English. It only slows us down if she has to translate everything. 


“So before we begin...congrats on learning some Japanese from someone as unqualified for 
teaching as Himiko Toga.” Shouta said, "But we can continue this in English, if you prefer.” 


“Awww, and just when I was getting excited to show you all the vocabulary I learnt from living in 
close proximity with Toga and Midoriya!” Anna said, grinning. 


“T can only imagine the kind of vocabulary you’ ve heard with them.” As a teacher living within the 
same walls as his teenage students, he’d heard a lot. Maybe too much. They were teenagers, and 
hormones ran wild in them, product of puberty, their environment, and their new 
relationships...He’d needed to move out to a small house built away from the dorms for a chance at 
uninterrupted sleep and postponing the birds and the bees talk with Eri for a while longer. 


“T’d say my comprehension would be 100% with certain porn films.” Anna said, shrugging. “But 
I'll take you up on the offer.” She switched to English immediately, and in an instant she sounded 
much more confident, “Right, then. I’m better able to express myself this way. I'll cut straight to it; 
there are two things we need to talk about.” 


“Hitoshi already told us.” Shouta said. Even if the HPSC agent watching them was looking at them 
now, they wouldn’t know what that statement meant. But Anna understood immediately, and 
nodded. 


“Perfect.” Anna said, her grin turning from good natured to savage in an instant, as her green eyes 
glowed for an instant. In Shouta’s opinion, she looked far too much like a smug cat caught 
reaching into the pantry in the middle of the night, glowing eyes and all. “That saves me some 
time. Have you told the other pros yet? Hero-specific communications may be tapped, but normal 
messages should work well enough...unless you’re somehow planning to use Mandalay’s telepathy 
for it?” 


“Tt doesn’t work both ways.” Shouta said. he knew Shino intimately, the two of them having been 
a thing for some time back when they were in their twenties, and he had more than enough 
experience with her Quirk in multiple settings, professional, domestic and personal , to know that 
she couldn’t read minds or have whole conversations through her Quirk. “She can only send 
messages, not receive them. I was thinking of a note on a napkin or something...” 


“Don’t worry about it.” Anna said, “As we speak, Freya is talking with Ragdoll and Ingenium, 
they’Il let the others know.” 


“Freya?” Emi asked. 


“My girlfriend, a former top hero.” Anna replied, “Buff, Norwegian, with the complex braids? 
With the adorable fish shirt? That’s the one.” Her face softened as she spoke of Freya, it was 
impossible not to notice it. So even this hotshot spy has loved ones. Cute. 


“Ah, yeah! I’ve seen her around. Her style’s pretty comfy.” Emi said. While she did dress like a 
clown for a living, she had a finer taste in her casual clothes than the simple outfits they’d seen the 
Norwegian hero sporting. 


“She does tend to prefer shabby sweatpants after a whole day wearing her Shieldmaiden armor.” 


Anna replied, with a nod. “If you know about that, then you also know that the plan is to withhold 
that information from anyone who’d stop the wedding from happening.” 


“Should we be talking about it so openly ?” Shouta hissed, as the spy calmly talked about plans. 


“The camera closest to this spot, that one,” she shoved a thumb in the direction of it, “Is far too 
close to the children playing. All they’d hear right now is laughter and cheers...Not our words over 
here. We can speak clearly. And I'll be completely clear about one thing here; Himiko Toga and 
Izuku Midoriya are my responsibility here. I am their superior officer.” 


Shouta didn’t reply. She’s including Izuku in this. Between the Commission, who are perfectly okay 
watching some threat against his wedding, and the Agency, who hold Toga and support her, which 
one is he likelier to choose? Which faction has helped him? Izuku...you stopped being just another 
hero once you stepped into this world of grey areas. 


“And you don’t want them to know.” Emi said. She shook her head, “Because their first instinct 
would be to stop the wedding?” 


“Precisely. A trap only works if the enemy can walk into it. For the same reason, we can’t tell All 
Might, Inko, Bakugou or Kirishima. We can’t tell the villains, either. But my plan with them is 
separate.” 


“How so?” Shouta asked, raising an eyebrow, “Will you offer them a deal?” 


Anna nodded, “A deal for them, a deal for a couple other people, like Melissa Shield, and 
finally... have a deal for you two. With our current situation, it’d mostly be a hypothetical; we will 
need the HPSC to cooperate with the Agency for it, and far more than they already have.” 


“If they are fine with this “event”, what makes you think they’d back you for anything else?” 
Shouta asked. Can she please get straight to it? I have a bad feeling about this... 


“Basically, I want a villain in my team. A villain they aren’t about to let me have. But I think that 
you two, as well as Present Mic and Midnight... You four would be the perfect team to keep this 
villain in check, and act as backup for a string of missions I have planned for Toga and Midortiya. 
All of it is relegated strictly to the Pacific Area of Operations. We will be taking down pirates, drug 
kingpins, and mercenary armies, decapitating these organizations directly, with shock and awe, 
stealth and strength, and quick, clean getaways.” 


As she spoke, her eyes gleamed with excitement and ambition. It was clearly an important plan for 
her, “As the new Station Chief for the area, this is the mission. Weaken our enemies, reduce their 
power, halt their influence. That is what I would ask your help with...instead of sending you on 
trauma inducing missions. I know why the Commission are sending you two , Aizawa, Fukukado. 
You are useful for them, but you have never been tools , and they know it. Sooner or later, they 
expect you to break .” 


“They can fucking try that.” Emi replied, her usually cheerful tone turning icy. “Miss Dobinek, we 
don’t need a foreign spy to tell us that they are screwing with us. We know. But why would we 
work along with this villain you speak of?” 


“Who even is he? Or she?” Shouta asked, and yet again, Anna Dobinek grinned. It was a 
dangerous smile that would have been right at home in the face of a villain like Stain. 


“Kurogiri.” 


“The Black Mist?” Emi asked, “Oh, I see now. You’d use him to transport Izuku and Himiko right 


up to villain hideouts and use him to kidnap leaders, clever!” 


“But why us ? What does Kurogiri have to do with us?” Shouta asked. He was genuinely interested 
now, almost willing to accept for some fucking answers . If she also wants Hizashi and Nemuri, 
maybe it has to do with some time we worked together. Maybe we had arrested him before or 
something ? 


“Kurogiri is just an alias. And the HSPC has been hiding his true identity all along. Hiding it from 
you. After we win this battle, after you get home, go down to Tartarus and meet Kurogiri. Use 
your Quirk on him if you think it might help, Eraserhead...but find the truth they have been 
keeping from you. And ponder my offer. When you know who he is, think again if you wouldn’t 
fight alongside him. If you wouldn’t want to be heroes together, one last time.” 


“Come on! It’s almost noon! Let’s go to the pool and invite everyone!” Nejire said, tugging at the 
sleeve of Tenko’s shirt. After another late night enjoying the beach, they had woken up later than 
Nejire’s usual time at 6:30 a.m., and snuggled for a long, long while...among other things, idly 
watching a movie in one of the game consoles they still had in their room. 


At some point they had ordered room service, asking for a pair of gigantic burgers with extra 
cheese and bacon, fries and sodas. Since they had been cuddling in bed with nothing but Tenko’s 
gloves and one of Nejire’s socks, the room service had forced them to get dressed, and they’d 
received the hotel staff as decently as possible...though Tenko was sure that the shirt he had picked 
didn’t hide a couple of hickeys. 


They had dug in, gleefully eating the burgers; they both needed the calories after the couple of days 
they’d had so far, full of several kinds of physical activity...that, and Nejire’s Quirk required energy 
buildup to function, so a big, tasty meal usually helped. 


Eating together with Nejire hadn’t lost its novelty. 


With the League, he’d always eaten alone at first, when it had been just Kurogiri and him, and only 
later, many weeks after Dabi, Toga and Twice had joined, he had been dragged with them to eat 
together, and it was chaotic most of the time, with stuff like Dabi making faces of disgust as he ate 
to make Toga laugh, or Compress giving his best impression of a sommelier as he munched 
through a plate of frozen chicken nuggets Spinner had fried. 


They all had their quirks at the table, and Nejire did, too, with the way she could ramble about tasty 
foods she had once eaten (and most of the time were completely irrelevant to the food they were 
eating currently), with the cute little sounds she made as she ate, and her expressions of curiosity 
and joy and the cute little pout when she decided she didn’t like her meal... 


He loved it. It reminded him of an hour-long rant from Dabi about how he had always hated the 
way his father ate, how every sound was like nails on a chalkboard, and made him cringe inwardly 
every time. In the end, Dabi had explained that he didn’t feel that way with the League, even taking 
into account that time Magne had started chewing with her mouth open to piss everyone off. Tenko 
felt a similarly weird connection with how he enjoyed eating with Nejire, how it felt right . 


And of course, his own burger wasn’t too bad, either, especially when Nejire had decided to lick a 
bit of smeared barbecue sauce directly off his lips... 


“C’mon! My fingers are ready to text literally everyone and convince them to play together!” 
Nejire said, wiggling her fingers in front of his face. With how agile and quick those fingers can be, 
I believe that... 


“Everyone? As in heroes and villains?” Tenko asked. He still couldn’t quite believe how quickly 
they had all accepted her and embraced her as one of their own, treating her with more respect than 
they gave Dabi...They sure had come a long way, each and every one of them. Maybe we do have a 
future, all of us... 


“T don’t think you count as villains anymore, silly!” she replied, grinning. It was among the 
sweetest things he’d ever heard, and he caved instantly to her request. Within minutes, they had 
their answers and they knew that at least the young heroes and the LoV members would gather 
soon at the pool for a gigantic game of volleyball. 


After that, they’d probably split up into smaller groups and enjoy the rest of the evening as they 
saw fit. “Okay, we’re set! Now how about we pick something cute to wear?” Nejire said, winking 
at him and heading over to the drawers where she’d placed her bikinis. 


He’d let her pick his outfit the previous day (and he’d loved the look), with a white, breezy, cotton 
button-up shirt, tight fitting calf-length pants in dark brown and rubber-soled boat shoes, so today 
he picked a similar shirt in dark blue to go along with his beach shorts, hoping for another 
compliment, “Oh man! That’s a look!” 


“Are we any closer to your friend Yuyu not murdering me on sight for fashion crimes?” he asked. 


“Yes, very!” she said, undoing a couple more buttons on his shirt and poking his chest as she 
giggled, “No offense to the usual jeans and hoodies and red shoes, but this makes you look like a 
beach model!” 


“No offense taken! Really, I know most of my outfits are a bit shabby but...I like the one you 
picked.” he replied, looking away to hide the massive blush he felt covering his face...until it was 
time for Nejire to pick her bikini, and he snapped back to attention, sitting at the edge of the bed in 
total concentration. 


“So!” she said, dropping the tank top she had put on when the room service staff had arrived, then 
her shorts. He heard himself taking a deep breath as he watched, and she showed him two bikini 
tops. One was coloured in pastel shades of blue with gold accents, reminding him subtly of her 
hero suit. The other one was white with grey smiling faces on the print. “Which one would you 
prefer?” 


He stared at each one for a moment, remembering when she’d tried them on at the store. 
Remembering what else they’d done at those changing rooms made his face even hotter. “The blue 
one reminds me of your hero suit, brings nice memories of when you arrested me.” 


When he had released All for One from Tartarus, Nejire had used her Quirk to pin Tenko down 
with unrelenting, overwhelming force...and she had also used her power to keep All for One away, 
after he had decided to turn on Tenko. She had saved his life then, and through her empathy and 
kindness, she had given him the will to become someone new. 


“But that white one was also so attractive...” Tenko said, stopping himself before he scratched his 
neck. I haven’t scratched in weeks, I can keep up! Now, let’s see...both are hot choices. I love, love 
LOVE how she looks in both, how they show off her back muscles and her legs and everything, 
but... “Which one do you prefer, Nejire?” 


“T dunno! They are both cute and comfy. Maybe I could use the one from yesterday too? Or the 
purple one...” she pouted a bit as she pondered it, lifting one top then the other. Tenko tried to 
keep his cool, as she was still very naked. 


“Umm...how about the white one?” he finally said. “It’s like...pure and pretty and everything. Just 
like you.” She smiled brightly, taking his breath away. How can she be this cute? How? And how 
can I ever go back to seeing her just once a week? 


“Is it cause this one also shows a bit more of my cleavage?” she asked then, with a cheeky smile 
and turned around, motioning for him to help tie it up together. He looked over her shoulder and 
noticed she hadn’t lied... 


“That wasn’t the reason at all!” he said, as she tied the strings for the bikini bottom and slipped 
into a pair of pastel pink crocs that squeaked as she walked. She picked a light blue silky skirt to go 
with it (that she proclaimed was called a sarong), they locked hands, and soon they were meeting 
everyone else downstairs at the pool areas. 


He saw Dabi carefully putting on a special sunscreen over his burns, Spinner carrying one of the 
beach balls, and Twice already jumping all around, loudly offering help but not really doing much. 
On the hero side he saw Bakugou and Kirishima chatting up with lida and Uraraka, seemingly 
about their talk with Stain, if the “the Hero Killer’s fucking lame!” that Katsuki bellowed meant 
anything. 


Between both groups stood Izuku and Himiko, both of whom seemed a bit...different than last time 
they’d talked. Himiko’s knees looked a bit scraped and irritated with rugburn, her cheeks were rosy 
and her smile was rather wavier than usual, and there seemed to be a bite mark on her neck, a 
couple inches away from her dark purple bikini. 


And Izuku...Izuku was absolutely covered in love bites, hickeys and back scratches, which 
everyone could see, as he was only wearing his swimsuit. Everyone else looked at it with 
“Knowing those two...” faces, which Tenko really, really understood. 


“What happened to you guys?” he asked, as he met them and shook Izuku’s hand. Tenko hadn’t 
shaken many hands; even while wearing gloves, most people would still be afraid of his Quirk. 
Izuku had never hesitated to offer his hand to shake, giving him a respect he hadn’t earned back 
then. 


His shake was firm, yet gentle. He didn’t crush your hand; he knew exactly how much grip 
strength to use for a satisfying handshake. Might be his experience in business with Hatsume. 


Izuku looked him over, then Nejire, who greeted him energetically, and he must have noticed the 
“shared features”... He started blushing madly and looked away, to Himiko, who laughed and said, 
“About the same thing that happened to you!” 


“Touché!” said Nejire, laughing sweetly. 
“How...how about we make the teams and play?” Izuku suggested. 


Under the leadership of Tenko and Izuku, they set up a volleyball game in the pool, with 
miraculously mixed teams, and the spirit of competition made Tenko and Katsuki’s team get 
unexpected, prodigious cohesion, and they had won three out of five games. 


In the end they had enjoyed a whole hour in the sun, shouting, diving, laughing...It had been 
unexpected, it had been fun, and more than anything, in its chaos, it was perhaps the most normal 


hour Tenko had experienced in a long, long time. 


Few things could beat the joy of scoring a goal as Izuku belly-flopped at the water, unsuccessfully 
trying to stop the ball... 


For a while, it did seem as if his people, as if his League of Villains, weren’t imprisoned convicts 
in a once-in-a-lifetime vacation, and were friends with the young heroes...but soon, when everyone 
started getting tired of the volleyball game and splitting up into smaller groups, he saw heroes 
going one way and his League going another. 


Maybe there was a measure of peace, but there was still tension, and some resentment lingered. 
And we deserve every bit of it. But could we even convince them otherwise, without chances like 
these? 


He saw Spinner and Dabi head for the slides, and then he saw Katskui and Kirishima heading in 
just about the opposite way, to the jungle to see one of the adventure areas, which was basically a 
big, complicated playground with rappel stuff added. He saw Izuku and Himiko play fighting 
against a purple haired guy he recognized as Hitoshi Shinsou, a friend of Izuku’s who had treated 
him with respect so far, and his girlfriend, the pink skinned Mina Ashido. 


Carrying their girlfriends on their shoulders, both boys charged at each other in the pool, splashing 
all around and laughing as they did so, as the girls pushed each other and grappled a bit, trying to 
topple each other playfully. 


Exchanging a look with Nejire, Tenko wondered if they should join in. Being taller than the other 
girls, Nejire would have an advantage, but what if Tenko was less steady and they fell down? 
Could his pride take the loss? “Wanna show them who’s boss, Nejire?” 


“Yeah!” she said, smiling, and immediately jumping onto his shoulders. He wasn’t sure what to be 
most impressed about; that she could leap to the height of his shoulders without even a running 
start or using her Quirk, or that he hadn’t crumbled under the sudden leap, and held up. 


“Hey, you’re supposed to do that when we’re in the water!” he said, laughing, as he moved slowly 
towards the pools again. They had been resting to the side, catching a bit of sun in some deck 
chairs (so that Katsuki wouldn’t again comment on his “Irish-tier paleness”, to Tenko’s eternal 
chagrin), so they had to cross half a dozen meters to get in the pool with their friends, and Tenko 
dutifully made the trek with Nejire on his shoulders, messing with his hair all the way. 


When they reached the pool, he leapt and landed with a splash, close to the other two couples. “A 
challenger arrives!” Nejire declared, “Faster, Tenko! CHARGE!” 


So he did, moving as fast as he could with his legs underwater, as Nejire shouted battlecries, 
“Toothsy! Minana Banana! I will take you down!” She started swinging her arms at Mina, the 
closest one, laughter all around them, and Tenko locked eyes with Shinsou. 


“Ain’t we just the luckiest?” he said, as he advanced too and Mina pushed at Nejire, cackling with 
laughter. ““T'wo sharp-eyed rogues who used to hate everyone and now look at us?” 


“More like sleepy eyed!” he replied with a wild cackle, “Push, Nejire!!!” 


“You look tired too, Shimura.” Shinsou said with a sly grin, “Guess we both have that in common, 
these two just have all the energy in the world and us...” 


“We run on energy drinks!” Tenko replied, then twisted to give more leverage to Nejire’s push, 
which finally brought the pink girl tumbling down, yelling with surprise and joy. Tenko saw 


Shinsou’s eyes widen with shock one instant, and the next he was going under, pulled by his 
girlfriend’s healthy thighs. 


“WHO’S NEXT?” Nejire said, with all the boisterous ego of a gladiator, patting Tenko’s head so 
he would turn around. As Tenko splashed around to find a new adversary, he saw a curious sight; a 
floating bikini rushed towards them, hovering above a plain dude’s shoulders... ““Tooru, noooo!!!” 
Nejire yelled, not quick enough to fight back. 


As the water rushed to meet Tenko, he heard laughter and someone yelling, “Tooru YES!” 


Sometime later, after even Nejire started feeling tired of playing in the pool, they all moved to rest. 
Izuku, Himiko, Mina and Shinsou went towards the restaurants, looking hungry and thirsty (with 
Toga embodying the latter word in every way possible and making overt passes at Izuku), while 
Ojiro and Hagakure politely said goodbye and went to check out the slides. 


Tenko and Nejire found themselves on their deck chairs again, thinking rather seriously about 
returning to their room to nap, when the American agent, Toga’s boss, sat down next to them. She 
regarded them with a couple of nods, then started talking. 


“Toga has talked a lot about you, Tenko Shimura. It's a pleasure. I'm Anna Dobinek, Agency 
station chief for the Pacific region.” He had known that already, of course, but it was still an 
exciting kind of “normal” to have a formal introduction with someone. 


“Likewise.” he replied, “ I'd shake your hand but...you know.” Shaking Izuku’s hand was one 
thing, a stranger’s was another. He didn’t know if she’d find it threatening if he offered, so he 
preferred not to do it at all. 


“T'm Nejire! Hi!” she said, offering her hand, which the agent promptly shook. 


She looked at them both, then continued, “I wanted to talk with you about a few things. Both of 
you. But first, how are you liking this? The hotel, the ocean, the city?” 


“Hawaii is kawaii!” Nejire said, grinning and stretching on her deck chair, better catching the sun. 
Tenko had to work very hard not to imagine how cute she’d look with tan lines... 


“It's pretty amazing. Water doesn't decay with my Quirk so...so I can touch things underwater.” 
Tenko said, “It...1t changes everything.” 


“Yep! We can hug with all ten fingers now!” They’d done much more underwater, but even a 
simple hug was amazing. 


“Good, good. So an affinity for the ocean? What did you think of yesterday's rain?” It had rained 
for a short while on the evening of the 24th, a quick shower while Izuku and Himiko had been 
talking with Stain. It had caught Tenko and Nejire while they had been walking the hotels trails, 
and unlike the cold, bleak rain that Tenko had sometimes encountered back in Japan, it had been 
refreshing, invigorating. 


Tenko answered quickly, with a small grin, “It was warm. Warmer than I imagined. We...we 
played a bit, in the rain and...I slipped and fell on my ass. I never thought I'd do that.” 


“So you like this climate?” she asked. She seemed to care, genuinely, for their well being, which he 
hadn’t expected. It made him feel like she wasn’t so bad... 


“Very much so. It feels more...alive, I guess.” Tenko said. Each day has been thousands of times 
better than my days in prison, alone. I have games, I have books, but here I have had my family, my 


Nejire. My freedom. 


“Life, huh?" Anna asked. Tenko looked away, unable to meet her green eyes. There wasn’t any 
judgement, and the scar going down from her eyebrow to her cheek didn’t make her look too 
threatening, but he still felt put on the spot. 


“T have been thinking about life here, yeah. About death... I would think about life and death in my 
cell. But here...just life here.” Tenko said, wistfully, reaching for Nejire's hand. She squeezed his 
fingers, and that tiny action made his heart skip with joy. 


He continued, unsure what exactly he was trying to say. He wanted to put into words what he had 
been feeling here in Hawaii, not just for the agent who had asked, but for Nejire, too. “I have some 
umm...house plants, in my cell. Like ten of them. For once I'm helping something live instead of 
die...and it feels...right. Being here...being here feels like that, but...but Jarger . Stronger. And I 
don’t even know why, really. I just...feel happy.” 


“Interesting.” Anna said, her voice serious. “What would you say to an offer? I have an idea that 
might interest you.” 


An offer, she said. She will give me the same deal as Himiko? Kill for the United States, become 
their weapon instead of a simple prisoner? Be a killer again, like I was for All for One? No. Not 
again. Never again. I am a new person! Not Tomura anymore, no, Tenko! Tenko Shimura! And 
Tenko Shimura only killed a monster. For revenge, for justice, for freedom... THAT is why I killed. 
I won’t kill for some spies... 


“Keep your offer.” he said, scowling, feeling rage overtake him. “I know what kind of deal this 
would be...Just like Himiko’s. I won’t ever judge her for it, but me? I won't EVER kill again.” he 
pointed at her with a gloved finger, narrowing his eyes, “Not for you, not for anyone.” 


“Good.” Anna said, with a calm, icy voice that stopped Tenko dead in his tracks. Then she smiled, 
a proud, almost motherly grin spreading across her lips, even showing her teeth. “ She was right in 
her assessment...not bad, Toga, not bad at all. Shimura, I dike that response. I respect the hell out of 
it.” 


“What?” he asked, dumbfounded. He looked to Nejire for support, hoping she could explain, but 
she just shrugged and shook her head. 


“T’m absolutely fine with you taking a vow not to kill. Hell, even if you choose not to fight at all, or 
not participate in anything that’ll lead to violence, I am absolutely fine with that.” Anna said. 


“T didn’t...1 mean, I wouldn’t shoot people either, in a fight.” 


“Tt really is okay. Trust me, I have a thousand plans, and you’d fit in more than your fill of them, 
no matter what conditions you choose. but your little, awkward speech a couple minutes back, 
about “life”? It inspired me, Shimura. So I have a different idea for you. How does solving the 
world's trash issues sound?” 


“Trash?” Nejire asked, “Like...like cities with garbage all over?” 


“More like those giant, disgusting dumps that end up wrecking the ocean? Wouldn’t you like 
helping with that kind of thing?” 


Tenko looked at his hands. Uncovered, his fingers could only bring destruction, but in Hawaii’s 
seawater, he had been able to touch someone else and feel her hands against his, with every finger 


touching... Hawaii’s clean seawater. But with all the trash...how long will it be until our feet would 


walk over plastic bottles and syringes and used facemasks? How long until this haven is gone? He 
nodded, “Now that...I'd really like.” 


Anna nodded, then said, “With this, I'm offering you a way to buy your freedom, Tenko Shimura.” 


“Buying freedom? Oh how very American of you. I don't fully believe you, but you have my 
curiosity, at least.” Tenko said, leaning forward on the pool chair. “Tell me more.” 


“There's better ways for someone with your power to spend his day than locked up six and a half 
days a week, Shimura. You're something of a leader, too, so the others would follow you if you 
joined. Maybe for... different missions , but still without death.” Anna said. Tenko knew that it 
might not be the golden opportunity it seemed, it was all too vague, but the moment she had 
mentioned freedom he was caught.A chance to extend this moment a bit longer? And she 
mentioned the others...can I bargain for their freedom, too? 


“You say the others could join...how?” 
“As a team, of course. With you leading them. Hadou, if you'd like to join it, I’d love to have you.” 


Nejire nodded happily, and Anna continued, “I have already talked with some of the others. Dabi is 
not enthusiastic about the idea, but he prefers it over remaining in prison. Spinner jumped at the 
chance. I don't know what Compress will think. And Twice...?'m saving him for last. P’ll have to 
wrestle him from the HPSC, if he joins my idea. We will clean up the Pacific, metaphorically and 
literally.” 


"What's your plan for us? For me ? I won't be a pawn for assholes anymore, get that? And I won’t 
lead my people on orders alone. To even think of saying “yes”, I need to know that you’ll be 
upfront with me. As honest as you can be. You will tell me what I want to know, not what you 
think I should know . Do you agree, or will we have no deal?” 


“IT can work with that.” Anna said, shrugging. He wasn’t sure if he was lying, but with spies there 
was always that chance. And as long as she agreed to give more information than she would have 
given otherwise, it was a passable result... “It is the deal I have with Toga. I tell her what she asks , 
because she knows what she needs to know.” 


“Alright...” Tenko said, turning to look to Nejire. When their eyes met, he could see her excitement 
at the idea. She smiled as she squeezed his hand harder. We might work together and if this 
“trash” idea is true...we would be heroes together. 


“Are you really sure you wouldn’t kill for us, though?” Anna asked, raising an eyebrow curiously. 
Her voice wasn’t quite as serious, so Tenko imagined she was joking around, “It would be so much 
easier, like it is with Toga...” 


“T wouldn't kill for you even if it meant I'd get my freedom, a fully spec'd gaming PC, a house on 
the countryside, a giant bed for me and Nejire, and a cute, adorable daughter called Nene that 
would not inherit my Quirk, and that I will raise well so she teabags people in Halo.” 


Anna raised an eyebrow, “That is an oddly specific thing to say...but don't worry. I have other ideas 
in mind. Have you heard about the trash island?” 


Tenko felt a wave of embarrassment hit him. Fuck me did I really just say all that? Anyway, Nene 
is an adorable name and stuff... 


“Yeah, sure, they say it's fucking huge. A total ecological disaster.” he said, hoping the change of 
subject might be a good idea, but a look at Nejire’s face, at her smug smile and the couple of winks 
she shot at him, made him know she wouldn’t quickly forget his words. “Mostly made of plastic, 
about the size of Texas?” 


“It used to be, a hundred years ago. Eco-heroes have reduced its size several times, but they can’t 
keep up with billions of people throwing their shit into the waves.” Anna said, “Currently, it’s 
about a million square miles...And it is a literal stain on my Area of Operations. How would you 
like to fix that? How would you like to fix other such threats to the environment? You'll still get 
your freedom, in a different scheme, but freedom nonetheless. The others could help, too, and you 
know how best to do that. What do you say, Tenko Shimura?” 


It was probably the easiest choice he’d made in a long, long time; it gave him a chance to truly 
make a difference. With his Quirk, he could reduce that garbage patch to nothingness. He could be 
a hero, one that helped not just people, but the world they lived in. 


He wondered if it would make his parents, his sister Hana, his grandparents, even his grandmother 
Nana, proud. He wondered what Izuku and Katsuki and All Might would think, when he told them 
of this plan to turn his life around for good. And when he looked at Nejire once more and saw her 
face, happy and excited and proud, he knew he was choosing right. 


“T'm in.” 


Himiko Toga had never felt so excited for tomorrow to come, not even in the nights before meeting 
Izuku again after some time apart. They were finally going to get married! 


Her dress was already prepared, as was his tuxedo, both already moved to the dressing room by the 
wedding pavilion that they would use tomorrow. As they walked once more into their room, hand 
in hand, she felt her heart leaping in excitement. 


“T didn’t think it could get any better than yesterday, you know?” she said, as they took off their 
shoes and walked over to their bed. All they wanted was to hug and talk, until they felt tired, then 
they’d change clothes to sleep, and talk until they couldn’t stay awake anymore... “But today...I 
mean, it started right , you know, making love like that? And the breakfast...vummy! But your 
words yesterday, with Stain?” 


“T...I just said some things I’ve been thinking about for a while, it was just that.” he answered, 
humble and sweet. His emerald eyes met hers, and they shared a soft kiss. 


“They...they kind of put words on some of the things I feel for you. Stuff that...might be a bit late to 
add for my vows, but...you never stop amazing me, Izu-Izu.” 


“You are the one that’s amazing! Just...just look at everything you’ ve accomplished, everything 
you ’ve achieved. Tenko, Dabi, Spinner...they are all here because of you, and look at all the fun 
we’ ve been having.” he said, gently guiding her to the bed. He sat behind her, nuzzling his face 
against the back of her neck, making her shiver excitedly. 


He started undoing her hair buns, letting her blonde hair fall freely, then kissed the top of her hair, 
“That’s the kind of thing I want when I talk about second chances.” 


“And I love you so much for it...” Himiko said, breathing a bit more heavily as he hugged her 
from behind, gentle and warm. “Seriously...’m so lucky. And to think we’ ll tie the knot 
tomorrow? Izu-Izu...how the hell am I even gonna sleep? I’m too giddy, all I can think of is 
jumping up and down and yelling about how happy I am.” she said, giggling. 


“[’m just as excited.” he said, his voice full of warmth. If Toga had ever doubted his love, that tone 
of voice would have dispelled them in an instant; he sounded absolutely smitten. And that made 
her heart pound even faster. “I still can’t quite believe it, you know? I...I was so scared for so long 
that we’d never meet after...after All for One started your...your mission.” 


“T couldn’t give up and die there. I had to get back to you...” she said, turning her face to kiss his 
cheek. “I'll always get back to you. And with these rings we’ll give each other, that promise counts 
twice over! Always-always, Izu-Izu.” she giggled at her dumb words, then shuddered as he 
whispered in her ear. 


“Always-always, Himiko.” he laughed, too, then said, “We got together, and then...[ thought it 
might all be dreams, you know? I lived so long thinking that the people I love would leave...and 
you haven’t. From the moment we’ ve been together, I have been sure of it.” 


Every time she saw his abandonment issues appear it made her want to strangle Hisashi Midoriya 
with her bare hands, to cut off Bakugou’s throat, to find all of Izuku’s childhood friends who had 
turned on him in an instant and hurt them . But from that place of hurt, Izuku had become kind and 
caring and full of empathy, and she knew that he’d never abandon his people like the others had 
abandoned him. 


“T won’t let go. Never.” Toga said, her voice a whisper, and Izuku hugged her even tighter, burying 
his face in her hair. 


“T’m so unbelievably proud that we’ll be married. That we’ll have our rings and tell the world 
we're together. That...that whatever the future throws at us, we have each other, and that’s more 
than enough. I love you, Himiko, I love you with all my heart.” 


“And I love you even more!” she said, laughing, her heart soaring, full of life and joy. Her self 
doubt was pushed far away, her fears were gone for the time being. The world would be a cruel and 
nasty place...some other day. Today, Himiko Toga’s world was perfect . 


“You know, I was thinking...since we’re both too energetic to sleep, too excited...how about we get 
tired? This’ Il be our last time doing this as an unmarried couple...” she said, through husky, 
breathy whispers that made Izuku shiver with excitement... 


“Himiko, I know you...I think you might have meant last times as an unmarried couple!” 


“Oh you do you know me, Izu-Izu.” Toga said, grinning, as she turned around and pushed him 
down onto the bed, her lips finding his before his head even hit the pillow. “You really do know 
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me... 


Chapter End Notes 


As always, thanks for reading! Work has been kicking my ass, and Halo Infinite has 
been taking my (very finite) free time, so updates might be bi-weekly for a while. See 
you soon with the next chapter, FOR THE WEDDING! 


It's a nice day for a... 


Chapter Notes 


Hey little sister, what have you done? 
Hey little sister, who's the only one? 
Hey little sister, who's your superman? 
Hey little sister, who's the one you want? 
Hey little sister, shotgun... 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


“Here, I got it.” Mei said, motioning for Izuku to let her get closer and fix his bowtie, “You always 
sucked at this, Izuku.” It was the last detail remaining on his groom’s tuxedo that he had already 
put on. Elsewhere in the changing room, the other groomsmen, Hitoshi, Todoroki and Iiida, were 
changing too. 


With a few quick motions, the bowtie was ready, and their eyes met. “Thanks, Mei! Now I’m as 
ready as I'll ever be, can’t wait to go out there and finally see Himiko in that dress!” 


Izuku had been all smiles that morning, as the Groom Team had gathered for a quick, efficient 
breakfast at one of the hotel restaurants, while the Bride Team had done likewise in another. Not 
everyone in the bride and groom’s inner circles knew about what was coming, but Mei had made it 
clear that it was “a stupid idea to stand around for over an hour at the beach with nothing in your 
belly”, and it had been easily accepted. 


It didn’t make it easier to keep the secret as they ate and prepared for the wedding, but in the end, 
through the high nutrient meal and the switch between sweatpants and tank tops to tuxedos and 
Mei’s dress, she had resigned herself to it. 


It’s too late now, all we can do is be ready to react... “You looked nervous, so I thought I’d give 
you a hand!” Mei said, smoothing the skirt on her satin dress. It was a deep, rich, imperious purple 
with stark white trim, sleeveless, with the straps crossing over like an “x” down her back. 


The dress was amazingly silky and smooth, and custom tailored to best fit her figure; with her chest 
size, she’d picked something without a revealing neckline, choosing instead something that 
showed her strong back, shoulders and arms. 


The skirt was asymmetrical, shorter at the front and longer at the back, showing a bit of her legs... 
and leaving her with quite enough room to move around later. As she usually did, as a statement, 
she paired her dress with boots, this time choosing ankle-length combat boots in dark brown. 


While she had been known to wear heels once in a blue moon, she much preferred to shock people 
with little details like walking into an investors’ meeting with heavy work boots or even biker 
boots. 


Around her shoulders and arms she wrapped a silk shawl, which she had made one time on a whim, 
creating the dye and the silk threads as a distraction while researching materials for hero suits. The 
synth-silk, as she had called it, was pretty close to the real thing, and the dye she’d come up with 
was almost a match for surviving examples of the Tyrian Purple used by Roman emperors...so she 


felt it suited her. 


She wore her hair loose, her usual “microbraids” undone. Where she usually used a BraidBaby to 
tie her hair into almost seamless braids, this time it fell to her shoulders in wavy locks. She parted it 
to the side and pinned it with a brass hairpin, with a Hatsume Industries logo at the end. 


And finally, she’d decided to wear the vambrace for her armour’s left repulsor, along with the half 
dozen gadgets it carried. Made of brown leather and bronze-tinted titanium plates, it wasn’t 
especially heavy, not like the stuff she carried in her shoulder bag, currently sitting on a bench 
nearby. 


“T really appreciate the help... was about to just go out there with the shirt open.” Izuku said, 
smiling softly. It reminded Mei of those times back at UA where he had foregone his badly-tied tie 
and gone bare-necked, and how she had decided instantly that it would be his look in his role as 
Mei’s business partner. 


“For any other day, I’d have take the tie and thrown it in the trash! That neck’s meant to be shown, 
Izuku, not slowly choked by a bowtie’s weaksauce strangle!” she said, with a laugh, placing a hand 
on his shoulder awkwardly. 


“How do I look, anyway?” he asked, adjusting his shirtsleeve. The entire tux had been tailored by 
Yuyu Haya, who had apprenticed under Best Jeanist and ended up taking an even higher fashion 
niche than the Jeanist. 


Made of a blend of materials and advancements in formalwear tech, the suit was bulletproof, 
resistant to cuts from most blades and Quirks, and fireproof against most kinds of fire. The sleeves 
were tailored to fit Izuku’s arms comfortably, with a close fit, but also allow for a complete range 
of movement. 


The shirt was neatly tucked into the trousers, and it looked awesome, even if Mei still found the 
collar, different from a usual dress shirt’s, to look a bit weird and wonky. Why the hell did they 
choose this as the style for weddings? I'll never know. 


The shirt hugged his chest and abs rather snugly, and the tux jacket over it kept the trim, fitted 
look, once he buttoned it up. J could sell action figures of this look. 


And the trousers...staring at Izuku’s legs only added more confused feelings into the emotional 
stew brewing in Mei’s head, so she only briefly acknowledged that the fit was superb and really 
showed off his butt. 


As for the shoes, at some point during second year Izuku had found a style of dress shoes he liked 
and hadn’t worn his red shoes with suits since...Except when making a statement, which Mei 
understood perfectly ! But for his wedding, he was wearing clean, black Oxfords. 


“Like a fucking emperor, Izuku. You could probably name yourself king right after the rings get 
exchanged and people would bow.” Mei said, letting out a proud laugh. 


“Oh!” he said, blushing a bit, “Thanks! I do feel great wearing this, really confident and not half as 
nervous as when I woke up today.” 


“What are you nervous about?” Mei said, worried too. Do you know? Did I slip up and say 
anything? I...I don’t think I can hide anything from you, if you asked me. Id tell the truth about 
everything, even how many times I had to edit my speech for the wedding! 


“Messing up.” Izuku said, chuckling softly. “What if I forget my vows or if my pants fall down? Or 


if Himiko is so beautiful I just...die?” 


Mei let out a sigh of relief; Izuku didn’t know. Maybe the enemy will get cold feet and nothing will 
happen at all, anyway... “You know the vows by heart! Hell, all of us in your team know them by 
now! Now, your pants can’t fall off cause you’re wearing a Hatsume Industries Belt Baby: Serious 
Business Edition that I put with the rest of the suit. The patent pending technology ensures a 
secure, comfortable belt experience!” 


Mei grinned from ear to ear. “And however pretty Himiko might be, we got you covered. 
SHINSOU! SHOW HIM THE DEVICE!” 


Hitoshi walked over to them, also wearing a dashing tuxedo, holding a first aid kit in hand, “It’s got 
a defibrillator in case your heart literally stops . Just in case.” 


“Guys...” Izuku said, laughing, then pulled them both in for a hug, that Todoroki and Iida joined a 
moment later. “Thank you. Thank you all so much for everything...It’s been a dream come true.” 


And we'll fight tooth and nail so it doesn’t become a nightmare... “Are you ready, Izuku? It'll be 
time soon, and you’re all dolled up now...Are you ready to do this?” 


“T’m as ready as I can ever be!” 


“Then let’s do this!” 


“Oh my god, I can’t do this, it’s so beautiful, too beautiful, my heart!” Jin said, tears of joy 
streaming down his eyes, hand clutching his chest as he watched Himiko’s wedding dress, placed 
on a mannequin next to her...and then he said, “Actually, yes, I can do this! Girls! bridesmaids, 
team! Let’s fucking do this!” 


He clapped his hands excitedly, then started organizing everything. First of all, they had needed to 
get everyone dressed. Of course, there were individual changing booths in the room, so everyone 
had the privacy they needed as the bridesmaids slipped on their dresses and shoes. And for 
Himiko’s dress, the most complex one, they’d needed to have Mina and Ochako help Himiko put it 
on and adjust some of the parts. 


The hotel had sent a makeup and hairdressing team, as well as a tailor in case anyone needed any 
fixing, and Jin quickly set every bridesmaid up with a makeup artist and hair stylist. As soon as 
they were done, they would be leaving the hotel, just like most of the staff had seemed to be doing. 


If there was something going on, Jin didn’t know. Though Shino and the other Pussycats had 
seemed extra stressed that morning... 


Whatever it was, he put it out of his mind. If there was any stress, he could just put on his mask 
and deal with it in a calmer mood. My mask... While Himiko and Izuku had been talking with that 
scary fellow Stain, Jin and Ryuko had been out in town and found a shop that made custom clothes 
and, on a whim, he had asked for masks...and a couple hours later he had ended up with a mask 


almost identical to his old one. 


He didn’t feel he needed it, but it was still nice to have around, a reminder of his life before Ryuko 
and the others, a reminder that he’d once been a criminal, and, through not needing it, a reminder 
that he had grown in a different direction, too. 


“Hey, miss stylist, how goes it?” Jin said, now moving to the changing room’s best chair, where 
three people hovered around Himiko, one of them brushing her blonde hair and the two others 
working on her nails, painting them with an enamel that left them shiny but still matched naturally 
with the wedding dress’ off-white colour. 


“We’re just starting on this, Mr. Jin.” said the one brushing Himiko’s hair. “After this, we’ll put 
her hair into braids and tie them up into a bun then, keeping her bangs and the sidelocks as they 
are...unless you want us to part them some other way, miss Himiko? Or sweep them back?” 


“The usual style will be best!” Himiko said, beaming. She looked like she could shoot beams of 
pure happiness out her eyes today, which made Jin feel extremely proud. “Oh, oh! I have a couple 
sticks we can use for the bun!” 


Since her hands were occupied and she was supposed to stay still to get her hair brushed, she 
motioned with her eyes towards a table where Jin saw a couple steel spikes that Himiko had worn 
to the last event, the Japanese traditional ceremony. He picked them up and handed them to the 
stylist, her eyes widening as she saw that the ends were sharpened. 


“Are these...safe?” 
“They won’t fall off, no worries!” Himiko said. 
“They are sharp enough to poke someone’s eyes out...” 


“T don’t think I will need to do that today.” Himiko said, though the stylist didn’t seem too 
comforted by the statement. 


“T’ll be around by the time they are doing the finishing touches!” he said, sharing a thumbs up with 
Himiko, whose nails had just been finished. 


He moved around, checking everyone else’s progress. Ochako was getting makeup that accented 
the cute spots on her cheeks and a braided updo that matched Himiko’s in complexity, though 
Ochako’s hair was gathered low, by the nape of the neck, while Himiko’s would be gathered in a 
high bun. Momo was being helped by a makeup artist to contour her eyeliner, and her usual 
ponytail was replaced by loose, slightly curled up hair, Tsuyu looked just as curious and froggy as 
usual with some nice green touches to her makeup and a set of complex braids, Mina’s black and 
gold eyes looked even more striking with some purple and gold eyeshadow, with matching purple 
lipstick, and finally Tooru had asked for a crown of blue flowers to dress up her appearance a bit 
more. 


Walking outside he saw that Todoroki, lida and Shinsou had already arrived in their groomsmen 
tuxedos to wait for their girlfriends, as had Ojiro, who wasn’t a groomsman and wore a light 
coloured tropical weather suit and tie. Tokoyami, who wasn't a groomsman either, wore a 
magnificent black suit with black leather gloves and on top of everything he wore a long, trailing 
cloak. Jin thought he looked cool as fuck...and would always keep him in his memory when he 
perished of heatstroke. 


Himiko’s uncle, Vlad King was also there, looking snazzy in a dark suit, as was her secret brother, 


a dude called Koichi. It was still unbelievably wild to think that those two were family with her, 
but at least the fangs added up! 


“Hey guys!” he said, “They’re almost ready! Actually, theyll take MANY HOURS! But everyone 
will be happy... Though, umm...you don’t expect that itll make Tooru visible, right? I don’t want 
to send mixed messages and generate undue hype! She isn’t visible!” 


“IT know that. We’ve been together for years, I already know about Tooru and makeup.”the boy 
replied, moving his tail around. Jin thought it was a pretty fascinating behaviour, but his duties as 
Dude of Honour beckoned, and he walked back into the changing room, to see if anyone needed 
any help, and soon enough he was scrambling around to fetch an extension cord for a hairdryer, 
running down to the main building and back for some extra thread in white after Himiko had 
accidentally stepped on the hem of her dress and made a tiny tear on the fabric, and at one point 
helping the head makeup artist in making a big sandwich. 


But in the end, they’d readied up each girl. The bridesmaids thanked the hotel staff, some in better 
English than others (Tooru’s accent was apparently very thick), and got up from their chairs to go 
and look at the final touches on Himiko’s makeup, as the artist added gold and red tones to 
highlight her features strikingly. 


“You really look the part now, Himiko.” Ochako said, giving the bride a once-over. “A bride 
through and through...Though it’s missing things, you know? Something old, something new, 
something borrowed, something blue?” 


“IT knew we were missing something!” Mina said, snapping her fingers. “Let’s fix that, quick!” 


“The lingerie [ve got under this is brand new.” Himiko said, raising an eyebrow, with a smug grin 
that had all the girls blushing, “And the spikes...Izu-Izu and I found them in a flea market back 
when we were planning this and they seemed pretty old...Does it still count if I sharpened them?” 


“Please don’t start Ship of Theseus-ing your stuff, Himiko, we’ll call them “the old thing”, ’m 
sure it'll be alright.” Ochako said, shaking her head and hiding the genuine smile on her face with 
her hand. 


“If it doesn’t, my tracking anklet is almost two years old by now, that’s gotta count!” Himiko said, 
shaking her foot to reveal two things Jin hadn’t noticed; first, the shoes she’d picked up resembled 
a cross between ballerina flats and rock climbing shoes, and second, she had a tracking device just 
like everyone in the League. But not me...unless...unless they had something different with me? 
Like tracking Ryuko’s phone through HeroNet? 


“Now something borrowed...anyone have a dagger I can use? A bayonet? Even a kitchen knife 
would do?” Himiko asked, but everyone shook their heads, “‘Fuck, I really do feel weird without 
one.” 

“T could lend you one of my bracelets!” offered Mina, taking off a thin gold armring and handing it 
over. Himiko looked at it, then at Mina’s face, and a little, lonely smile spread across her lips. Jin 
could see how much that little gesture of genuine friendship meant to her. 


“Tt would be an honour!” Himiko said, her smile so big now that she closed her eyes, slipping her 
hand through the bracelet. 


“And for something blue, this.” Jin almost shat himself when a voice appeared beside him, out of 
nowhere, as agent Anna Dobinek had walked beside them without a sound, and was holding a 
bouquet of flowers, white and blue and very pretty. 


As his heart calmed down, Jin realized that only two people hadn’t jumped at the agent sneaking 
behind them; Himiko and Tooru. Makes sense, no? Yes, dumb Twice, they are all super-secret 
spies! They do that kinda shit all the time! Very well put, Twice. Hey, don’t you get sarcastic on 
me, mister! It was honest praise! 


“You ready, Toga? Your dress is on, your makeup’s done, your hair looks less like a bird’s nest 
than usual. You’re not getting cold feet, are you?” Anna asked. She was wearing a sleeveless mid- 
length black dress that exposed a couple of arm scars matching the one across her eye. J wonder 
where she’s keeping her gun? She’s always had one these days...A holster in her cleavage? At 
least Ryuko would suggest that haha! 


“T’ve never been more ready for anything in my life!” Himiko said, grinning. Agent Anna offered 
her hand, and the two shook them, and Jin could pretty much feel the respect between them. Man, 
the aura of respect feels a bit like...oh wait, that’s just breeze around my dress’s hem. 


“By the way, Mr. Bubaigawara...why are you wearing a dress?” asked Anna’s girlfriend, a tall, 
buff Norwegian heroine wearing her hair in complex braids. The dress she’d picked seemed 
straight out of a viking magazine Jin had once seen at a convenience store, and he wondered if it 
was really meant for a tropical climate. 


“Ah, this?” Jin said, looking down at the bright yellow dress he’d picked. It hugged his chest 
nicely and was absolutely delightful for his legs. 


“Yes, it matches your hair nicely.” Freya replied, with a nice smile that was more genuine that 
what simple politeness would have required. 


“Thanks!!!” he replied, spinning so they could all see the dress. “I just thought “why not”? I mean, 
I’ve been a villain, an amnesiac, an uncle and now I’m a Dude of Honour, so I don’t really care 
about dress codes. It just seemed like the fanciest idea, too, and I won’t cook alive like this!” 


“Nice idea, Twice.” Anna said, with a nod, then motioned for Toga to move forward, and her 
entourage of bridesmaids and Dude of Honour fell beside her, walking out to meet the others, and 
leave Himiko with Vlad King to be “delivered”. 


“Let’s get you and Izuku married already.” 


“Son, we’re so proud of you!” Toshinori said, giving Izuku a big hug. It was almost time now, and 
everyone was waiting for the priest to start the ceremony. 


“We’re so glad to be here with you for this, Izuku. ’'m sure you and Himiko will be absolutely 
happy!” Inko said, next, giving Izuku a hug of her own and then motioning for him to bow his 
head a little so she could give him a kiss on the forehead. It reminded him of many happy times in 
the past. “It’s...it’s all happened so quickly! You’ ve grown before my eyes so fast, and now you’ re 
really your own man! I love you, Izuku!” 


They hugged again, and when they separated, Izuku was left with Hisashi Midoriya in front of him, 
a small smile on his lips. They hadn’t spent much time together during their time in Hawaii, but 


nothing could dampen Izuku’s mood today, and he ignored Hisashi’s extended hand and went for a 
hug instead, wrapping the man in his arms warmly. 


“Wait, Izuku, I...” 


“You don’t need to say anything!” Izuku said, patting his father on the back softly, until the man 
returned the hug, much more warmly than he had expected. ““Today’s a new beginning for a lot of 
things, so...let’s start this well too, okay? Even if we don’t understand each other, you can be 
happy for me today, right?” 


“Of course I can, son.” Hisashi said, and for once, Izuku felt he truly meant it. “Hey, look, the 
Padre \ooks like he’s gonna say something, think this’ll start now?” 


“Any moment now, Father...” 


Izuku looked ahead to the front of the wedding pavilion, seeing the altar with the priest already 
there and behind him, the beach and the sea and the bright blue morning sky. It was a beautiful 
day, only made more beautiful by the expectation he felt, the excitement for the coming moment. 


“We will now begin with the procesional!” the priest called. A short, heavyset Hawaiian man 
called John (“just John, please” he had insisted), when meeting him a few days earlier Izuku had 
asked him about his Quirk, finding out that he was Quirkless, just like he had once been, and had 
felt a sense of kinship with the clergyman ever since. And best of all, he had seemed absolutely 
delighted that he would be marrying a “redeemed sinner” with someone “‘virtuous”. 


“Since the bride is an orphan, the person opening the procesional will be her superior officer, as is 
tradition with military and hero weddings. I call forward Anna Dobinek to take her place at the 
front.” the priest said, and agent Anna walked besides Izuku. 


Anna looked a bit more tense than usual, in Izuku’s opinion, and when their eyes met, briefly, she 
said in a barely audible voice, “Keep your eyes open, Hero Deku.” She didn’t give him much 
chance to reply, as she walked fast up the aisle and to her seat at the front row, on Himiko’s side of 
the aisle. 


“And now the groom, please! Come on, Izuku, join me up here!” 


Hearing the priest’s instruction, Mei gave him a thumbs up and a huge grin, before pushing him 
forward, “Go, go, go, Izuku!” 


Izuku started walking, his footsteps softly tapping the neat marble cobblestones that made up the 
pavilion’s floor. Glancing around, as he walked, he saw the banquet pavilion a stone’s throw away, 
where the big wedding cake held the centre stage. 


Five stories tall and ordered with the intent to give every member of the hotel a piece of cake, even 
if all the guests ate several pieces, the wedding cake was topped with a pair of figurines Mei had 
designed and printed, depicting Himiko and Izuku in full battle regalia, her in a white sneaking suit 
and armed to the teeth, and him in his hero suit, both posed for battle... 


It wasn’t exactly standard, but Izuku felt it was a fitting pair of figurines to represent them. 


Standing by the cake and all the rest of the food were a group of hotel staff, ten in total, including 
the hotel’s manager, Akamai Mahaulu, dressed in an elegant white suit and black shirt that really 
brought out her Emperor Penguin features, directly overseeing the event. 


As Izuku reached the altar, the priest motioned for him to the side his family and guests would be 


sitting at; when looking down the aisle from the altar, they would be at his right side, with 
Himiko’s family, the League members, Stain and agent Anna on the left. 


With a wave of his hands that made his white robes flutter in the warm breeze, the priest said, 
“Now the Best...ummm...the Best Girl. Please come join us, Mei Hatsume.” 


Striding towards them, Mei was beside Izuku in a flash, only stopping to leave a shoulder bag at 
her chair. Odd...Mei almost never wears her bag, not unless she is bringing more Babies than 
could fit in pockets or on herself. What did you bring, Mei? 


“Now walk forth the wedding party! Groomsmen, bridesmaids!” Decked out in tuxedos and an 
array of dresses in a matching aqua blue, the wedding party walked on, all of them looking their 
very best. 


First walked Hitoshi and Mina, with him looking every bit the introverted loner out of his element, 
but having an unexpected amount of fun, and her full of smiles and whispered inside jokes and 
teasing. She’d chosen the shortest dress out of the bridesmaids, with a strapless, fitted design, and 
paired it with a necklace, earrings and loop bracelets, and leather gladiator sandals, which let her 
wiggle her toes, apparently to tease Hitoshi as they walked to take their places. 


Then walked Tenya and Ochako, her holding onto his arm in a way that Izuku thought was really 
sweet. Tenya had combed his hair back stylishly, and Ochako had a really fancy updo that Tenya 
couldn’t seem to keep his eyes off. They looked happy, relaxed, and maybe, they looked free . 


Izuku had noticed it most on Tenya in the day after the talk with Stain, how confident he looked, 
how fulfilled...and Ochako had a similar look after her talk with Izuku, after opening his eyes a bit 
to how the world at large would see his wedding. 


She had been right, saying that he couldn’t make the world love Himiko, or even understand her, 
but that didn’t mean he would stop fighting for her every day, so the world could see her as he did, 
as a wonderful person who had so much to give... 


After them walked Ojiro and Tooru. While Ojiro and Izuku were on good terms, as former 
classmates and fellow heroes, they’d never been the closest, and Izuku hadn’t thought of him to be 
a groomsman, which of course had been alright with the tailman. But Tooru, by proxy of Mina, had 
ended up spending time and befriending Himiko to such an extent that she had been an obvious 
bridesmaid. 


Ojiro’s suit was rather nice, and Tooru’s dress was perhaps the flashiest among the bridesmaids, 
with intricate patterns and brocades sewn onto the satin fabric, and, since nobody beside herself 
would be able to see her face and hair, she had decorated herself with a crown of blue and white 
flowers, looking bright and vivid. 


After them walked Tsuyu and Tokoyami. Tsuyu looked in her element with all the moisture in the 
air, with an aura of casual, comfortable happiness, and her green hair looked awesome in a set of 
big braids. And Tokoyami...Tokoyami looked like a Gothic gentleman vigilante ready to defend a 
foggy town from a vampire onslaught. Izuku hoped he wouldn't sweat half to death... 


Finally Shouto and Momo arrived, effortlessly stylish, with Shouto adorning his tux with a red and 
white handkerchief in his coat pocket and Momo’s long aqua dress hugging her body. They looked 
like the very definition of cool...until they got closer and Izuku could overhear them whispering 
about the important question of whether hotdogs were considered sandwiches. Shouto was insisting 
now that they were technically tacos... 


“Please join us now the...Dude of Honour.” Priest John said, with a little sigh, as he called forward 
Twice, who had chosen to wear a bright yellow dress and some high heels that Izuku was 
absolutely sure that Twice would end up complaining about, from everything Himiko had told him 
about the former villain. With him walked Pixie Bob, in a darker yellow dress, holding Twice’s 
hand proudly. 


“Now the flower girl and ringbearer, if you please! Eri Aizawa, Kouta Izumi!” 


Eri looked absolutely adorable with the light green dress she’d picked, with white and black trim, 
a red and blue ribbon tied on her hair,, and Izuku got a little teary eyed as he recognized they were 
his hero suit’s colours. She skipped happily down the aisle, holding a little woven basket full of 
flower petals that she threw unto the floor as she walked. 


With her walked Kouta, looking everywhere except at Eri, red faced, looking rather dapper in his 
little suit, though he had chosen to wear his red sneakers like an absolute little hero. Man, I should 
have done the same! Seriously, a suit with red sneakers is a look ...Although...if they found out I 
wore them to my wedding, Yuuga and Best Jeanist might murder me out of righteous fashion 
anger... 


Kouta carried two boxes in his hands, made of polished wood, containing their rings. 


Although Himiko had humbly told Izuku that they didn’t need expensive rings to prove their love, 
and that she could simply ask Mei to paint a section of her prosthetic ring finger in a golden tint, he 
had known from the start that he’d give her a proper wedding band, made of a platinum and gold 
alloy, truly precious and without supporting the diamond industry, which had flourished far too 
much with the Quirkless War in Africa, with the hidden kingdom of Mbele being known to pay its 
“friends” in blood diamonds. 


He didn’t know what his ring would look like, but given their encounters with the Mbele elite 
soldiers known as the Mountain Brigade, he didn’t expect her to choose a diamond either. 


“And now everyone else, if it please you. The seats are all labeled already, please come forward 
and let’s start this celebration!” Priest John said, his double chin shaking as he spoke. 


Izuku saw everyone else take their places; on his side he saw Toshinori and Inko take the closest 
places, then Kacchan and Kirishima, the former trying to hide a proud smile behind a cold sneer 
that didn’t convince Izuku, and the latter openly cheering, “GROOM DEKU! WOOO!”. Beside 
them sat Hisashi Midoriya, a respectful smile on his face, seemingly telling the world that it was 
going better than expected. 


Behind Inko and Toshinori sat Melissa Shield and her dad, David, who quickly started talking in 
cheerful whispers with Izuku’s parents, and next to her were the seats that Eri and Kouta would 
return to, once their duties were over with the ring exchange, and around them sat the Aizawas and 
the Wild Wild Pussycats. 


On Himiko’s side the first row was occupied by her brother, Koichi Kojima, and the spot reserved 
for her uncle, Sekijiro Kan, after he “delivered” her. After the talk with Stain, Koichi had seemed 
more interested than ever in knowing the ins and outs of both heroism and spy craft, and they’d 
spent a fun evening talking with him and “Uncle Vlad” the previous day, after the volleyball game 
and some more playing at the pools. 


Next to them were agent Anna and her girlfriend, Freya, who looked much bigger with a tight 
dress, when compared to the usual hoodies and sweatshirts she used, the sleeveless dress revealing 
her arms were almost as big as Izuku’s, and even without high heels she was still rather tall, only 


seeming shorter when next to Anna, who was over six feet tall (and scarier). 


And on the other side of Koichi were Tenko Shimura and Nejire Hadou. Dressed in a fitted tux, 
with his hair tied loosely behind his head, Tenko looked radiant, as if he had found a new lease of 
life, and he had moved down the aisle with Nejire’s hand in his and with a sense of pride Izuku had 
seldom seen in him. 


The senpai wore a royal blue dress with gold accents, in swirly patterns that resembled her Quirk in 
action, and had her hair done in a thick braid that reached almost to her knees. With her dress being 
a darker blue than the bridesmaids’ there was no chance of anyone confusing her for one of them, 
but of course there were no hard feelings about it between her and “Toothsy”. 


Behind them sat the other members of the League of Villains, all of them looking snazzy in their 
tuxedos; Dabi, Spinner and Compress. And finally, behind them, with a row all for himself, was 
Stain, wearing a tuxedo, too, and looking at everything with piercing eyes. 


“And finally...the bride.” With a flourish of the priest’s hand, the pavilion’s speakers started 
playing the Bridal Chorus, those stereotypical organ notes feeling impossibly cheesy but also 
familiar and welcome. 


“Did you know that this song was composed all the way in the 1800’s by Wagner?” Mei 
whispered, as Izuku’s gaze flashed to the other end of the aisle where he saw Himiko dressed in a 
pure white dress, her face covered by an opaque veil, escorted by her uncle Sekijiro. “Thankfully, 
it ended up in the public domain and can be used royalty free, pretty neat, no? That way we don’t 
have to pay to use it.” 


Izuku didn’t answer, awestruck as Himiko walked towards them. Every step she walked closer he 
saw more details; her shoes were more suited for acrobatics than any heels could be, there was a 
bracelet on her left wrist, borrowed from Mina, her dress’s skirt was slashed on the left side, 
leaving free the leg she usually put in front when taking a combat stance. He could see a Jot of her 
bare leg with every step, and he loved what he saw! 


The skirt was also a bit shorter than he had expected, with the hem not touching the ground and 
trailing behind her; rather, it moved around her ankles. 


The waistline hugged her hips and waist tightly, as much as her sneaking suit did, and crossed laces 
at the front, in a light grey, kept the abdomen area fitted, though less restrictive than a corset. The 
neckline plunged down, giving some very generous cleavage that had Izuku blushing madly, his 
cheeks and ears hotter than the salty tropical breeze around them. 


The dress had light, delicate lace sleeves that still showed the myriad of scars on her arms, scars 
that he had come to love and know the story behind each one. 


Behind the veil he could only see the vague outline of her face, but around it he saw that she had 
her hair done carefully, and it looked amazingly soft and smooth; he couldn’t wait to brush his 
fingers around that neat bun, or perhaps brush her sidelocks behind her ear as he leaned in to kiss 
her cheek. 


The closer she got, the faster his heart beat. He considered asking Hitoshi if he still had that 
defibrillator handy, just in case... 


As she walked the last few meters up to meet him, he saw more and more of her face behind the 
veil; the glint of her golden eyes in the soft, warm sunlight under the pavilion, the blush on her 
cheeks redder than ever, her fanged smile full of happiness... 


When she walked up to him, right as they were about to lock their hands together, Izuku pinched 
his leg quickly, feeling it sting. “Why’d you do that, Izu-Izu?” she asked, whispering, as their 
fingers met and intertwined. 


“Just wanted to make sure I wasn’t dreaming.” he said, feeling his smile widening. Have I ever 
smiled like this? How much will my jaw ache from all this smiling later? It...it has to be the best 
earned pain in the world. 


“Violently hurting yourself to check if you’re conscious is such a you thing to do.” Himiko said, 
tenderly. 


“Gathered friends, beloved families, welcome one, welcome all!” Priest John started, addressing 
the entire group. Izuku was only vaguely aware other people existed, focusing entirely on Himiko, 
on their fingers touching, on the excitement of pulling back her veil and sharing their first kiss as 
husband and wife... 


“We are gathered here today to witness and celebrate the marriage of Izuku Midoriya and Himiko 
Toga. As you all know, this is not the beginning of a new relationship but an acknowledgment of 
the next chapter in their lives together. Izuku and Himiko have spent years getting to know each 
other; they fought each other, then found an understanding, and fought together. They have bled 
together, lost together, won together.” 


The priest had talked with them days early to get a feel for their relationship, learning about their 
story together in broad strokes, and he now expressed it in a way that resonated with most people 
present, heroes and villains alike. 


“This bond may have started in conflict, but continues in peace! You have watched them grow, you 
have watched them develop, and we now bear witness to what their relationship has become.” John 
said, and Izuku held Himiko’s hands a little bit tighter. Just a little longer, Himiko. We’re nearly 
there, and really soon, we’ll be together in every sense of the word. 


“Today, they will affirm this bond formally and publicly! Izuku and Himiko will mark their 
transition as a couple, not only by celebrating the love between themselves, but by also celebrating 
the love between all of us—including the love of their parents, siblings, extended family, and best 
friends. Without that love, today would be far less joyous!” John declared, his voice rising and 
rising, then stopping, leaving only the sound of the waves to fill the silence. 


“Love is a truly wonderful thing. As a follower of Christ, I have lived His love in many ways, and 
as an officiant for hundreds of weddings, I have seen many more ways besides. To love is to live, 
and to live is to love, and thus, with these guests and the Lord as my witness, I now pledge to 
marry you two. To love truly, to love honestly, to love forever...Ponder these words, as we move 
along, with a couple of speeches that the Best Girl and Dude of Honour have prepared, words from 
the heart, words of love. Would you please begin, Mei Hatsume, with the message you have 
prepared for Izuku, for Himiko and for all of us here?” 


Mei stepped up to a short platform raised to the side of the altar, cleared her throat and scanned the 
guests with her crosshair eyes, “Of course! I’ve thought these words carefully, as carefully as I 
have ever done anything in my life, and came up with some thoughts I wish to share with you 
all...” 


Chapter End Notes 


See you next time for the rest of the wedding ;) 


White Wedding 


Chapter Notes 


It's a nice day to start again 
It's a nice day for a white wedding 
It's a nice day to start again! 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Still holding onto Izuku’s hands, Himiko Toga glanced towards Mei, who stepped on a cute little 
platform that made her stand taller, as she addressed those gathered. Toga found Mei’s dress 
awesome, especially with the bronze and leather boots, it really looked like she could kick some 
ass! 


Wait...is it like with the contest against Melissa? She doesn’t have her armor or exoskeleton but 
she has that vambrace...She looks nervous, but it could just be about giving a speech about 
something other than Babies. I'd be worried if they asked me to talk about like...architecture or 
astronomy. 


“So of course, at its most basic level, as an institution, marriage is about love.” Mei started, with a 
wave of her left hand. The purple shawl wrapped around her shoulders and arms fluttered in the 
breeze, and if Toga hadn’t felt supremely confident about her own dress (and Izuku’s response to it 
so far), she might have felt as if Mei’s dress was a match...But that line of petty thinking died 
within a second or two. She’s just dressing her best! Her looks match her brains for once, and it’s 
extremely powerful! And if I started getting jealous, I’d end up with dumb thoughts, like how Jin’s 
dress looks breezy as fuck and mine could get really stuffy in a couple hours... 


“So back when Izuku asked me to be the Best Man for this thing, even though I’m a girl, as we all 
know...” Mei said, absentmindedly poking her chest as she said that, “Actually, yes, Pll talk about 
that first. Mr. Churchguy, you don’t have a problem with me being in this role, right? Or Jin being 
in the Maid of Honour’s spot?” 


“None at all,” replied the priest, smiling calmly. “It is primitive, barbaric even, to assume boys will 
choose boys and girls will choose girls for such roles.” So far Himiko was really impressed with 
the priest; he really seemed like the kind of Christian that Ibara spoke about, more focused on faith 
and redemption than judging others for their differences. 


And Izuku had taken an instant liking to the old guy cause he was Quirkless, so there was also that! 


“Awesome!” Mei said, her face beaming with a smug aura, “I had some feelings when Izuku asked 
me. First, I was honoured . It’s basically the most blatant and public way to call someone your best 
friend, or most trusted acquaintance, or favorite family member! So to get chosen for such a thing 
felt very, very cool. I had no idea what a Best Man did; the “best” part did stroke my ego quite a 
bit, I won’t lie.” 


She fiddled with her silk shawl for a moment, then continued, “After that, I got curious. I 
researched Best Men, historical examples, social taboos, dress codes...the latter of which I didn’t 
find too useful in the end. I understood that this role meant I would have a pretty big responsibility 
for the event to run smoothly, for everyone to enjoy it, and to keep all the pesky troubles away... 


And I felt even better about having been chosen. This responsibility hasn’t been trivial, and it has 
also forced me to think through many, many things that I would otherwise have ignored or kept out 
of my conscious mind.” 


Toga turned to look at Izuku, watching his expression closely. During the contest with Melissa, 
Mei had admitted her insecurity at her role in Izuku’s life changing, but he had reassured her that 
they’d still remain best friends and business partners, and Toga could really see that renewed bond 
in the girl’s words...And in Izuku she saw admiration for how his friend had risen to the challenge 
of being the Best Girl. 


“Which all lead to “love”. To start with, if you’d asked me five years ago if I would have been 
willing to put my life, my company and my money on the line, in an instant , for the love I feel for 
some people here? I’d have called you mad. If somebody had told me how good it feels to be 
loved by friends, I’d have shaken my head and called them idiots not committed enough to their 
ambition.” she smiled, and for an instant, her eyes were full of sadness, “Oh but now I know 
better.” Oh, Mei...would you be where I am, if things had been the same ? 


“IT know that there’s different types of love. Some I’ve felt myself, some I’ve only read about. 
Some...some [ll never really know how to classify, to measure. As an engineer, I find that 
incredibly annoying, feeling something and not having units of measure for it...Love isn’t 
measured in Newtons of force, that much I’m sure of.” she said, with a little chuckle. You’re a 
better friend than I deserve, Mei. To accept me, when...when it’s so clear how much Izuku means, 
to trust him so completely that you let me be your friend...You’re braver than most. 


“T have seen the love parents have for their kids; my mom and dad always encouraged my dreams 
and supported me, even if they didn't fully understand some parts of it all. Mom’s a surgeon, dad’s 
a retired hero and mechanic...so me choosing something they were familiar with, but hadn’t 
experienced themselves, was probably not easy. I love them dearly, of course, I'm not a heartless 
bastard but...well, I always thought it was a natural thing, not something that I needed to really 
break apart and understand; if life was an equation, they were a constant.” 


Mei stopped a moment, shaking her head. Toga wasn’t close enough to be certain, but she thought 
she saw Mei blink away some tears. 


“But if that was the constant, everything else was a variable I had no way of clearing.” Mei said, 
sighing deeply, “I never had an easy time adjusting to schools, I’m not ashamed to admit. From the 
moment I could read, I never stopped; big picture books became encyclopedias as fast as my 
grubby little fingers could turn the pages and that made me different .” Different . That’s it, isn’t 
it? You, me, Shinsou, Eri and Kouta...we’re all different, and Izuku made us feel like we matter. 


“In a world where 80% of the people have fucking superpowers , there are still so many ways we 
can be minimized and ignored and othered. I didn't last long as the class’ smartass, but I still kept 
my chin up whenever it was time to present, feeling confident in my knowledge or that I could 
work hard and make it all again if I failed.” Mei said. Looking around, Toga saw her friends from 
the League nodding along; even if their experience with otherness had been different, they still saw 
a bit of themselves in her words. 


“But that didn't help much. I felt different, and I didn't know how to change it. I didn't understand 
what they all wanted, how they interacted...Stuff that I know now, that I learned, that I had to learn 
to survive and then thrive...back then I didn't know.” Toga understood that at a deep level, 
bringing back memories of the boarding school where Pestilentia, All for One and Dr. Ujiko had 
placed her. 


She’d been bullied from day one. Cruel words, cruel actions, cruel consequences for the few 
people that had tried to take her side... Vampire, demon, monster! VAMPIRE! A stake to cut out 
the vampire’s heart, right here and now! Come on, Toga, die already! VAMPIRE! 


“My brain may be wired differently, or maybe it was the social isolation and not "training" for 
those kinds of things, but in the end, I had no friends, only my mind and my pride...” The 
memories of her last day there, of fighting back and snapping completely, of escape and fear and 
anger, all swirled around her, and Toga forgot where she was for a moment...until Izuku let go of 
one of her hands and put a hand on her shoulder. 


A single look at his worried face made the bad memories go away. She shook her head and 
squeezed his hands more gently, realizing that she might have squeezed too hard and alerted him to 
her distress. “Himiko, are you...?” he whispered, a bead of sweat running down his forehead. 


Since he had combed and gelled his hair (and looked absolutely gorgeous like that), she could see 
the exact path the drop of sweat followed, down his brow, across a well-defined eyebrow, missing 
his emerald eye and then continuing down his cheek. Even now that he was a man and not just a 
teenager, and he had slightly sharper features, he still had more than enough cheeks to pinch and 
kiss and poke! 


Placing her hand on his cheek, she whispered back, “Yeah. Just...bad memories. Let’s keep 
listening, okay?” He nodded and they turned back to Mei at the little podium. 


“IT always wanted to be recognized. Acknowledged. To see my dad's name, my grandpa's, on the 
side of a building or the wing of a plane. I thought that was all I needed; I had made it from 
kindergarten through middle school with nothing more than my mind and steady hands, I needed 
nothing more than to follow my ambition...I thought that friendship and love had no part of it. 
Literally none at all.” Mei said, making a fist and shaking it. 


“But then I met Izuku. Little by little, he saw that I was a whole mess. I could sell products, and I 
could build incredible things, yes, but I had no idea how people thought, not from the moment they 
weren’t simply customers. I had no idea how friends would think. So he showed me.” Mei said, 
with perhaps the softest, shyest smile Toga had ever seen on her face. 


“Someone else might have given up; I am arrogant and ambitious and I can have zero self 
preservation instinct if I get too focused on a new Baby! But Izuku didn't. He became my first 
friend, my best friend , and he was just the first; Hitoshi, Momo, everyone else, and now 
Himiko...He made it happen. He crossed the gap I'd always felt between me and people outside my 
family, and he changed everything.” Mei said, extending her arms to either side, then slowly 
bringing them back to her sides. 


“T had no clue what to expect from friendship.” she said. “Everything was so new, having someone 
not bound to me by blood that cares about me, checks on my health and well being, makes me feel 
like I wasn't so different, even if our areas of expertise really were different.” 


The words reminded Toga of how her relationship with Izuku had really started; stranded under a 
collapsed building during a typhoon, injured, with nothing to do except talk with each other, get to 
know what made the other tick, really try and understand each other. It had turned her obsession 
with Izuku to a burning, desperate love, that would become her only lifeline mere weeks later... 


“He showed me that two very different people could be equals. That we could work together and 
change the fucking world.” Mei said, grinning ear to ear, now with the usual arrogance back, 
“And, even if back then we hadn't had such a huge impact, it had already happened for me. 
Through Izuku, things clicked like they'd never had before, and my world shifted...So how could I 


not love him?” 


Mei let her words settle for a moment. Her feelings had always been strong, clearly, even if she 
hadn’t understood them...even if she chose to call them platonic. “I have pondered that word for so 
long...”Love”...” Mei said, this time chewing the word, as if it tasted wrong as an abstraction, and 
became enjoyable when added to the names of her friends instead, “It's so easy to misinterpret, so 
easy to misrepresent. Tell someone you love them and you better fucking explain what you 
mean...or see how that turns out.” 


“T used to hate how many connotations the word has. How was I supposed to know if the love was 
just as friends or more? | didn't understand it, and even now I'm not 100% sure...” Mei said, 
making her frustration exceedingly clear through her hand motions. “But Izuku, you'll always be 
special to me. Always mean the world to me.” 


Mei’s face dropped for a moment, all the bluster and bravado of the hotshot tech CEO pulling back 
and showing everyone a vulnerable girl. “Izuku... You getting married...1 was scared that would 
drive us away from each other. Not because I'm jealous of Himiko, not at all,” she said, giving 
Toga a quick, respectful nod, “but simply a change of roles...” 


As best friends and business partners, Izuku and Mei were inseparable. Toga accepted that there 
were some things about Izuku that Mei would always understand better, be able to help him 
better...she would simply be the right person for it. She knew that their bond was strong, and she 
had no envy of it, no jealousy, no ill will. 


“But now I see that it doesn't have to be.” Mei said, beaming, showing the world her absolute 
confidence. No matter who Izuku loved romantically, Mei was completely certain that I think she 
wouldn’t stop being his friend, and that meant the world to her, clearly. “I get it, now, and that's 
why I can say that the love for a friend is real and palpable, almost measurable! Not quite, though, 
still no unit of measure to be found...” 


Slamming a fist into her palm, Mei declared, “Loyalty and sacrifice, support and connection, that's 
what it means to me!” Then she looked directly at them, at Izuku and Toga and, with a more 
tender, subdued tone, she said, “And...and I know you and Himiko will be very happy together.” 


Somebody clapped, Toga couldn’t tell who started it, but in an instant everyone had joined. And 
she happily clapped, too, as Mei’s words had resonated with her, deeply, stirring many feelings, 
and making her ever more certain on her decision to get married. 


Just like how Izuku had changed Mei’s life in positive ways, he had literally saved Toga’s life in 
pretty much every way possible: physically, mentally, even spiritually... 


“Would you like to share some words with us too, Mr. Jin?” Padre John asked. Whenever he 
spoke, Toga looked at how he used his voice, how he could make himself heard without shouting, 
and how he could convey a sense of spirituality to completely normal words. That control over his 
vocal cords and diaphragm is genuinely impressive! Id like to have more of that! 


“Its MY TURN!” Jin said, happily click-clacking with his high heels up to the little podium. You 
vain, flamboyant dummy, I’m completely sure you'll be ditching those shoes in a flash! Did you 
even buy them before this? You gotta break shoes in! Mine have been used plenty to spar with 
Ochako, but I had them fixed and cleaned good, no Ocha-blood on them haha! 


Twice started by asking for a microphone, “Testing, testing...I haven’t done a presentation since 
middle school...And you sucked at it, Twice.” When he finally found the volume to match what he 
wanted, and was sure everyone could listen, he started, “O-KAY! To all that may be unaware of it, 


I am Jin Bubbaigawara, also known as Jin Suzuki...this was an alias cause I had amnesia and the 
Pussycats were hiding me and rehabilitating me after I bumped my head against the ocean, nearly 
drowned, and lived as a forest hobo for a while!” 


It seemed to surprise no one, Toga saw, but she noticed Kirishima’s eyes widen when Twice 
mentioned he’d been a forest homeless, and she could see Kirishima mouthing “A paleo lifestyle? 
Just like our ancestors? That is MANLY!” to Bakugou, who nodded along. You do love to play 
along with your boyfriend, don’t you? 


“With that out of the way, umm...I’m not as gifted a speaker as Hatsume, she knocked it out of the 
park! I’ve seen better . I mean, as I was saying, I’m not as good at improv, so I have some lines 
here written.” Jin took a couple flashcards from within his cleavage. Now you feel the terrible 
plight of most dresses having no pockets, my friend! 


“So!” Jin said, with a grin, “Where Mei’s message was more about the deep love of friendship, and 
trust me, I also feel that for each and every one of you, even that one that looks like Izuku but 
boring, you, with the suit! Hello! ’'m Jin, but you can call me Twice!” he said, waving merrily. 
People turned to stare, and it seemed like Hisashi Midoriya might die of embarrassment. Well, who 
would cry over that spilled milk if it happened? “ Dumbass , talk about the speech ! Ah yes, Twice, 
the speech.” 


Jin cleared his throat and said, “So, as I was saying, I see all of you as friends. Or at least, I'd like 
for that to be the case. But with lil’ Toga, with Dabi and with Spinner and with Compress and with 
Tenko? With old man Kurogiri? I felt family .” Jin said, extending his arms as if for a hug, smiling 
from ear to ear. 


Toga saw the reactions instantly; Tenko blushed and looked away, Dabi cursed under his breath 
and grumbled, Spinner nodded happily, with a soft smile. And Compress reacted with finger guns. 


“T won’t ever say we were good people doing good things.” Jin said, with a little chuckle. When he 
continued, Toga saw a lot of remorse in his eyes, even though he had been the best of them, the 
most noble, the least violent. 


“We may all have been broken , in our different ways. Misguided, in all the worst ways. Lashing 
out, exploding in anger and sadness...I know how lonely I was before I joined. How it made me 
sad and angry at the same time, how it built up my insecurities. I hated how nobody had been there 
for me and...and a part of me would scream how I had deserved it .” Jin said, his voice serious 
now. Every gaze was fixed on him. 


“The League changed that. I found connection and loyalty and true companionship. People just like 
me, with nowhere else to turn. Some with an axe to grind, some as lost as me. Some led there by 
ideology...” he looked directly at Stain, then said, “That last one wasn’t me, but I tried my best to 
understand, you know? To see how it helped my friends make sense of their lives...” 


“T lost that when we attacked Tartarus.” Jin said, his eyes full of sorrow. “Just like my friends...you 
lost your freedom. Little Toga ended up even worse, running for that terrible year...We lost our 
family. I woke up later, confused and scared, and had no idea who I was, what I was missing. I was 
lonely, but I didn’t know who had been taken away.” 


Then he looked at Pixie Bob, and his smile returned, “But somebody found me. Somebody special, 
somebody who was lonely too. And she gave me a new family. And...as cheesy as it all is? I have 
been happy. Really, really, really happy. And lacking in vocabulary . | got the same feeling of 
belonging back. I could be an uncle! Befriend the cool wine aunts and uncle! And...and I could 
also be a boyfriend!” 


He laughed, then wiped a couple of tears off his eyes, and Toga didn’t know if they were tears of 
joy or sorrow. “I got my second chance, and it showed me again how all it took was a few people 
that cared to make a family. I saw all of you, all my friends, and we picked up as if nothing had 
happened, as if we hadn’t been separated. I got to have my cake and eat it too...At least for a few 
days.” 


By now he was openly sobbing, and he couldn’t bear to look at Tenko, Dabi, Compress and 
Spinner anymore. He cried away from the microphone, but everyone could still see it, and Toga 
felt the urge to comfort him, to tell him that it was alright, that she’d bend whatever rules possible 
so the League could be together again and be free... But Pixie Bob got there first, cleaning his face 
with some tissues and hugging him hard. 


Then he looked at Izuku and Toga, directy, and said, “Family and friends mean the world to me. I 
know really well how it feels to live without support, utterly alone...And the love of my family, of 
all of you? That’s what got me here. I’ve only made it this far because you gave me a place to 
belong...So that’s the love I want to wish for Himiko and Izuku. That you always have a home in 
us! A true, loyal family! That’s the love I hope all of us can give them.” 


Everyone clapped again. A few out of polite respect, many more genuinely moved by Jin’s words. 
Not a gifted speaker my ass! That was great! Jin bowed humbly, then walked back to stand on 
Toga’s side of the altar, giving her a silent touch on the shoulder as he walked. “Thank you, Jin! 
that was awesome!” 


“No, thank you, thank you for being the little sister I always wanted!” he said, then took his place 
again. Toga saw her uncle Vlad giving Jin a few words of encouragement and thanks, but her 
attention was quickly taken again by the priest. 


“Thank you, Mei. Thank you, Jin. You both spoke beautifully.” John said, extending his hands. 
“Now, both Izuku and Himiko have prepared their vows, along with some words on their love. 
Let’s listen closely and respectfully, as they put their promise for each other into spoken word, so it 
shall be forever remembered and the promise shall be kept!” 


Toga once more looked at Izuku. His gaze was clear and focused, his smile warm and confident, 
almost reaching his freckles. She could lose herself in that smile, those eyes, those adorable little 
freckles...with so much time spent in the sun, he was even more full of freckles than usual, and she 
knew how easy it would be to count them all...and give each the kiss it deserved. 


He looked incredible in his tuxedo, which had almost made her stumble when walking down the 
aisle to meet him. It was superbly well fitted and tailored, following the contours of his arms 
without bunching up, which Toga saw far too often with big guys wearing suits. And best of all, 
with how tight fitting it was, it seemed like any quick move would make the cloth explode... 


Maybe a black tux wasn’t the wisest for a beach wedding, but it was probably cooler than Toga’s 
dress, with all the tech put into it. Though as soon as humanly possible, I’m ripping off that bowtie, 
snapping open his shirt and kissing that neck of his, holy fuck...’m far too used to seeing him in 
shirts with lower cuts so this...this just increases the expectation! 


Under the tight white shirt she felt that his chest was just barely contained, about ready to snap the 
shirt into shreds...which she knew was probably an illusion put forth by the tailoring, and the shirt 
might as well be able to take a shot from a high caliber gun without a single button snapping...but 
she still entertained the fantasy of ripping it open by hand and kissing his chest, scar by scar, 
running her hands all over it, then down to his abs, then further down... 


When Izuku had turned around a little, she’d taken a good, long glance at his tuxedo trousers. The 


leg tapered fashionably, hugging the contours of every muscle but without looking like leggings, 
leaving just enough to let her imagination run wild. I need him! Just look at those thighs, that butt! 
That’s where I'll sleep from now on, yes!!! 


To put it simply, the suit had a big effect on Himiko Toga, but she wasn’t sure if said effect was 
appreciating how amazing he looked...or wanting to rip everything away, piece by piece. /’/l go 
with both... 


And his face! Toga could count with the fingers of her left hand how many times he’d looked half 
as happy...and she was missing her pinky and ring fingers. To see him smiling so bright, so 
confidently, with such incredible excitement for the future... J look at him and I don’t see the 
danger of our jobs, the chances that we could get hurt or killed. I feel certain that we’ll be okay, 
that we’re safe. Izu-Izu, I look into your eyes and see decades together, not minutes, hours or days. 
You will be my forever... 


“Would you begin, please, Himiko? It’s most honourable to let ladies go first.” the priest said, his 
voice almost distant, with Toga’s focus settling completely on Izuku, on every freckle, every little 
scar, every detail of his hands... 


“Yes!” she said, clearing her throat. The veil between her and Izuku felt even more restrictive, with 
every second bringing them closer to the kiss. “I do. I have some words, many words, that I’ve had 
on my mind, some from the very instant I set my eyes on you, some that it took me much, much 
longer to put into words.” 


He took her hands in his, gently, softly, with all the care in the world. It made her feel worthy, how 
his every action was understanding and kind and special... “My Izu-Izu, my Izuku, my hero...I 
love you. I love you more every day, and every day you surprise me with something new, some 
new part of you that I can’t resist!” 


Toga let out a deep sigh as she looked into his eyes. Oh how I long to see them without this veil 
between us... “So, my words to you are these.” she felt a smile growing across her face, fangs 
showing, “From the moment I saw you, I fell for you. And it happened again and again, with every 
encounter, every fight. Little by little I found more, found the details, the little quirks in your 
personality, what made you tick...I was obsessed.” 


Then she felt her expression darken, and her tone matched, “And because of that, a part of me 
wanted to be you . To take your blood, drink to the last drop and live your life. I was compelled by 
the bloodlust and the brainwashing and I wanted you dead as much as I wanted to be together...” 


Toga saw the worry in his eyes, his hands wrapping tighter around hers protectively, “And then... 
and then we met by chance, in Okinawa. When that building collapsed, I finally had my chance, my 
one moment to satisfy my curiosity, to really get to know you...and to kill you. But...but you were 
kind! You were good! And...and I stole your first kiss! And we...we danced. And it changed my 
hig” 


Toga looked down, at her feet. “I’d lost my family, and was drifting aimlessly. I didn’t care to live, 
just...just survive, until you found me. And then...when it got even worse? You remained by my 
side. I treasure EVERY CALL we shared! Every story you told me! Every night you listened to my 
feelings, every night you were there for me as I cried! I walked into hell one step at a time, and... 
and you didn’t let go of my hand.” 


She looked back to him again, feeling her vision blur a little with tears, “I could have let go and 
become a weapon, a monster...but you had seen good in me. I had to live...no, I have to keep on 
living and prove your faith in me wasn’t misplaced. That your kindness and love weren’t in vain. 


That I can be the girl you see, and not the villain they all expect....” 


She cupped his face in her hands, and said, “I know that you hate it, that few others give me a 
chance like you have, even to be friends. I know it hurts. I feel that every time I see some asshole 
doubt you, judge you, speak ill of you...I want to protect you as much as you want to protect me 
and...I too want the world to see you the way I do.” 


“Himiko...” he said, his eyes getting watery too. 


“Izu-Izu, you set me free. With your support I fought myself and won , with your love I understood 
what it was like to feel worthy. I no longer see “love” as wanting to “be” anyone other than myself, 
because you’ve shown me how to accept myself, my face, my scars...my name!” J was Ako 
Kojima. Then I had no name, just numbers...Ninety-eight...And then All for One needed an 
infiltrator for Tenko’s group, so they wiped my mind and gave me the name of a dead girl. 


Himiko...you died so young. So fucking young. And they gave me your name so easily , and I 
wouldn’t have had any idea of it all if I hadn’t seen your grave. Izuku had walked with her, into 
that graveyard in Shizuoka, when the gravestones had called to Toga, her true past being right 
there , her own headstone giving her goosebumps... 


But she hadn’t learned the truth until Pestilentia, the man responsible for the death of her parents 
and Toga’s kidnapping, the man whose cult had raised her to be an assassin, had told the story to 
Izuku, to break his spirit and take away his motivation, to show him that Toga’s life was lie after 
Hes. 


But instead, he’d embraced her. Taken her side, and led the way to find Pestilentia and take 
revenge. They’d fought side by side, descending into the bowels beneath Pestilentia’s “school”, 
with Toga having to fight one of her old “classmates” to the death, sacrificing her fingers for a 
chance at victory...and they had finally found him. 


The supervillain had a final trick up his sleeve, using his own sister’s Quirk, an electrified barrier 
around the sleeping sister, to defend himself from immediate harm, and then he had taken a dose 
of Trigger, strengthening his own power, controlling the subconscious mind through a liquid he 
extracted from his spine. 


Both Izuku and Himiko had been dosed with the Quirk, and the liquid’s cells had travelled to their 
brains, where it had let Pestilentia directly control their dreams and turn them to nightmares. 
Through the dreams he had endlessly brainwashed Toga, and later on tortured her with terrible 
visions, some of them of Izuku dying. 


And in the end, he had once more used Toga’s brainwashing, to try and force the bloodlust to take 
over. He had spoken a series of activation words, and the sleeper programming inside Toga had 
activated. And meanwhile, powered by Trigger, he had connected his mind with Izuku’s, trying to 
beat Izuku in his mind...unsuccessfully. 


Toga and Izuku had won their battles, and the barrier around Pestilentia had fallen as he thrashed 
around, reeling from being shut out of Izuku’s mind...and Toga’s knife had ended him for good. 


After that victory, after knowing the truth, Toga had a choice; to stay as Himiko Toga, to go back 
to being Ako Kojima, or to find a new name...And in the end, she had decided to stay as Himiko, 
and redeem the name. 


“You made it right , you made me understand! I can be my own person, with my own story and my 
own name. They named me Himiko Toga, but with you, for you...I chose to make the name MY 


OWN!” 


His hands wrapped around hers, still on his face, and Toga continued, “With you, our love is 
redemption! With you, our love is freedom! With you, our love is A FUTURE! With you, the 
second chance you gave me is worth something ! My love...my love for you means all of this. It 
means that I'll fight beside you, always!” 


“You don’t...don’t have to...” he muttered, and his face trembled under Toga’s hands. An instant 
later, she felt warm tears reach her fingers. 


“These are my vows to you, Izuku, my Izu-Izu. My promise...” Toga said, feeling every bit of her 
hope for the future, every ounce of happiness, flood her words. She felt like she could start flying 
any minute, full of power and life ... 


“T promise that my love for you will only grow, just as passionately, just as madly as it does now. I 
promise I will be with you every step of the way, like you’ve been for me. I will cherish your 
triumphs as I would my own, and mourn your losses just as much; everything we do, we’ll do 
together.” 


She could see the decades passing, their love still blooming; Izuku’s hair going gray, wrinkles on 
their skin, the laughter of children, the aching joints of old people... It’s so close I can smell it, 
taste it, touch it... 


“We’ll be together, truly! In sickness and in health, rich or poor.” Toga said, grinning, “After all, I 
wouldn’t trade the way you took care of me when I had the sniffles, or a chance to pamper you 
when you have a cold...Or...or everything you have done for my mental health.” 


She shook her head slightly, “The fight against myself, every single day resisting the bloodlust, the 
programming , and now the therapy and the meds...just like you’re here for me in this kind of 
sickness, I promise to be there for you. If...if injuries ever get in your way, Ill take care of you. 
I'll be by your bedside any time...and when you get well, I'll be the first one to welcome you 
home!” 


Toga chuckled lightly, saying, “As for the “rich and poor”...material things have never been in the 
way of our love. We’ll be together, no matter if we’re eating top quality steak or something we had 
to scavenge from a dumpster!” 


“T.... hop that last one isn’t part of the plan...” Izuku said, laughing softly. 


“Not the first option, no! And...and I have another promise, another vow: no matter if the world 
loves or hates us, if we have to fight the entire human race, you’ ll always have me with you, beside 
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you. 
They can hate me all they want. I don’t give a fuck. We have good friends, we have family, the rest 


of the world can make their own damn minds as they please...but if they turn on Izu-Izu, they better 
be ready to have anew smile sliced on their collective throats... 


And besides, with the combined power of One for All and Transform...who can get in the way? 
Who’s strong enough to fight my Izu-izu, smart enough to notice me infiltrating their home dressed 
as a loved one? Who would be stupid enough to try? 


She smiled triumphantly, and said, “And together, there’s no fight we can’t win, no problem we 
can’t solve, no prison that can hold us! We’re both living our second chance at life, and we’ live it 
FREE!” Freedom...yes. That’s how I feel about you, free! 


It doesn’t matter if the Yanks had me prisoner, if the brainwashing made me a passenger in my 
own body, with you I have freed myself. With you, I could be covered from head to toe in chains 
and Id still be free in my heart of hearts. 


She wiped some tears from his cheeks, then some from hers, and continued, “My Izu-Izu...I 
admire you. You’re an amazing person; understanding, warm, loving, extremely smart, supremely 
kind and gentle, and so, so brave...you’re my hero, and I really, really mean it! I deeply respect 
your ideals, your strong moral compass and values.I admire how good you’re with kids and...and 
that only makes me fantasize about having some of our own!” 


She remembered so many moments with him, so many times where he had shown how amazing he 
was. Just in the past few days, she’d found herself staring in awe when he played with the kids, for 
example, the simple actions and gentle ways he interacted made him so nurturing and protective 
and it was all supremely alluring for Toga. 


And then, when they’d talked with Stain, the passion he had shown for his vision, for his dreams 
of a more equal future, with more understanding between people and less divisions from Quirks 
and social class and money... 


How could she not love him? Admire his courage? He wanted to change the fucking world , not 
just Japan, and he was willing to put his very life on the line for it. “Izu-Izu, I share your dreams. I 
want to fight just as hard for the tomorrow you imagine, put my life in service to that cause as 
much as you do. It...it is the evolution of my own dream, the world where people could live easier, 
where everyone would accept me... Your dream is the way that happens! I’m with you for it!” 


He let out a soft chuckle, and his face became a bit redder, and Toga kept going, “I could stand 
here and list everything I love about you...your cute freckles, or your eyes, or how you massage 
my back when I return from the field, or how you make me feel like a real person and not a 
demon. Actually...it would take me far more than a day!” 


She moved even closer to him, and said, “For everything I’ve said, and for so much more...IIl be 
so proud to call you my husband! It...it will be the dream beyond dreams, the fantasy I was too 
scared to entertain...and it is now close enough that I can reach out and have it! You are my one 
and only, Izuku Midoriya, and I know that I would choose you every time, in every way! I am 
ready to be your wife!” 


At a loss for words, Izuku simply wrapped his arms around Toga, and she reciprocated the hug 
instantly, holding him just as tight, just as close. His hugs always brought her mood up; there was 
simply something about the way he held her that seemed to push all the broken pieces of herself 
together, and he held on carefully, mindful of every moment, as if...as if the person he was 
hugging might let go and never return. 


She felt her own tears streaming as she imagined every time Izuku hugged someone in the past for 
the last time, before they turned their back on him for good. Hisashi Midoriya, Katsuki Bakugou, 
the teachers, his old friends...how many times had it happened? Jt will NEVER happen again, Izu- 
Izu! I would rather slash my own neck, cut open my veins, than abandon you! 


“[’m not going anywhere, Izu-Izu. ’'m with you for all time, for life. Till death do us part isn’t 
enough...1’ll watch over you even if I become a ghost!” she whispered, as they hugged, and yet 
again she felt his tears, this time splashing on her shoulder. 


“Himiko, you...you...” he muttered, as Toga rubbed his back and hugged him harder. 


“It’s all okay. Iv ll keep being okay!” she whispered, “Whatever comes next, we’ll face it all 


together...” Together forever. That’s all I want...it’s more than I could ever dream for, hope for, 
pray for...But it’s what I'll fight for . 


They hugged for a while longer, comforting each other as their overflowing feelings showed up 
through tears. They whispered a few words back, promises of loyalty and love and unity, and little 
by little, Izuku recovered from the shock. “I... knew just how much you loved me, but...your 
words were truly beautiful and...and they hit me hard. I...I hope... hope my words will be good, 
too.” 


“T love you, Izu-Izu...and I'll of course listen! I’m just as excited to hear your words as I was to 
speak mine!” 


He smiled, then looked to the priest, as if to ask for confirmation, then looked back to Toga. He 
gently pulled her chin up to more directly look at each other, then started talking. “Himiko, I too 
have been thinking a lot about what love means to me, what promises I want to make with you, 
what vows we’ll keep for the rest of our lives.” 


Toga felt her heartbeat go faster, listening intently to every word. ““When...when we first met, and 
you attacked me, I...I had no idea I’d end up loving you from the bottom of my heart. My 
curiosity, though, grew over time...I wanted to understand you, find out why you did what you did, 
what your story was.” 


He touched her arms softly, running his fingers down until they again reached her hands. “It has 
certainly been a journey to find that out, hasn’t it?” 


Toga nodded several times, remembering every country she had travelled during her exile, not 
knowing that every footstep was bringing her to Izuku. And she remembered too, all the places 
they’d been together, every place during their hunt for Pestilentia, and visiting Hawaii on their 
own, and then Afghanistan, where they’d fought an army to go against a corrupt general’s orders to 
track down and arrest their friends for “treason”...while she was the true traitor. 


“Tt has had a lot more fighting than either of us probably imagined!” he said, chuckling, “But, from 
the moment I actually stopped and listened to you,it’s all been exciting! From how smart you are, 
how amazing your abilities are, like being stealthy or good with knives or how you can always find 
the best street food, to how supportive you are of me...you complete me, Himiko. It’s...it’s like I 
found a piece I was missing when I found you.” 


More and more the urge to rip off the veil grew. She’d never wanted to kiss him so badly... Or 
maybe I’ve just never had such a flimsy thing in the way to kiss him! “T couldn’t have made it here 
without you, Himiko, not physically, not mentally, nothing. You’ve saved my life many, many 
times, many more than you know...” 


He smiled sadly, and continued, “Before you, I was scared, afraid to open up to such deep level, to 
really let myself fall in love . I hadn’t felt worth anyone’s love for the longest time....I embraced 
friendships, but I didn’t think [’d ever have a girlfriend. And...and before you, I...I thought that 
was Okay.” 


Izu-Izu... Toga knew just how hurt Izuku was from a lifetime of rejection, of being the other , of 
feeling that he couldn’t ever have feelings and expect them reciprocated. It had been a testament to 
his willpower that he’d come so far when dealing with that kind of deep seated trouble. 


“But you....you loved me. And...and it was somehow...easier. Safer. It’s strange, isn’t it? That it 
was easier to love my enemy than to risk loving someone else...and...and no other crush came 
close to what I felt, what I feel for you. I found myself thinking of you all the time, wishing we 


could meet again. And...we made it happen!” 


He grinned from ear to ear, “We met again! It wasn’t the end of troubles, of course not, but 
together we could face it! And every day I spent with you beside me I fell deeper in love, 
unconditionally, fully, completely...” 


He shook his head a little bit, “I’d always had an image of how love looked like, how I imagined it 
would feel, I knew how it felt having a crush, being happy whenever you see them, but also 
nervous, scared you won’t be enough...with you, I finally felt real love, the one only two people 
can share. With you, I felt worthy of everything my doubts say I don’t deserve. I feel...I feel real .” 


I feel the same. Without you, I think I would have lost myself and...and what would I be? A walking 
corpse, my mind pushed back, watching everything unfold but far away from it all? 


“With you, I feel like the hero I want to be, the man I want to be, not...not the Quirkless loser I 
was, not the scared, powerless boy who couldn’t stop the people he loved from going away.” Even 
if I have to keep them here by myself with a trusty knife, nobody’s leaving again... “With you, 
Himiko, I really feel like I can make my dreams a reality. That we can start an amazing family, that 
we can make Japan better, that I can live up to One for All’s legacy...that we can change the 
world!” 


“Oh, Izu-Izu...” Toga said, placing her hands on his chest. My hero, I will follow you into hell itself 
if it means going together... 


“Himiko, you’ve taught me how to be a better man, shown me a new perspective in life.” he said, 
“You’ve taught me how sweet it is to open up all your feelings to someone who’ ll do the same for 
you, in a place of safety and understanding and affection. So...so I have my promise to make for 
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you. 
He took a deep breath and began, every word more confident than the last, as if he could see the 
decades ahead as clearly as Toga could. Our future...you can see it too, don’t you? Full of 


happiness, full of freedom! With a bunch of kids and grandkids, maybe a pet iguana, maybe a boat! 
Live our entire lives together...Die together, peacefully, embraced in bed. 


“Himiko, I promise to love you for who you are, and for who you can become. Once...once we’ re 
done with the Agency, once they let you go, the chances are endless, and I know you can be 
anything you wish!” J already am becoming what I want to be the most: your wife! 


“T promise to nurture your dreams and to help you reach them. I... know we share some dreams, 
and that’s amazing! I don’t want that to stop, or that we stop fulfilling your dreams to follow mine. 
We’re equal, and I want you to be as happy and fulfilled as possible!” Izuku said, his voice gentle. 
“T promise to share my whole heart with you, and to remember to show you how deeply I care for 
you, no matter the challenges that come our way. In happiness and sadness, in health and sickness, 
in peace and in war, I'll always love you!” Izuku said. 


His words left Toga speechless. It was everything he was already doing, condensed in just a few 
words, spoken directly, from the heart. It left Toga shaking in excitement, readier than ever to say 
“yes”. 

“T promise to love you loyally and fiercely—as long as I shall live, Himiko Toga!” he said, and she 
knew, deep down, just how much he meant it. 


“The vows have been exchanged! The Lord and these guests have heard your words, seen your 
faces, been moved by what has been said! The exchange of love has been witnessed...and now is 


the time to confirm this union!!” the priest said, his booming voice reminding Toga that there was 
a world beyond Izuku’s emerald eyes and lovely scent. Now that we’ve been here a while, I can 
smell a little bit of his deodorant, fighting the sweat...god it smells so nice. 


“Do you, Himiko Toga, take Izuku Midoriya to be your lawfully wedded husband, in the eyes of 
gods and men? To have and to hold, in sickness and in health, in good times and not so good times, 
for richer or poorer, keeping yourself unto him for as long as you both shall live?” the priest asked, 
his every question already answered in full by the vows they had just exchanged. 


But it still filled her heart to the brim to answer, “I DO! I do, Ido, YES I DO!” 


“Good!” John said, with a chuckle, “You have amazing energy! Now, Izuku Midoriya, do you take 
Himiko Toga to be your lawfully wedded wife, in the eyes of gods and men? To have and to hold, 
in sickness and in health, in good times and not so good times, for richer or poorer, keeping 
yourself unto him for as long as you both shall live?” 


“Yes, yes Ido! Iam completely certain, I do!” Izuku said, his voice shaking a little. 


“Excellent! Izuku, Himiko, it is now time to exchange rings.” John said, making circles with his 
chubby hands, “A ring is an unbroken circle, with ends that have been joined together, and it 
represents your union! It is a symbol of infinity, and of your infinite love. When you look at these 
rings on your hands, be reminded of this moment, your commitment, and the love you now feel for 
each other. Ringbearer! Approach the altar!” ordered John, and Kouta quickly complied. 


Kouta looked a bit grossed out by the sappy speeches so far, but he performed his duty quickly and 
efficiently, presenting each of them with a box that he opened. Both rings were beautiful and 
golden, with no diamonds as they both had a marked distaste for the diamond industry that had 
only expanded while war ravaged Africa. 


“Izuku, place the ring on Himiko’s finger and repeat after me:” John said, and Izuku got to one 
knee, taking the ring from the little box. It was a beautiful work, robust and simple, but very, very 
beautiful. He took her right hand, the one that still had an intact ring finger and not a surgically 
cleaned off stump... 


She didn’t even hear the priest talking, only Izuku repeating the words, as he gently slid the ring up 
her finger. it was a perfect, natural fit, and nothing she’d ever worn had felt quite so right ... 
“Himiko, I give you this ring as a symbol of my love, with my eternal pledge: to love you today, 
tomorrow, always and forever!” 


She gazed at it, shining like wildfire in the sun, and it was better than any dream, than any fantasy, 
better than the engagement rings they’d exchanged a year earlier. 


And then it was her turn. “And now...Himiko, place the ring on Izuku’s finger and repeat after 
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The ring she had chosen for Izuku had a titanium core, with bands of gold and platinum alloy 
weaved around it. It was a beautiful and deceitfully simple ring, hiding an almost unbreakable 
core, just like how Izuku hid his unbreakable spirit under a gentle, warm exterior. 


She clicked it against her own ring for a moment, then switched it to her right hand. With her left, 
she held Izuku’s left hand higher, easier to access, and slid the finger into place, little by little. 7 
remember so vividly asking you to let me measure your finger...and how that figure made me blush 
a little. Oh what fun I’ve had with your fingers, mister... 


“Izu-Izu, I give you this ring as a symbol of my love, with my eternal pledge: to love you today, 
tomorrow, always and forever!” 


Izuku’s smile turned wavy, and his face went red, and he had never been so attractive, so 
irresistible... /t is DONE! IT IS DONE! 


“Before these witnesses, you have pledged to be joined in marriage. You have now sealed this 
pledge with your wedding rings. But, should it somehow be the case, there is now a final moment 
to ask if any of those present has an objection to this union? Witnesses, speak now, or forever hold 
your peace!” 


A chill ran down Toga’s spine, as she quickly scanned the guests, looking for anyone who might 
speak. In her nightmares, at this point of the ceremony usually Ochako or Bakugou would scream 
“T object”, and the whole thing would turn even worse from that point. And in some dreams, worse 
dreams, she saw All for One, dressed in his black suit and dark mask, crumbling to dust and 
reforming into shape with every step as he walked up to the altar, with no one stopping him, and 
said, “Cenotaph, Farmhouse, Storm, Hail, God's Eye, Simple, Execute.” 


In the dream the sky turned black, then, and where the sun had been two red, glowing eyes 
remained...Pestilentia’s eyes. And then, forced by her programming, she turned to Izuku, unable to 
stop, and a knife appeared in her hand... 


But those were just dreams, just horrible nightmares. Today nobody spoke up, nobody opposed 
their wedding. All the faces she looked at showed no signs of ending everything. 


“Okay!” said John, cutting through Toga’s tension with an easygoing laugh, “It’s a tradition to ask 
that. In real life, nobody opposes a wedding, especially not now that so many grooms and brides 
have superpowers! Hah, the one time I had that happen, the Best Man kicked the “pretender’s” 
ass...Oh, sorry, that was uncalled for. Anyway! By the authority vested in me by the great State of 
Hawaii, as well as the sacraments of our Holy Mother Church, I now pronounce you married. Eri, 
please give Himiko the flower bouquet, so she may throw it in a sec! Izuku, you may kiss the 


bride!” 


In a flash, Izuku removed the veil away from Toga’s face, placing it behind her bun, as his hand 
moved to take the back of her head and pull her closer. His other hand went to her hips, supporting 
her steadily as he swept her off her feet and planted a deep, long kiss in her mouth. 


It was the moment they had waited for, the perfect moment, their true love’s kiss, their show of 
conviction, of loyalty, of unity...Izuku’s lips had never tasted sweeter, Toga’s tongue had never 
been so eager. 


It was the perfect kiss, and it could have lasted forever... 


“Objection!” A voice called from behind them, a voice Toga did not know. It was a young man, it 
seemed, and his speech had been rather muffled. In an instant, their lovely kiss was interrupted and 
they both turned to look at the man who had spoken. 


“Who the fuck are you?” Toga asked, facing the interloper. Her fight or flight response kicked in, 
and she instinctively placed her left leg in front, taking Izuku’s hand in hers protectively. “WHO 
THE FUCK ARE YOU?” 


"[...am..." he started speaking, with some effort. His face was completely covered by a gas mask 
and a heavy canvas hood. The gas mask was made of brown leather, with a metallic green canister 
at the end of its inhuman snout, and the lenses hiding his eyes were bright green. 


The interloper wore a trench coat and cargo pants, armoured boots and white gloves, and above it 
all, a hooded canvas cloak, floating in the wind. He stood at the end of the pavilion, slowly 
extending his arms to either side, bringing them above his head as he finally spoke. 


“T...[ AM THE ICONOCLAST!” he said, and his white gloves caught on fire, suddenly. The fire 
was quickly replaced by a white gas that moved up his sleeves, consuming them, and Toga knew 
that smell, even before her brain could process the sight. This, 132798, is White Phosphorus. It will 
burn and burn and consume...It will not stop until it destroys ... 


“T am the one who destroys icons, symbols ...You took everything from me, All Might...SO I 
WILL TAKE EVERYTHING FROM YOU!” 
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“I am the one who destroys icons, symbols ...You took everything from me, All Might...SO I 
WILL TAKE EVERYTHING FROM YOU!” 


Everything happened in an instant. From the young man’s arms a white smoke exploded, briefly 
burning through his gloves and his sleeves in a bright flash, leaving only scraps of clothing and the 
horrible smell of burning leather, which was quickly overtaken by another, more dangerous scent 
that Izuku could quickly tell was harmful. 


One second. 


The smoke first engulfed the young man, covering him like a thick, off-white fog, and then 
exploded outwards, like a thousand tendrils, moving towards the guests and to cut them off from 
the catering pavilion. It moved like a beast made of smoke, an abomination made of tentacles with 
a void beyond, mutely telling Izuku that beyond the tendrils he’d choke and burn and die 
screaming. 


“It’s white phosphorus!” Himiko yelled, beside Izuku, as the white smoke encroached faster and 
faster. In an instant, Izuku remembered all the dangers of the substance, which had long been used 
by armies around the world to make smoke grenades, sometimes to mark objectives, but when 
thrown indoors, or when they caught fire... 


Two seconds. 


“GET DOWN!” Izuku said, the words feeling slow in his mouth as he saw everything happen 
around him, and he raised his hands to act. He saw Himiko crouch down, reaching for the spikes 
on her hair, he saw Mei reaching for her handbag, David Shield and Melissa rushing over towards 
her, knocking down chairs along the way. He saw Aizawa, Joke and the Pussycats rush in to 
defend Eri and Kouta, with Kirishima and Kacchan hot on their heels, and Toshinori, holding 
Inko’s hand as they ran. He saw the LoV members moving quickly, with Compress using his Quirk 
to instantly dig a trench and Tenko immediately moving in to make it large enough for more 
people. 


Three seconds... 


He saw that and more, but by then his brain had stopped registering every action around him, 
focusing instead on One for All, its power coursing through his veins, his muscles, his skin, even 
the synapses of his brain. Power gathered, building up in an instant... 


And released. 


Ten rapid-fire Air Force Smashes punching back the smoke. Then he fired again, and again, until 
the smoke stopped moving and he caught Eraserhead with his hair floating upwards, his face 
aimed directly at the villain who had called himself Iconoclast. He’s going after dad, and has no 
qualms hurting us all... killing us all . I won’t let that happen! 


Eraserhead’s Quirk didn’t make the phosphorus smoke go away, but the smoke had stopped dead 
in its tracks and, without force to push back, Izuku’s attacks started to make it vanish, scattering it 
into the breeze that was turning to true wind as Izuku poured more and more power. 


Fifty...fifty-five...Sixty... 


An instant later, as the phosphorus smoke scattered even more, he could see the Iconoclast again, 
reaching out for a pistol on a shoulder holster, fumbling at it, clearly caught off guard by 
Eraserhead’s immediate action. With everyone taking cover, Izuku aimed a kick at the villain, 
aiming for the shockwave to hit the young man in the chest and shatter his ribs, as well as finish 
blowing away the smoke... 


As in slow motion, he felt the power growing in his body, pushing it to the upper limits of Full 
Cowling, every inch of his body exploding with strength, seeing a dozen moves ahead of the fight, 
predicting every action the Iconoclast could take with his weapon, every person he might try and 
shoot, and deciding on a counter for every possibility. 


“SMASH!” The kick split the air in front of them, turning the chairs furthest away from the altar 
into splinters, and the core of the shockwave leaving behind a trail of air as the pressure buildup 
created different currents. Izuku saw exactly where it would land, with the brunt of the strike 
hitting the Iconoclast in his lower ribs and the rest of the shockwave sending him flying back into 
the sand, where Izuku would end the fight... 


From the corner of his eye he saw a glint, light reflecting on metal. He heard a massive rumble 
somewhere behind Iconoclast, concrete shattering...then flagstones exploding into sandy dust and 
tiny pieces in front of Iconoclast as a massive figure landed in front of him and took the impact for 
him. 


Izuku’s long distance kick instantly blew away all the dust hiding the massive figure, but before he 
could discern the newcomer another sound appeared. From the spot in the corner of his vision, he 
heard a loud, overwhelming noise, exploding, mixing with the powerful whoosh of his kick. In a 
millisecond, the explosion was joined by another one, and another one, and lower, hollow 
thumping, 


“GUNFIRE!” someone shouted, Izuku couldn’t tell who. A quick glance to the side showed him a 
force of villains with guns, all of them wearing masked helmets with red, glowing eyes and dressed 
in a haphazard mix of uniforms...uniforms he knew. Quirkless soldiers! 


His gaze met directly with the burning red eyes of a Quirkless soldier’s mask, and Izuku saw that 
the man’s rifle was aimed directly at him, and he knew he’d catch that bullet... 


“{ZU-IZU, DOWN!” Himiko pulled down on his hand, hard, and the bullet only grazed his suit, 
deflecting and sticking into the altar. 


There was screaming now, as shock gave way to panic. Izuku turned to see Priest John on his 
knees, tears streaming down his eyes as he tried to pray, and beyond, in the catering tent, he heard 
the staff yelling in fear and despair. A bit of smoke still lay in the way between Izuku and the staff, 


and he couldn’t kick at it to fully disperse it, as his attack would hit the hotel’s employees. 


On the other side, the gunmen kept on firing, and Izuku started to hear his friends and loved ones 
yelp in pain as the bullets connected. And in front of him, the Iconoclast was starting to rise again, 
lifting both arms as the hulking figure stepped aside... Did they hit Aizawa? Iconoclast will use his 
Quirk again! 


The villains had planned it well, he saw. Boxed in by the smoke, they had set up an anvil, and the 
soldiers’ ambush, quickly forming into an L-shape to cover the entire pavilion with a steady hail of 
bullets, becoming the hammer that would strike the heroes down. 


And with the lingering threat of the white phosphorus igniting and burning the pavilion tent, the 
heroes were limited in their ways to counterattack... They had planned well, and for an instant, 
Izuku felt a stab of indecision, unsure what to do, how to fight back, how to save everyone he loved 
and everyone inside the hotel, who had now been put in danger... 


But then Himiko silently clutched his hand tighter, and their gazes met for a brief moment. He saw 
it in her eyes, then, the will to fight, the bloodlust, the killing instinct. “Our turn?” she asked, with a 
quick grin that bared her fangs. 


“Our turn.” Izuku said, then reached behind him and Himiko and dislodged the altar from its place. 
He hadn’t examined it too closely, being so caught up with Himiko and the bliss of the wedding, 
but as he hefted it he realized it was made of solid, polished stone and weighed a couple hundred 
kilos. “Uravity, Ingenium!” 


In an instant Ochako had touched the altar, making it weightless, and Tenya grabbed hold of it 
from one of the support pillars, with Ochako grabbing the other. “Get everyone out.” Izuku 
ordered, the two of them giving him quick nods. Bullets bounced against the stone altar, and 
pinged against a metal barrier that had sprung to Izuku’s side, which he only now realized was one 
of Mei’s inventions. 


Another wall, made of ice reinforced with steel pillars, covered the rest of that side now, as Momo 
and Shouto reacted to better defend everyone, and Pixie Bob from the Pussycats had started 
making sand constructs to fight back...though they were being quickly put down by the Quirkless 
troopers. 


But that gave them some breathing room. Ingenium and Uravity set off towards the catering 
pavilion, and Izuku felt confident in leaving the task of saving the staff to them; if the staff were 
made weightless and Tenya ran faster than the wind, they would safely get everyone to the parking 
lot like Izuku had done the previous year. 


Izuku and Himiko ran behind Mei’s cover, where they saw her throwing a small drone and 
controlling it via her vambrace. “We need to fight back!” she said, her voice full of anger as she 
focused on flying the small drone away, leaving the fight, “I'll piggyback the signal with this Baby 
and bring whatever drones I can from the plane, but it’s far away.” 


“We need to get everyone out!” Izuku said, ducking behind cover again after snapping a few Air 
Force Smash attacks. “The kids first! Dad, mom, David, you and Melissa! We have to get you to 
safety!” Izuku said, yelling over the sound of gunfire. It had turned even louder, with what seemed 
like a much heavier gun starting to demolish the ice wall and dent Mei’s barrier all over, until a 
shot finally went through. 


He kept his body in front of Eri and Kouta, who were both keeping brave, focused faces and 
following the commands that the Aizawas and the Pussycats gave them, which mostly involved 


hunkering down in whatever cover remained. And to his side, he saw Toshinori protecting Inko 
with his body, both on the floor. 


Someone else might have seen this as a sign that All Might was well and truly gone, and that 
Toshinori only cowered on the floor, awaiting a disgusting death with terror in his eyes, but Izuku 
saw the bravery in the action; Toshinori would take any and all damage and protect Inko, even if it 
cost him his life. 


“What do we do, Izuku? Toshinori? What the hell can we do??” Inko asked, her voice barely above 
a whimper. Izuku saw the fear in her eyes and it broke his heart. She flinched every time a bullet 
thwacked against one of the barriers, and she shook as she sobbed into Toshinori’s shirt. 


“We'll get out of this, together . We'll be safe.” Toshinori reassured her, but it did little to calm 
Inko’s fear. 


Watching Inko became too painful almost instantly. Izuku had never wanted his mom to experience 
a villain attack, not once in her life, and to see her in such a state threatened to make him fall into a 
deep pit of despair...or perhaps explode with rage and break his body to the last bone, to the last 
tendon to protect his mom and everyone else... 


No. I have to finish the fight, destroy that man, take down his allies... 
“We get you out.” Izuku said again, firmly. “Mei, I need to know you will all be safe.” 


“We'll be... YES! I connected with my Babies! I can get a distraction here in 6 minutes, break 
out!” 


“And when that’s done, we attack from all sides, and Izuku and I will take out the leaders!” 
Himiko added. You read my mind...but I'll need Tenko and everyone else to make it work. With 
their skills we can break through... 


“We'll deal with the evac!” Melissa yelled. Izuku hadn’t seen her look so excited and so terrified 
since I Island...but he knew just how cool she kept under fire. “Get moving!” 


Izuku heard explosions and gunfire coming from his side now, too, as Bakugou and Agent Anna 
started firing back, and then a blue fireball, carefully aimed to avoid any phosphorus particles...So 
he started moving, with Himiko close behind, rushing down the aisle. 


Iconoclast...I don’t care who you are. I don’t care what you want, what your problem is with my 
dad...You attack the kids I love as siblings. You terrify my mom, make her cry. You attack my 
friends, try to murder us...I will stop you, no matter what. 


Step by step the got closer, and the white smoke monster stirred again, in terror as its master was 
faced by the newlyweds, close enough that he could see the anger Izuku felt, hear the raging, 
wordless battlecry Himiko yelled, and to the side he saw a blur of golden energy streaking past, as 
Nejire flew at the Iconoclast at top speed, Tenko holding onto her, a bare hand outstretched, and on 
the other side he saw Hitoshi and Mina, sprinting towards the enemy leader, too, capture weapon 
at the ready and arms coated in acid... 


One step, two...three remaining. Neutralize arms first, then gun, then take down...Where’s the big 
guy? 


Izuku was close enough to the Iconoclast that he could see his eyes widening behind the green tint 
of his gas mask’s lenses. He saw Izuku start to twist his hips, ready to strike his left shoulder with a 
roundhouse kick and use his momentum to spin around fully and deliver a deadly axe kick with his 


other leg at the right shoulder, shattering both...but just as Izuku’s feet left the ground, a massive 
fist appeared from the side, moving fast, and caught him in the side of the chest. 


His kicks didn’t connect, and he found himself launched a few meters to the side, sliding on the 
sand but keeping his footing, only to see a massive man punch the ground and knock Hitoshi and 
Mina away, and then use his other arm to pick Himiko up and throw her away. 


“HIMIKO!” Izuku yelled, his heart almost leaping out of his chest as he watched her roll in the air 
and land in an agile crouch, almost all the way back to the altar. He switched his attention again to 
the big guy, aiming for his masked face, right at his left eye, and snapping a quick Air Force 
Smash that caused him to stagger back, then forwards as Nejire blasted him from behind with an 
energy wave, right into an uppercut Izuku threw. 


But the big guy managed to tuck his chin quickly enough and instead, izuku’s hand connected with 
a forehead harder than steel. If OFA hadn’t been running through his entire body, steadying the 
punch, he would have broken his wrist and knuckles, but even with the power he had destined to 
his punch (at a safe level for taking out people, even big and strong ones), it hurt like hell, sending 
an electric jolt all the way up his arm and to his spine. 


For a moment he saw Nejire and Tenko rushing the Iconoclast, who fled towards the main 
building, running quickly and fighting back with his smoke, but Nejire blasted it as the two 
advanced, and somewhere behind, Izuku heard Spinner and Compress moving to help them... 


Until a rifle cracked, louder than most of the guns so far, and it stopped everyone dead in their 
tracks, everyone except Iconoclast. Sniper! And in the brief moment that Izuku had lost focus, the 
big villain punched the ground again, making Izuku lose his footing, grabbed onto his arm and 
threw upward. 


Izuku tore through the pavilion’s canvas roof, flying ten meters, then twenty, then thirty... He’s 
strong. Not as strong as One for All, but probably around 30, 40%? His eyes...his eyes looked a 
bit vacant. Is he using Trigger? 


Izuku looked around quickly, figuring out his parabolic arc, determining it would place him out in 
the open when he landed, well within the firing range of the soldiers and the sniper... The sniper! 


The rifle cracked and Izuku saw the air splitting as a bullet made its way to him, crashing against 
his chest and pushing him back. With his bulletproof suit the round didn’t penetrate, and with One 
for All, he absorbed some of the kinetic energy...But even then, getting hit by a sniper rifle was 
painful, and changed his parabolic arc yet again... 


The sniper fired twice more, and Izuku managed to twist away from the first shot, but the second 
almost hit his head, and he had to protect his head with his wrist to survive. Once again, he felt the 
pain lancing all the way to his back and neck. Even if OFA powers me up to take that damage head 
on, if it hits something soft like my eye, would it go through? 


His wrist hurt. It was the left one, which he’d used for his uppercut against the big guy, and now it 
had been hit by a sniper rifle’s bullet, and he could feel it starting to swell. He expected the sniper 
to take another potshot before his arc was finally low enough to finally land, and after that he’d 
rush back to the tent and find Himiko. 


But the shot never came, and the only thing he met was the big villain, snarling behind his mask, 
hurtling through the air on an intercept course, tackling Izuku and changing their trajectory 
suddenly, violently, as he twisted around and through a push-pull motion he made Izuku travel 
backwards, towards the ocean...and bring himself along. 


Izuku tried grappling, but the man had to be over three and a half meters tall, and his hands were 
unexpectedly quick, grabbing hold of Izuku’s clothes even as Izuku countered with a choke around 
his gigantic neck. Realizing there was no other option, Izuku twisted his body and managed to turn 
around the big guy, and placed his feet firmly on the man’s torso. [f I don’t get away now, we'll 
both fall into the water in a grapple! 


While Izuku’s strength gave him an advantage in almost every setting, and the villain’s grapples 
were all quickly broken, with a smashed finger here and there, if they both fell down, all the villain 
needed was his weight, his massive lungs, and to hold on underwater, and Izuku would drown 
before. 


Izuku wouldn’t give him the chance. With his feet firmly placed, he readied to push away...but his 
enemy reacted in time, sucking in his stomach and twisting at the same time, ruining Izuku’s jump 
and breaking the contact between them. 


With nothing to stand on to jump, and his enemy howling in triumph as he moved further away, 
Izuku realized that it was too late to punch or kick the air and get away. 


He fell, saltwater stinging his eyes, only managing half a short breath of air before the water closed 
over his head. 


And then he felt something pull down on his leg... 


A young man yelling in old, rotten anger. The deadly smell of phosphorus, burning and making 
dangerous smoke. The humid beach air drying up around them. Desperation, Shouta’s attention 
torn in every direction. 


Eri, at the altar, so happy with her duties as the flower girl, suddenly in danger. Emi beside him, 
already moving to fight, but unable to do anything to the villain as he was beyond her Quirk’s 
useful range. His students, which he cared for deeply, were all in the crosshairs now. 


He reacted as quickly as possible, feeling every injury, every sleepless night, every year of his life 
as they made him slower, more sluggish, less able to do his job. Five years earlier he would have 
reached Eri’s side in only a couple seconds; he could have done it with his eyes covered and his 
hands tied behind his back. 


Now it took all of his attention and far too much time. Every heartbeat he worried that the villains 
would attack from a different angle and he’d be too slow. That another Emitter Quirk would erupt 
and take them out, while the smoke distracted everyone. 


But he reached his daughter, an instant after Emi got to her, shielding both Eri and Kouta with her 
body. 


Emi and Shouta crouched, keeping both kids low, and then he turned his head and focused his 
eyes, willing them to activate faster, to take a few milliseconds less and stop that villain. And, as 
his hair stood up, he saw the smoke stop. 


People moved all around him, sprinting to action, sliding to cover, all of them reacting with speed 
and determination. If there had been a spare second to think about it, he would have been filled 
with pride at how his students were moving, counterattacking exactly as they had trained to do. 


Deku was the first to counterattack, focusing on blowing the smoke out with finger snaps, and 
some of the others started working on protecting the kids, like the Pussycats and Twice who had 
quickly arrived around Emi and Shouta, and Hatsume and Melissa Shield, too, quickly set up some 
kind of defense that Shouta couldn’t quite understand without turning to look. 


But everything was out of focus. His sight was fixed on the villain, this “Iconoclast”, taking in 
every detail, every clue in his body language, reading the threat as fully as possible. 


The villain was clearly young, but still an adult. With medium height and an average build, he’d 
turned to his outfit to try and inspire fear, choosing a trenchcoat and a hooded canvas cloak to 
make his figure more imposing, and a gas mask with tinted lenses to evoke feelings of dread in his 
enemies. 


And it likely would have worked on just about any other crowd. Gas masks were always associated 
with terrible happenings; chemical warfare, nuclear meltdowns, terrorist groups delivering their 
messages via video. The top of mind was never a brave firefighter or hero protecting himself from 
smoke to rescue innocents, but a faceless, implacable enemy, who had willingly caused the poison 
he protected himself from. 


“Kids, just stay down. It’ll be alright. We’ll fight back.” Eraserhead said, unable to look below for 
a response, but he knew Eri would obey. She was brave, wise beyond her years, and she wanted to 
be a hero...but it still broke his heart that she was in danger right now. We will win. For Eri, for 
Kouta, for everyone. 


Shouta stared down the villain, watched him match his gaze. He was clearly angry, and his words 
at All Might, about “taking everything from him’, pointed to some vendetta, to revenge being his 
motive. Whatever did Yagi do to you? Take “everything” means collateral damage is likely his 
goal here. 


The Iconoclast stared back, and the green lenses hid most of his eye’s expression, so Shouta had to 
rely on body language, on the way his shoulders shook slightly, on how he clenched his fists, on 
how he took a step forward angrily as his massive cloud of smoke was scattered by Deku’s blasts 
of air pressure... 


And then the young villain started to raise his arms, instinctively, as if to protect his face, and 
Eraserhead knew that Deku would be finishing it. With a final kick or punch, even at a distance, 
the Iconoclast would be knocked out cold, probably with a severe concussion and major bone 
damage, and maybe the wedding could go on. Maybe Eri could taste the wedding cake that she had 
been excited to try since she’d spotted it, maybe she’d finally settle with little Kouta on who would 
get to keep the figurines at the top of the cake... 


In the foreground, behind the Iconoclast, Eraserhead saw a big shape. Human, but impossibly tall, 
even when compared to titans like All Might at his prime. If he had to guess, it had to be someone 
with a Gigantification Quirk, and no guest was that size...and no guest would be wearing a mask, a 
balaclava. 


Just as Eraserhead felt the air pressure behind him building up massively for Deku’s attack, the 
shape behind the Iconoclast crouched and, with a loud cracking sound he leapt, making an accurate 
jump to land just in front of the Iconoclast, and took the impact of whatever Smash Deku had 
launched. 


Closer now, the big shape had become a really large man, more than twice the size of the 
Iconoclast he had protected. 


Eraserhead cursed under his breath, shifting his head around to try and find again the Iconoclast, 
who had already started to make more smoke and when he finally found him, getting a sight 
picture between the huge villain’s legs, another sound pierced the air, much louder than the 
Iconoclast’s angry words, or the big villain’s leap and earth-shattering landing. 


It was the sound of a rifle, coming from the side, and for a moment, Eraserhead felt the fear and 
uncertainty of a fight he hadn’t prepared for. 


And the next, as he once more struggled to keep the Iconoclast in his sight, he felt the white-hot, 
searing pain of metal, of a high-velocity round shredding his skin and muscle, the battle to keep his 
eyes open when his every sense wanted to close them, to shrink behind cover, to check the wound 
and see if he’d survive... 


He heard some of his students yelling, and he didn’t know if any had been hit, heard Bakugou 
cursing with all his might. Somewhere behind him a bullet zipped past and Sekijiro, no, Vlad King, 
let out a low groan of agony. 


Deku and Toga moved behind them, closer to Hatsume, and Eraserhead could barely hear their 
words over the hail of bullets, and the strangely hollow taps of strange munitions that had also 
started raining against them. 


“get you out...” 
“*...take out the leaders...” 
“*...deal with evac.” 


Melissa and Mei moved closer, and the metal barrier seemed to follow, wrap around and become 
smaller, around the size of two people...two short people. But before Eraserhead could see what 
else the plan was about, he saw Deku and Toga start sprinting down the aisle, with him building up 
his power as he ran and with her skirt flowing gracefully behind as she ran, a pair of steel spikes in 
her hands. 


On Eraserhead’s side of the seats he saw his pupil, Hitoshi, and his girlfriend Mina, running as fast 
as they could to reach the groom and bride and take down the Iconoclast and the big guy, rushing 
between chairs almost as quickly. 


Further away on the other side he saw Nejire Hadou and Tenko Shimura rise from a trench that the 
League of Villains members had built, then the former villain leader grab onto his girlfriend in a 
sort of awkward piggyback, his right hand uncovered and then they sped off, aiming for the 
Iconoclast too. 


The instant his gaze had shifted from the villains, though, had been enough, and the big guy wasn’t 
there anymore. The second he used to scan was enough for the Iconoclast to try and make more 
smoke...and then the giant appeared again. 


He was fast and skilled, and used his superior reach to his advantage, quickly smashing the ground 
to push Hitoshi and Mina away, grab Toga and throw her almost to the altar, and start fighting 
Izuku, while Hadou and Shimura went around and started chasing down the Iconoclast. 


With Wave Motion blasting away the white smoke that the fleeing villain tried to use, it seemed 
like at least one villain might be taken down, so Eraserhead shifted his focus to the giant, hoping to 
bring him down to a smaller size and helping Deku end the fight, and he thought he saw the enemy 
fighter shrink and inch or two... 


And then the crack of a sniper rifle made the fight pause for a moment. 


Eraserhead knew of only a few people with Quirks that let them fight as marksmen, so trying to 
spot the sniper and hope his Quirk dealt with them was an illogical strategy. Unless it is Lady 
Nagant I would have no way to help here...and she’d fight from miles away. It can’t be her. This is 
just someone with a rifle... 


Beyond the fight with Izuku and the giant, he saw Wave Motion and Shimura taking cover behind 
the walls of the changing rooms for the wedding, the only real cover between the pavilion and the 
pools, almost a hundred meters away. 


Then the sniper shot into the pavilion. 


It hit no one, but every head went down, including Eraserhead’s...and in that moment, the giant 
launched Deku into the air, and, a couple seconds later, as the sniper fired again and again, he 
jumped away, too. 


Eraserhead didn’t waste time trying to find his former student as he shot through the sky and 
instantly turned to look at their other enemies, the ones with guns, expecting simple gangsters with 
shoddy weapons. 


He hadn’t expected soldiers. He hadn’t expected the gigantic man leading them, almost as large as 
the giant Izuku was battling, or the grenade launcher in his hands, or the other villain beside him, 
their hands turning a burning blue and then launching at the heroes, making their defences explode 
to chunks. 


He hadn’t expected the second bullet hitting him, pain lancing through his nerves, his eyes shutting 
as he groaned. He hadn’t expected the fear, the desperation, even if he was still able to fight for 
now. His child was in danger, in far more danger than if his foes relied on their powers. They are 
Quirkless . I can’t take any advantage from them in this fight. 


All he could do was exchange a glance with Emi, and see that the same fear haunted her. They 
nodded and looked down, to their daughter. Shouta looked into Eri’s eyes for a long moment, 
feeling impossibly proud at the courage in them, and knowing that there was only one thing they 
could do now. 


With Izuku gone... “Eri...I will need you to be brave. Strong.” 


“T will be!” she said, and she blinked a few times. Behind the courage he could see the old fear... 
It’s masked villains again...I’m so, so sorry, Eri... “I...1 will be as brave as a hero, dad!” 


He kissed her forehead, then winced as a bullet passed just a few inches away from his head. 


“Eri, we'll be right behind you, okay?” Emi said, and then, looking at Kouta, she asked, “Stay 
together, okay? Whatever happens, stay together.” 


The little boy nodded, and he shook a little as he did so, but he held onto Eri’s hand as protectively 
as a kid could. Then Shouta realized he hadn’t seen Shino, he hadn’t heard her telepathic messages, 
he had no idea if she had even made it to defend Kouta. He could see Pixie Bob and Ragdoll, even 
Tiger, but Mandalay... We have to get the kids away, now! 


They hugged closely, interrupted as Hatsume’s barrier started bending inward from the onslaught 
of bullets, so Shouta turned and looked around, until he finally found the man he needed, the only 
man who could get away in time. 


“All Might. I need you to get my daughter away. I know you have the tiniest amount of One for All 
left, I feel it in you when I look at you. You’re the only one who can do this. Save them; Eri, Kouta, 
Inko. One last mighty jump...” 


He looked into the former superhero’s blackened eyes, and he still saw the heroic spirit within. 
There was no guarantee that Toshinori would even survive such a jump...but the man nodded. 


“One last mighty jump.” 


One moment Tenko Shimura had been looking at the altar, watching Himiko and Izuku kiss, the 
next a young man, a villain , had shown up, yelling at All Might. And all hell had broken loose. 


A clearly poisonous gas had started snaking towards them, bullets had started flying in their 
direction. He saw Izuku get the priest into cover without even seeming to consciously perform the 
action, and then start fighting back after exchanging a glance with Himiko. 


Aizawa, as cool as always, had arrived beside his daughter and stopped the villain’s Quirk, halting 
the gas. As Izuku blew it away, though, the bullets hadn’t stopped, and away from the cluster 
where the main body of heroes had gathered, Tenko’s League was out in the open. 


“Compress, trench!” he yelled, quickly figuring out that the neat wooden chairs with their cute 
white paint, that were the only furniture on their side of the pavilion, wouldn’t be worth a damn to 
defend them against bullets. 


Swiping at the ground urgently, Compress dug a hole a meter deep and about as wide, and Tenko 
immediately rushed in to melt the ground around it in as controlled a manner as possible. He 
removed his right glove with his teeth as he took the other one off with his hand, and in a moment 
his fingers touched the ground. 


While it had sandy beach all around, the wedding pavilion was a more or less permanent fixture of 
the hotel, and a neat flagstone floor had been set underneath the pavilion’s pillars. And, as Tenko’s 
hands quickly turned all the rock fragments left behind by Compress’ power, he saw that a meter 
below ground there was a solid stone foundation, made of very large rocks cobbled tightly together 
and held with mortar. 


And his Quirk tore through them like a hot knife through butter. 


“Spinner, dig on the other side, help Compress!” he yelled, his eyes darting all around. A meter 
deep is a good start, but all of us need to fit and keep our heads down. “Nejire, get ready to 
counterattack, save strength!” 


His girlfriend nodded quickly, her game face on. 


He didn’t get to see Nejire in full “hero mode” too much, perhaps he’d seen her once or twice in 
news broadcasts and battle videos she had shown him, but the last time he had experienced 
firsthand how steady and relentless she could be as a hero had been when she had arrested him... 
and saved his life. 


“When there’s an opening, we both take that guy down!” she said, “He has no shields, no super 
strength, no super speed. We got this!” 


He nodded, then got back to making the trench larger as bullets zipped past over their heads. It’s 
still suppressive fire at this point, semi automatic shots, but plenty of rifles. And...what the fuck? A 
slower bullet sailed past him and crashed against a chair. 


If it had been the same type of bullet that all the other rifles seemed to be firing, the chair would 
have simply splintered, breaking. But this bullet exploded into a gooey splat, coloured a bright 
orange... “Paintballs?” Nejire asked, having seen the same. 


“They can’t be anything good.” Tenko said, focusing as much of his power as possible, worrying 
about the unknown factor just thrown into the attack. Smoke on the front and a side, bullets on the 
other, a bit of beach and the sea behind. And since the smoke is...Fuck. “DABI DON?T USE 
YOUR FIRE!” 


His friend quickly extinguished the ball of blue flames he had readied in his hand and looked at 
him, “What? Why?” he asked, annoyed, “I can burn those soldiers out of their trench, chief, start 
pushing back.” 


“The white smoke’s WP, idiot!” Tenko yelled, his eyes going wide, “Set it on fire and it’Il burn the 
entire thing.” 


“WP?” Dabi asked, then his mouth opened as he saw just how close the cloud was to them. 
“Fuck..isn’t white phosphorus a war crime?” 


“Exactly!” Tenko yelled back. By then Dabi had taken cover and crouched as far down as humanly 
possible, crammed next to Tenko and Nejire. 


Then he saw one of Izuku’s attacks, a massive kick, get blocked by a big, burly villain, about three 
and a half meters tall. That’s my strategy with the First Nomu...just who is this shitstain? Did he 
study our tactics, or just common sense? A coincidence ? 


A moment later they had finally expanded the trench large enough for Spinner and Compress to 
fully leap inside. “Headcount, League! Everyone sound off!” 


“Dabi here.” he groaned, cringing as the bullets started to get lower. He turned towards the heroes, 
looking worried. 


“Compress ready. This trench is ready to throw at those shooters at our earliest convenience!” 


“Spinner, I’m alive and... TOMURA GET DOWN!” Tenko found himself pulled down by 
Spinner’s prosthetic arm, narrowly missing a bullet that hit the metal arm and threw sparks all 
around them. Tenko rose from the dirt and got back to a crouch, but didn’t put his head back out. 
“And now my tux has a hole in it. Great.” 


“Nejire here.” she said, looking at him, then to Spinner, “Thank you, Spinner! You’re a good guy!” 
“T try!” he said, grinning. “Oh...sorry about the mixup, with the name, you know...” 


“Don’t sweat it, Spinner.” You saved my life, I don’t care if you said a name I hate. ““Where’s the 
rest of us?” Tenko asked, peeking out for a second to get a look at the situation then crouching 
back down. He had seen the heroes manage to set up some defenses around the children, and 
beyond that he saw that the soldiers weren’t simply standing in the open, but had somehow dug a 
trench of their own and placed some strategic cover with what seemed to be the hull plates of a 
boat, and the hail of fire, while constant, didn’t include any machine guns. ..yet. 


“Twice is with the heroes. Toga’s with Izuku. Stain...I have no idea where he is, he’s just... gone.” 


Dabi said. 


“We’re here too.” said a voice behind Tenko, from someone who would have been able to get 
behind him even if there hadn’t been a gun battle raging around them. 


“Agent Anna.” Tenko said, giving the woman a nod. The woman’s bright green eyes shone with 
cold fury and...excitement? Fuck, I really can see why she gets along with Himiko... 


Beside her was the heroine Freya, the bottom part of her skirt torn and wrapped around her 
bleeding leg as a tourniquet, and a gash across her temple, where a bullet had grazed her skin, bled 
profusely down onto a closed eye, and finally, there were a pair of bright orange splotches on her 
shoulder and abdomen. 


And under her arm she carried Himiko’s brother, a kid called Koichi, who had the lower half of his 
face and most of his chest covered with blue, inky splotches. He was clearly unconscious, perhaps 
even dead. 


Tenko barely knew the guy. Himiko had mentioned him several times, and he seemed like a good 
natured, if a bit anxious, guy, and he could empathize with that. Maybe if they ever had a chance to 
talk, they could even be friends...if the uncanny resemblance with Himiko didn’t weird him out too 
much. I hope you’re just knocked out, dude. You’re not a hero or villain, just...just some wimpy 
kid. 


“T took the bullets for him.” Freya said, trying to smile, but then wincing in pain. “The bullets 
themselves weren’t that bad, but then this ...” she said, pointing at the ink on herself, then Koichi, 
“He fainted. I’m not feeling strong.” 


“Don’t get fucking hit, got it?” Anna said, her eyes moving from one villain to the next quickly. If 
she had added “that’s an order’, Tenko felt he might have to salute and call her “sir”... “Shimura, 
do you have a plan?” 


“Of course I do.” he replied. “Izuku and the others won’t stay on the defensive forever. The 
flammable stuff won’t stay floating on the tent if he uses any of his flashy moves, and Nejire’s 
energy waves haven’t set anything on fire before, right?” 


“Never!” 


“So, when the heroes move, we move. Take that bastard down.” Tenko said, making a cutting 
motion with his hand. J won’t kill him, I won’t betray myself. But he’llknow me...and he won’t 
stick around if I lunge at him with these hands. I'll melt his mask and we can curb stomp him to the 
ground...but alive. 


“Sounds good to me.” Anna said, taking out a pistol from a briefcase Tenko hadn’t seen before and 
handing it to Freya. 


“You had a briefcase? How? What’s in there?” 


“More guns.” she said, taking out a compact rifle and starting to put some suppressing fire down 
range, “If any one of you is a good shot, take one.” 


Tenko looked around at the others, who shook their heads; Dabi had always fought with his Quirk 
and Spinner was a close range fighter. And Compress would need both hands to use the 
compressed trench in the upcoming battle. 


“T brought a gun to Tartarus and I wasn’t particularly good. I'd be a waste of ammo.” he said, 


remembering that crappy Uzi submachine gun and how easily he had discarded it. 


“Fine by me.” Anna replied, stopped firing and put the remaining guns unto her person with a few 
holsters and slings. “By the looks of it, Midoriya and Toga are about to move. Shinsou and Ashido 
too, likely as a distraction. I can't shoot with them in the way.” 


“Then that’s our signal. Nejire?” he said, and she motioned for him to hold onto her. It would be 
awkward, with him holding onto her with his legs around her waist and a hand across her back, 
while she used both hands to propel them and her legs to steer, and then hopefully get close enough 
to take the Iconoclast down. 


“They’re running! Go!” Tenko quickly donned his left glove and jumped onto Nejire as they rose 
from the trench. /t’s not the weirdest thing we’ve ever done, and in a fight aesthetics don’t matter... 
He held on tight and felt reassured as she spoke into his ear, “We’ll get them! HERE WE GO!” 


As he turned around to look at the Iconoclast, he saw Izuku and Himiko running, and the other two 
further away. Izuku’s going too slow, or we’re going too fast? How can Himiko keep up with him? 
The enemy villain got closer and closer, and the giant bodyguard moved to the side, clearly acting 
to flank them, but Tenko was certain they’d be fast enough, “When we get to the bodyguard, go 
around him!” 


“Yes!” 


As he expected, the giant attacked, but he went for the others first, giving Nejire and Tenko an 
opening. you’re leaving the mini-boss completely open, you lousy mook! “Nejire, shockwave to the 
elite mook’s back!” he said, holding on as Nejire darted around the giant’s legs; he was busy 
fighting Izuku now, and completely open for an energy wave to hit him in the back. 


And the golden burst of energy connected, just as expected, when Nejire forcefully waved her arm 
towards the bodyguard. Hit by the burst of pure force, the man stumbled and almost fell into an 
uppercut Izuku threw, but he tucked his chin and caught the punch as safely as possible, to Tenko’s 
annoyance. 


But by then that fight was meters away and they were closing in on the Iconoclast. Look at my 
hand, Iconoclast, and run . Closer and closer, Tenko saw the villain in finer detail than ever, 
seeing every crease in his gas mask’s brown leather, and the last remaining tatters of his coat arms 
fluttering in the wind. 


He saw anger in the eyes behind the mask, an anger cultivated for years, growing more bitter and 
violent with time, undaunted even by the fear that seeped through. It was a raw, barely directed 
kind of anger, barely focused into the plan, born out of constant pain... 


It was like looking in the mirror and seeing Tenko’s past self...but that moment of reflection 
quickly ended when the Iconoclast’s arms erupted with white smoke and he launched it at them. 


Tenko let go of Nejire and dropped to the ground, falling with a roll, and in the same moment she 
landed with a running start and held out her arms, blasting away the smoke with waves of golden 
light. 


“WHO THE HELL DO YOU THINK YOU ARE, VILLAIN?’ Tenko yelled, as he started 
sprinting madly towards the enemy, gripping his left glove with his teeth and pulling it off. “You 
think you can kill All Might? You think you can kill the League? You think you can win?” 


The Iconoclast’s mask darted from Tenko to Nejire, and he tried to stop them once more with 


phosphorus clouds, but when he saw them get closer, he started to run. He’s running! We have him 
now, we'll beat him... 


A shot rang, zipping a couple inches away from Nejire and landing with a thud as it hit the sand. 
“SNIPER!” Tenko yelled, looked around quickly and saw the changing rooms close enough and 
pointed that way. “GO!” 


Nejire got to cover first, then Tenko, and then he saw that the rest of the League had followed, with 
Agent Anna covering them from behind so the shooters couldn’t catch them. They lined up, as 
Tenko thought up a plan, trying not to get distracted by the fact that Himiko wasn’t anywhere he 
looked in the pavilion...and that Izuku had been launched into the sky and was fighting up there.. 


“Where’s the sniper?” asked Dabi. 


“Looked like they were shooting from the main tower.” Tenko said, trying to pinpoint a floor from 
the split second he had seen the shot’s trajectory. “If you shoot a fireball at them you could kill 
innocent guests.” 


“T ain’t taking on another decade of prison just to survive .” Dabi said, crossing his arms and 
nodding. “But we can’t stay here.” 


“We need to get closer, get to the building. Compress, you have half of our concealment. Dabi, you 
obscure the rest of our advance with giant fireballs. Spinner, when we get to the building, you 
climb and take out that sniper.” 


“What about the heroes?” Spinner asked. Turning back, Tenko saw All Might crouching, with Inko 
and the two kids in his arms, then suddenly his muscles returned. 


Tenko looked back to his friends, saying, “They’re getting the innocents away.” On cue, he heard 
the pavilion’s canvas snapping and All Might went flying off. Fire blazed and explosions erupted, 
and Tenko knew that the heroes had started their push back. ““Dabi, Compress, when we reach the 
pools you two peel off and support Eraserhead, no matter where he ends up. Understood?” 


“Yeah.” Dabi replied lazily, letting flames lick the last of his tuxedo’s right sleeve. 


“He’s our best chance to pin down this “Iconoclast” clown, leave him powerless and break his 
legs.” Tenko said, grinning. “Try and get the old teacher to us, we’ll chase the clown.” Tenko 
pointed at him and Nejire. “I think that we can convince him to give up if he’s cornered.” 


“T think it’s a good plan!” Nejire said, tapping Tenko on the shoulder. With the gloves off, he 
couldn’t return the gesture, and that only made him more eager to hunt down and beat this villain. 


He gave one last look at the little hero cluster, hoping to see Himiko there, hoping that Izuku had 
fought off his attacker and had joined his people again, but they weren’t there. Stain was absent, 
too, and no matter how much he looked around, he didn’t see Agent Anna, Freya or Koichi Kojima 
anymore. 


All he saw was Katsuki setting off desperate explosions as he carried Kirishima away, running fast, 
and Tokoyami’s Dark Shadow growing huge and menacing, striking from between Todoroki’s 
flames. He hoped they would all make it, that they would win the day...but he didn’t know if any 
of them would survive. Not unless we strike back and take them out, now. 


“League of...well, assorted assholes who were once villains. And also one pretty girl. These 
fuckers just crashed our little sister’s wedding, tried to murder us all, and will keep on trying...And 
it will not stand. WE MOVE! Three, two, one, GO! DISTRACTION!” 


Three marbles flew off Compress’ metal hand, decompressing explosively back into dirt, rocks and 
mortar, obscuring the way with dust clouds as the less sturdy rocks broke and the more resistant 
ones crashed against the sand. 


And to close the gaps in between the dust clouds, Dabi threw large, slow moving fireballs, fully 
obscuring the view from the sniper, who'd be unable to aim through the glare. 


“RUN!” he yelled, and the gang of former villains in torn tuxedos (and a gorgeous girl in a nice 
dress) sprinted forward, ready to fight back. When they ran out of concealment, Compress and 
Dabi threw more rocks and blue fire, and Nejire helped by blasting the sand directly, too, moving 
in a Zig zag across the beach towards the pools. 


The sniper still shot at them, but they were only potshots, too far to hurt anyone, and the League 
crossed the sniper’s field of fire quickly, reaching the pools. “Split off now! Dabi, Compress!” 


The two ran off, as Spinner sprinted for the hotel’s main building to climb the wall, and Tenko was 
left alone with Nejire. 


“Are you with me?” he asked. 


She nodded, pointing at one of the side doors that hung open, as if someone had been in too much 
of a rush to close it behind when he passed. “I’m with you all the way! Let’s corner this guy!” 


Toshinori Yagi had seen countless villain attacks play out. He had always felt frustrated by them, 
by being unable to prevent them , before they happened. He felt a deep sadness for every victim, 
everyone who got hurt. 


But for all those battles, all that experience, he had never imagined that his son’s wedding would 
be the target for such an attack. It was simply unfair, cruel... My boy has already suffered enough, 
why, why must you take more from him? From Inko? Why couldn’t they have a happy memory of 
this moment? 


And worst of all, the villain, calling himself “Iconoclast”, had spoken directly to Toshinori. 


He had called himself the destroyer of icons, of symbols, like the old Byzantine iconoclasts who 
had decided that any religious images, art and creations were blasphemous, unclean, that their mere 
presence was tantamount to the worshipping of idols that the Bible condemned. 


The Iconoclasts had rampaged through the Byzantine Empire for a few years, destroying 
everything they could, all to impose their view on religion. 


“You took everything from me.” the young man had said, his voice full of grief, and Toshinori had 
felt his pain...and wondered if it was the truth. If he had unknowingly ruined this young man’s life 
to the point where it poisoned his soul and sought to harm innocents for “revenge”’. 


Everyone had reacted quickly, both heroes and former villains, their instincts forged by training 
and battle, and Toshinori had followed suit, taking Inko’s hand and pulling her to safety, as the 
woman tried holding on as bravely as possible while the world exploded into chaos around her. 


“Follow me!” he yelled, making sure to shield Inko with his own body as the white gas moved 


towards them like a deadly beast, and Izuku started to fight back. Aizawa soon joined, blocking the 
villain’s Quirk, but by the time Toshinori and Inko reached the hasty hero barricade that young Mei 
and Melissa had set up, a group of gunmen had appeared from the side of the pavilion, half of them 
shooting and half of them clearing a trench for protection. 


And leading them he saw a man in powered armor, black and grey with red, glowing eyes, and a 
mighty collar of silver fur around his armour’s neck guard, a machine gun in his hands and a 
grenade launcher slung across his chest, and a slender, short villain beside him, with hands that 
glowed like blue fire. 


Toshinori and Inko took cover next to Melissa, David and Mei as Shouto and Momo worked 
quickly to make more of a wall, and to try and keep it from breaking under the onslaught of the 
gunfire. The Pussycats and the Aizawas crowded around their children, protecting them first with 
their bodies, then their Quirks, and he saw Mandalay sprint between a dozen sand constructs, 
controlled by Pixie Bob, while Tiger, Ragdoll and Tensei kept closer, ready to move next. 


“Dave! You’re alright!” Toshinori yelled, glad to see his friend was unhurt, even if the scientist 
looked absolutely terrified. 


“T jumped behind the barrier in time!” Dave replied, trying to smile, but only managing to look 
more afraid. Toshinori reached out and touched his shoulder, and Dave steadied slightly, “I know 
we'll get through this. Don’t you worry about me, Toshi, just keep Inko safe, okay?” 


“T always will!” 


The rearguard was then closed up by Vlad King, who protected the priest, a chubby man called 
John, and the UA teacher was soon hit by gunfire, falling to his knees, his face locked in grim 
determination as he controlled his own blood to stop the bullets inside his body, before they 
pierced anything vital, and keeping a blood shield around the poor priest. 


Seeing the teacher get shot made Inko panic, and she dropped to the floor, with Toshinori 
crouching over her to protect her. He wanted to reassure her, to let her know that there was a way 
out. That they would win... /f I still had my power, I could really help. The embers are gone and I 
cannot fight again, I can barely hold on a few instants, and what use would that be? 


Izuku reached them, then, followed closely by Himiko. /zuku...I wish this had never happened. 
That it could have been a happy day. That...that I hadn’t caused this, with whatever I did. 


“What do we do, Izuku? Toshinori? What the hell can we do??” Inko asked, her voice quiet, 
terrified. Even with all her courage, the chaos was overwhelming for Inko, and she sobbed into 
Toshinori’s embrace. 


“We'll get out of this, together . We'll be safe.” Toshinori said, hugging her close, trying to 
comfort her, but he knew it was of little use. Unless they managed to get out, they would die. /f 
Izuku breaks their attack, we can run. I can protect you, Inko, we'll get to safety. It'll all be 
alright... 


Next to them, Izuku and Mei discussed their plan, with Mei stating that she’d have some drones 
arrive as a distraction; Toshinori imagined she’d fly them at the soldiers and use the chaos to break 
out. And then Izuku insisted that they get the kids to safety, and his family, and the two engineers 
reassured him that they would figure that out 


And then his son rushed off, dashing right against the enemy, and Toshinori felt his guilt grow. My 
boy is in danger because of me. 


He hugged Inko closer, trying to soothe her, as the gunfire only got stronger, deadlier, and they 
pressed even further down to the ground. Looking around, he no longer saw Mandalay, and young 
Tokoyami was desperately trying to reach across a gap in the ice wall and get Tsuyu towards him 
with Dark Shadow, but the soldiers shooting in his direction had fired a flare between them, and 
the living Quirk could only scream in frustration. 


Closer to them, he saw Aizawa stagger, hit by a bullet, and Toshinori had not seen where it had hit. 
But when he turned to his daughter and spoke quickly, quietly, Toshinori started to fear that his 
friend and fellow teacher might be truly hurt... 


He looked pale as he faced Toshinori again, but fiercer than ever, ready to fight to the bitter end 
and then some. He looked invincible and yet so, so desperate...“‘All Might. I need you to get my 
daughter away. I know you have the tiniest amount of One for All left, I feel it in you when I look 
at you.” 


They are nothing but echoes , Toshinori tried to say, but Aizawa’s pleading eyes stopped him./ am 
a hero, dammit. The superhero. I am All Might, andI am still here... I'll do it, Ersaerhead. 
“You're the only one who can do this. Save them; Eri, Kouta, Inko. One last mighty jump...” 


There was no guarantee it would work. The jungle was pretty far away, at least half a mile, past the 
little port where the seaplanes were kept and further down the path, where a few of the ecotourism 
tours started. If we get there, we can hide and call for help. Hawaii has many brave, capable 
heroes, and they will be here quickly. We will win! 


All Might pushed all his doubts away. He would still be a hero, even if it lasted for only a few 
seconds. It’ll be enough. With us clear, Izuku, Aizawa and everyone else can fight without worries. 
He nodded, seeing it clearly now. 


“One last mighty jump.” All Might said, and he let that old smile return, spreading from ear to ear. 
Inko’s sobbing stopped, and Aizawa looked at him with hope in his eyes. The kids moved next to 
him and Inko, and he rose to one knee, preparing himself mentally for the jump. 


David, Mei and Melissa approached, folding the barrier they had deployed to be the size of a 
handheld shield and handed it over, “Aim for the jungle, Uncle Might! Little ones, hold onto Uncle 
and to the shield, Auntie you hold on, too!” 


“Izuku is also worried for you...” Inko said, her gaze moving from one girl to the other, but Mei 
stopped her with a shake of her head and a confident grin. 


“My Babies will be here anytime now, and then these bastards will wish they had never been born! 
We'll be perfectly fine!” Mei said, “Besides, Melissa’s with me so she’ ll watch my back.” 


“T’ll keep them safe, Toshi. Even the big, strong heroes who don’t really need it.” David added, 
trying to keep his tone light but not managing fully. Dave...if only I had one of your suits, I know it 
would all feel different. 


“Go now, All Might!” interrupted Ms. Joke, who looked almost as pale as Aizawa, but hadn’t been 
hit...except by what looked like bright orange paint. “GET THEM TO SAFETY!” 


He didn’t need telling twice. 


With one arm he held onto Inko, with the other he held the kids and the shield, placing it in front of 
them, already thinking of dropping the hunk of metal before them to clear a path to the jungle 
floor. And then he called upon One for All one last time, feeling the echoes deep within his soul, 


such a tiny amount of his original power...but it would do. 


He let out a yell as his muscles powered up suddenly, explosively, and he felt powerful again, able 
to do anything, to break the world in two...but it was fleeting. The power could escape his grasp 
any moment, and he couldn’t let go, not now. 


“SMASH!” he yelled, as every part of his body tensed and then released, and he kicked down, 
launching hard upwards, aiming his parabolic arc to land amongst the trees, feeling the pavilion’s 
canvas rip apart as he passed through it and the air rushed around him as he flew out to a blue sky 
dotted with puffy white clouds, the day still beautiful even as chaos erupted. 


He was flying free again, just like the old days...even if everything else had changed. His skin still 
felt the ripples as he moved between warm and cold air currents, he still felt the speed and the 
excitement. One last time... 


He saw the hotel extending below him, with its pools and restaurants and main building, and in 
front of him, the little port where they parked the seaplanes and beyond that the trees, his 
objective... 


And he could tell that he wouldn’t make it. He had miscalculated somehow, used too little strength, 
ignored an unknown weight...an unknown weight holding on for dear life, arms clenched around 
Toshinori’s neck, yelling right into his ear with a familiar voice. 


“Help me, help me, save me! Do your job and help me! OH GOD WE’ RE GONNA DIE!” 


The man screaming into his ear, the man that had jumped onto his back in the last possible second, 
the man who had made it impossible for them to land in the jungle, was Hisashi Midortya. 
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Mina Ashido barely had a chance to get back on her feet when she saw the giant villain attack 
again, launching Izuku in the air. Then the sniper fired again, and on instinct Mina sent forth a 
bubble of acid to protect herself and Hitoshi, who had taken a second longer to rise again. 


The bullet didn’t hit her Acid Veil, thankfully, but then the shooter fired again and again, so she 
kept the acid flowing, and she lowered herself to a crouch. She exchanged a glance with Hitoshi, 
who then pointed upwards through the massive hole in the pavilion’s canvas roof; that was where 
Izuku had been launched through. 


And just as they were looking, the big villain jumped in the same direction, making the hole in the 
roof massive and letting the canvas drop to a point where it hid Hitoshi and Mina from the sniper’s 
view. Convenient! Thank you big, evil boy! 


With Izuku and the giant fighting somewhere above them and falling far away, they didn’t have 
any way to help their friend. 


“Fuck!” muttered Hitoshi, bringing his capture weapon closer to himself again. “We can’t do 
anything about that, they’re too far away now. The leader?” 


Mina looked around, spotted the guy running away with Nejire and Shimura on his heels. The 
sniper disrupted the chase for a moment, making the two take cover, but soon the League was with 
them and Mina was sure that they would move to keep up the pursuit. 


I still think that Tenko Shimura is pretty scary, even if senpai assures me he’s harmless. And that 
face as he chases the villain? Pretty scary! “He’s running back to the main building, or maybe the 
pool area. Do you think his gas reacts with pool water or something?” 


Hitoshi’s eyes widened, and he followed the villain again, who only moved faster as the League of 
villains started moving, covering their run by decompressing chunks of rock the size of scooters 
and exploding fireballs that turned the top layer of sand into glass. The sniper couldn’t hit a target 
with that visual concealment, but that didn’t mean they didn’t try, and shot after shot rang, echoing 
against the nearby hills. 


“He just ran into the building.” Hitoshi said, letting out the breath he had been holding during the 
Iconoclast’s sprint. “No chlorine gas with the pools, at least...” He turned back to Mina then 
ducked as gunfire started to pepper around their position. ““We have to get back!” 


Mina nodded and scanned for a safe place, finding that their friends had all reacted quickly and 
were already defending effectively...but not without a cost. She saw their sensei bleeding from the 
shoulder, Vlad King using his own blood to make a shield around the priest, and many who hadn’t 
been hit by bullets were covered in bright paint, some blue, some orange, and she didn’t know 


what that could possibly mean... 


And, as Hitoshi and Mina ran back into the barricade, All Might suddenly powered up again, going 
in “buff mode” and jumping off into the air, carrying some people in his arms as well as a guy that 
jumped on his shoulders at the last second. Was that...was that Midori’s dad? I mean, like, father- 
dad. Bio-dad. Not dad-that’s-there-dad...Also I didn’t think Old Man Might had any more power? 
It’s unexpected and cool! 


They ran even quicker after that, with Mina adding a bit more acid to her footsteps to glide a bit 
with every step and Hitoshi rushing as fast as his long legs could carry him, and then yell, 
“SENSEI!” 


Aizawa had collapsed to his knees, clutching at his side and shoulder. Hitoshi sprinted next to him, 
quick to support his mentor, reaching Aizawa at the same time as Ms. Joke. “Sensei, you’ re hit!” 


“They hit nothing vital. I just needed to make sure the kids would get away...” 
“And Izuku’s deadbeat dad?” Hitoshi asked, his voice full of disdain. 


“Not part of the plan.” Joke said, shaking her head and looking into the hole in the canvas roof. 
“But at least it gets one more civilian away from the eye of the storm.” 


“Who are they? Who are the people with the guns?” Mina asked. Knowing that the wedding would 
get attacked, she had imagined villains attacking with a myriad of Quirks, something more akin to 
what the Iconoclast had started with. But the moment the gunfire had started, all their ideas had 
been scrapped. 


They had simply...reacted, and she had been so focused on keeping alive and making sure Hitoshi 
was alive too, and then fighting back, that the gunmen to the side had seemed barely an 
afterthought. “Jf they have guns, their Quirks are probably not too strong”, I thought. But they kept 
all our friends boxed in while we regrouped, so that wasn’t weak at all! 


“They’re trained.” Aizawa said, coughing and shivering as he applied more pressure to his wounds. 
“Well equipped. About six or eight of them, and one’s larger...Hitoshi, I trained you to Jook and 
truly see . Take a peek out there. Joke...can you get Philosopher over here? I can still fight...” 


“Just get down for now. I’ve got it.” Joke said, clenching her hands into fists. Until that moment, 
Mina hadn’t noticed that Ms. Joke had some rather powerful arms and legs, and with her mounting 
anger, she looked more than capable of using them... 


“Let’s go find out who our enemies are, Alien Queen.” Hitoshi said, giving her a soft pat on the 
shoulder. They ran to the other side of the hero barricade, crossing paths with Momo, who rushed 
now towards the teachers, already creating medical supplies from the fat in her thighs. They 
exchanged a nod and quickly left her behind. 


At the edge of the barrier, now made of ice and steel, and Dark Shadow pressing against it, having 
grown to be four meters tall and trying to block any gaps with its shadow, they found Tsuyu and 
Tokoyami, and leading them was Shouto, who fired short streams of fire through every gap that 
showed up. “Hey guys, do you know what the hell is going on?” he asked, a cold anger in his 
voice. 


“Okay, here’s the quick rundown; The vanguard, this “Iconoclast” guy, is being chased by the 
League, they are pushing for the building.” Hitoshi said, as Shouto nodded along. “The giant guy, 
the Iconoclast’s bodyguard, threw Izuku up in the air, probably to fall into the ocean. There’s a 


sniper somewhere in the main building, covering the beach, but hasn't shot into the pavilion yet. I 
guess they don’t have a clear visual.” 


“And these guys have machine guns, some kind of paintball guns that seem shady, and a fucking 
grenade launcher.” Shouto said, scoffing. When he’s angry he reminds me more of his dad! I 
wonder where the old man went when he disappeared? If this was happening in Japan maybe he’d 
appear and help... “And they have someone with grenade hands.” 


“Like Bakugou?” Hitoshi asked, looking around to spot Bakugou. Mina followed his gaze and 
found her friend, who had ripped off the sleeves of his tuxedo and launched explosion after 
explosion, then ducked behind cover. 


Next to him was Kirishima, who had been one of the first to move when the shooting had started, 
and had seemingly taken a whole fusilade into his chest and arms, with his tuxedo jacket and shirt 
torn to rags around him. She could see a couple bullets stuck into his hardened skin...and half a 
dozen bright colour ink splotches, in orange and blue. When he saw them looking his way he 
grinned and gave them a peace sign. You did really good, dude! 


“No, this guy’s hands turn into grenades and then they kind of umm...jump at us. They are blue 
and glowy. They stick to stuff, unless I hit them with fire first.” On cue, Shouto moved out of cover 
and fired a stream of flame that bisected an arcing blob of glowing blue plasma. 


“Distract them for a sec, will ya, Frostburn?” Hitoshi asked, and Shouto nodded. Mina could 
already see a plan forming in her boyfriend’s head, perhaps using his Quirk, maybe Aizawa’s, 
“Alien Queen, let’s both take a look, okay?” 


She nodded and got ready, making acid start sprouting for a bit of added cover with an Acid Veil 
shield to their side while keeping their line of sight unobstructed. Heat started building up beside 
them, then it quickly turned cold, then hot again, and Shouto counted down, “Three, two, one!” 


He launched a fireball from his fire side, tendrils of flame snaking from his shoulder to his 
fingertips, turning from orange to blue to white-hot, then uniting into a tight ball of fire that soared 
towards the enemy defenses in half a second and burnt a half meter wide hole in them, and he 
complemented it by kicking the floor and sending a spike of sharp ice to the other side of the 
fortification, cutting through and making one of the soldiers jump out of the way. 


Soldiers! Mina thought, as she and Hitoshi sprang from cover and took the full picture in, covered 
by Shouto’s attack and Mina’s own Acid Veil, that caught a slow-flying paintball and dissolved it 
in midair. 


Her eyes scanned everything in front of her, focusing on every detail. In her usual life she wasn’t 
especially careful or focused, and her math grades had always proven that, but in “hero mode”, 
when lives depended on it, her problem had never been focus. 


It had been fear . 


Facing villains who wanted to murder her was scary. Fighting people with unknown Quirks was 
scary. And the fact that her Quirk could so easily killif she wasn’t careful? That was terrifying . 
But she had moved past it, steadily, little by little, facing every fight and every skirmish with all 
the courage she could muster, and found that she was brave. 


But the soldiers she saw now scared her again. No...not them . We won ! It was over...Hito and I 
won! 


Manning the quickly fortified trenches were six soldiers, with a seventh being mauled by a sand 
construct that Pixie Bob had sent forward. Each of them carried one of the paintball guns as well as 
an assault rifle and ammo for it in tactical vests, and wore black helmets with full face masks that 
resembled stylized human skulls, and the eyes...each mask had two red lenses where the eyes 
should have been. Bright, even in the sunlight. Unblinking. Inhuman. 


The six red eyes fixed on her, and then a seventh pair appeared, as another soldier rose from the 
trench. Where the others wore faded, worn fatigue trousers in red and grey and black, and tactical 
skintight shirts, the new soldier wore a complete set of power armour that bulked him up to be 
more than twice as thick as his fellows, and more than a foot taller. 


The armour was pitch black with blood red accents tracing symbols that Mina couldn’t understand 
all over the armour. The armour plates were set onto an undersuit that seemed bulletproof by itself, 
and the strong, extra heavy arm armour reminded Mina of a gorilla...and the imposing fur collar 
set around the blast armour protecting the neck only added to the resemblance. 


His helmet was much larger than the others, the skull mask different, more primeval, with the gas 
mask tubes coming from it almost resembling an ancient creature’s deadly tusks. And if the other 
soldiers’ eyes were haunting, his mask’s red eyes were burning with anger. 


Mina exchanged a quick glance with Hitoshi; there was only one force in the world with those 
kinds of soldiers, and they had fought them before... 


She saw the realization in his widened eyes, she felt his anxiety in the way he quickly reached for 
her hand and squeezed it, and then started to bring them back into cover. Jt changes things. These 
aren’t two-bit gangsters that bought their guns and have been shooting empty cans...They’re the 
world’s worst bullies, and I thought we’d already won that war... 


They rushed back into cover, but just before Mina turned her eyes away she saw the big soldier... 
the supersoldier, lower his weapon and bring his head up, bellowing a battlecry in his language, a 
strange version of Swahili that the hidden country of Mbele had adopted at some point. 


She didn’t know what he was saying, what it all meant. All she could think was that his voice was 
deep and loud and powerful, and filled with a burning, undying rage. It was a voice full of revenge 


And when his war cry stopped, all the bullets stopped, and the soldier, the Mountain Brigade 
commando, the augmented killer, spoke. And he spoke in Japanese . 


“MINDBREAKER! BLACK EYE SHAMAN! YOUR END IS THE WILL OF THE GODS! 
YOUR SKULLS SHALL BE CRUSHED, YOUR BODIES BROKEN, YOUR DEATH HAS 
COME!” 


Hitoshi hugged Mina then, covering her as he leapt to the side, deeper into the barricade, as an 
explosion rocked the side of Shouto’s wall. She then put two and two together and realized that the 
big weapon in the supersoldier’s hands had to have been some kind of bazooka... 


“PRAY TO WHATEVER GOD GRANTS YOU PEACE IN THE AFTERLIFE, BECAUSE 
NONE REMAINS IN YOUR SHORT LIVES!” 


A second explosion hit, and Shouto scrambled to patch the wall, and a second later, Momo arrived 
and strengthened it with a steel beam. She looked confident, ready with a plan, and Mina hoped she 
had come up with some idea with the teachers. She glanced back and saw Aizawa standing again, 
hand in hand with Ms. Joke, looking like an absolute badass duo... 


“Who do you think are the people he’s talking about?” Mina asked Hitoshi, as they started to 
scramble back to their feet. Even if the commando’s “personal attack” wouldn’t last forever, they 
should try and take advantage of it somehow... 


Hitoshi’s eyes looked haunted as they met Mina’s. He waited a second, as another blast hit the ice 
wall, this time on the other side, forcing Bakugou to take cover briefly. “SHINSHOU HITOSHI! 
ASHIDO MINA! YOUR DEATH IS THE WILL OF THE KING!” 


“He’s talking about us .” 


Tentacles? Hands? Chains? 


Bubbles in front of his eyes. Oxygen, precious oxygen escaping his lungs with the surprised yelp. 
Bubbles rushing to the surface, now five, six, seven meters away... 


Izuku was pulled down, hard, by someone, something heavy, something that was putting its all into 
the pull, something with an unbreakable grip. 


His lungs weren’t full; he had hit the water quicker than expected and only managed a quick breath 
in, and the sudden pull had made him breathe some of it out. And even in perfect conditions, if he 
had taken several deep breaths and been in a state of focus and calm, even if it had been a simple 
lung capacity test at the UA pool, he knew that his maximum time underwater would be some four 
minutes. 


With a shallow breath and those bubbles I let out? Do I even have a minute before I start burning 
out? 


He wished he had trained more to hold his breath. He had worked up amazing stamina and 
endurance over the years, and OFA helped, too, but he simply wasn’t at the level that some of his 
fellows had, like Nejire who could hold her breath for a good seven minutes, Shouji for almost 
twelve and Camie with a whopping twenty minutes, and was the current record holder for the 
Kansai region. 


But no. Izuku might have what it took to fight for a whole day on land, but below water... And I 
was so proud of holding my breath for longer than Tenya, Shouto and even Kacchan...I don’t have 
enough time now. 


He usually settled his nerves with a deep breath, giving his brain all the oxygen it could need, but 
of course he couldn’t do that now without filling his lungs with seawater. 


But he could calm down and concentrate, and find a solution. Focus. There is something pulling 
me down, the distance between me and the surface is increasing, and it’s getting dark. The ocean 
current isn’t too strong here. The ocean floor can’t be too far away, not this close to the beach. I 
have about a minute’s worth of air, half as much if I get serious with OFA...And far too much to 
lose if I drown like a chump. So let’s do this! 


He could almost hear his many teachers and mentors speaking as he organized his thoughts and 


readied to battle an unknown foe underwater. First things first, look around! Gran Torino would 
say. Nighteye would have him focus on the situation at hand, whether it was a battle or a natural 
disaster; whatever it was, the solution could only be found through analysis and understanding 
what would happen next. All Might, Knuckleduster, Vlad King and all the other, more combat 
oriented, mentors would all agree on what came next: fighting like hell. There’s no fight quite as 
dirty as underwater, bub... 


So he did what they taught him. His eyes wide open to catch the last rays of sunlight under the 
water, he looked around carefully. He was now a good fifteen meters underwater, and there 
weren’t any fish swimming nearby. No sharks, that’s a plus. I'd never punch a shark. Maybe just 
one of those giant squids but those live much, much deepev... 


Turning his gaze down, which was getting more and more painful from all the salt in the water, he 
finally saw what had caught on his leg; two lengths of metal chain, each with links as wide as his 
forearms, wrapped tightly around his calves and feet, and pulling him downwards to some jagged 
undersea rocks. The big guy...he had to wrap these around then swim away. And the pull...it’s fast, 
constant...mechanical. 


He spotted a dull metal machine among the rocks, rotating a set of gears and pulling on the chains, 
held on by a pair of heavy, and extremely rusty, anchors. He realized that someone had torn a 
boat’s anchor winch, pulleys and all, secured it to the ocean floor with the anchors themselves, and 
then used the now anchor-less chains to pull him down. Clever. If I had panicked and thought it 
was some kraken or something and let out more air, and not reacted in any way, I might have died 
there. 


Izuku had two options now; break the chains before they brought him down further and swim to 
the surface, using his arms and legs to sweep the water away, or go all the way down, let all the air 
out of his lungs to avoid any pressure issues, and jump all the way up. 


His ears popped again, for the second or third time now, and he chose the second idea. /t will lure 
the villain too. He might have taken air above, but if he gets down here now, I’m done playing 
around. A punch to the gut and it’ll all come wheezing out...and I'll drag him with me. 


He let the air he had remaining move all around his body, getting ready for a quick, ugly fight. If 
his opponent got hold of a weapon, or used the environment to his advantage, or if Izuku’s timing 
was off, the seafloor would be tinted red, he’d lose everything, and the ghosts of One for All would 
probably berate him for all eternity for having died like that... 


Two meters to go, he had relaxed his body as much as possible. Tension would only slow him 
down. He could now see the machine clearly, confirming that it was indeed a ship’s system to 
lower and pull up anchors. Each of the anchors looked to weigh several tons, meaning that either 
the big villain was strong enough to move them around or the villains had dropped them off the 
boat and used divers to secure everything. 


Both options made him restless, and added some extra despair on top of the innate desperation of 
drowning as his air supply was all expended. J have to win, there simply isn’t another option. I 
have to live. Live and keep on fighting, and save my loved ones, my friends, the innocents caught in 
this. 


His feet touched the ground, and the winch kept pulling him towards it. He could see the machine 
in detail now, with sun-bleached and heavily corroded steel panels and even rustier inner parts. It 
was about the size of an industrial freezer, but likely weighed several times more. He spotted 
exactly where he would strike to smash the entire thing and sever the chains around his legs. /f J 
use One for All now, the oxygen won't last me long. Ten seconds, fifteen? Let’s find out. 


He was pulled another meter, and for a second, it seemed as if the villain wouldn’t strike. He was 
nowhere to be seen, and Izuku would gladly breathe a sigh of relief as soon as air was available, 
and he felt thankful not to have to fight underwater as he delivered a swift punch and obliterated the 
anchor winch, scattering the seawater around the punch in a massive underwater wave, full of 
bubbles. 


He saw fish scatter from other parts of the rocky ocean floor, all swimming away from the wave of 
destruction. Thankfully the water would take most of the shrapnel’s velocity and hurt nothing, but 
Izuku still felt guilty for disturbing the wildlife. 


His legs completely free now, he swam to a less jagged rocky outcropping, where he wouldn’t slice 
his feet in half with his jump, and started to place himself for the jump...when he saw the big 
villain, the bodyguard, swimming towards him from behind some taller rocks, an oxygen tank in 
each hand. 


Izuku was starting to feel faint and weak, as oxygen was running out quicker now that One for All 
Full Cowling coursed through his body, but he simply couldn’t leave his back to an enemy, not 
now. He squared off, ready to greet his opponent with a bit of violence...even if his hands and feet 
were starting to feel fuzzy and numb, and his lungs were now burning, screaming for air, for 
oxygen... 


The bodyguard telegraphed his moves very clearly, obviously only used to fighting above ground, 
going in for a left swing with one of the oxygen bottles, the mouthpiece for a scuba diver and all 
the other cables he couldn’t quite identify dangling in the attack’s wake. Izuku assumed the air 
tanks would be empty, used up to fill the villain’s lungs, but their metal shells might still cause real 
damage... 


So he feinted a kick towards the bottle itself, a disarm, as telegraphed as the villain’s own attack, 
and when his opponent moved to correct, it was already too late. The momentum of his powerful 
kicks propelled him forward and his new strike, with the air tank on his right hand, moved far 
beyond Izuku’s head, where he had wanted to strike. 


Even with OFA’s pure energy taking the hit, the impact would have made Izuku lose the last bits 
of breath he had, and he’d have passed out. 


But the hit didn’t connect. Izuku felt it moving over his head, as his lungs started to fail and his 
heart couldn’t pump blood with oxygen to his eyes, but there was still some oxygenated blood on 
his skin, and more importantly, on his brain. Even though he couldn’t see and, underwater, all his 
other senses were nullified, he knew where to strike. 


And with an arm he could barely feel, with a head full of cotton, with legs that only tingled and felt 
weaker by the instant, he moved in for a massive punch, ducking his head as his fist connected 
with the bodyguard’s abdomen, using his entire body to power the punch. 


He felt the bubbles tickling his skin as the villain let all the air out and doubled over, only stopping 
in place because Izuku’s arm was holding him there. The punch had hit the pit of the villain’s 
stomach, so the damage to other major organs would likely be minimal...but losing all air suddenly 
while many meters underwater would overwhelm the man’s brain and shut him down. 


And the instant Izuku didn’t feel the villain moving, he acted, grabbing onto the bodyguard’s 
abdomen as firmly as possible and planting his feet solidly on the ground. He let out all the last 
bubbles remaining, fully emptying his lungs, knowing how close he was to dying...and he kicked. 


Water rushed all around him, and he felt the sheer weight of the ocean above him, resisting his 


leap. The villain he was carrying made him the opposite of hydrodynamic, and every meter the 
water resistance increased, to the point where it felt as if he was holding a man weighing several 
tons, heavy, so heavy...but he didn’t let go. If J let go, this man dies. If I don’t save him, he dies. I 
won’t let go! 


And then, suddenly, the water stopped, and all he felt was air. He breathed in, and One for All 
instantly pushed the oxygen everywhere, giving him some strength back, and he could see again, 
he could hear, he could smell...and he could feel the water again as he crashed down a few meters 
away. 


But this time he didn’t sink. He swam back and breathed in again, and his lungs protested every 
last bit of oxygen that moved through them, hurting as if they’d been stuffed with molten glass. But 
he took every breath in, then out, and he started swimming for the closest bit of land, a rocky 
outcropping that rose out of the waves to meet the blue sky beyond. 


His nose, like his entire respiratory system, hurt too much to focus on smells, and he could clearly 
taste saltwater and blood inside his mouth, but more than anything, he focused on his ears as he 
swam to land, trying his hardest to keep the big villain’s head above the water while swimming in 
the backstroke style, only glancing occasionally to check his direction. 


And he heard explosions. Gunshots. And fire, so much fire, whooshing from place to place and 
then bursting into explosions of pure flame... 


He kept on swimming, worrying more and more for the villain’s life; he wasn’t moving. He 
hurried up, aided by One for All, but he was in no condition to focus enough power to make much 
of a difference, and the waves seemed to fight him back, with a stronger current than he had 
expected...but in the end, he made it to shore, after ten minutes of arduous, backbreaking 
swimming, dragging along a man that had to weigh more than four hundred kilos. Much more if 
you count all his clothes and the big boots. And...oh, man, does he have a diver’s belt with lead 
weights? He...he has three. 


Dragging the man up one of the bigger rocks, Izuku unfastened the three weight belts and placed 
them aside; they wouldn’t be of much use, but he wasn’t about to litter the ocean with them either. 


Holding the villain by the neck of his shirt and grabbing onto the outcropping’s wall with his other 
hand, Izuku heaved him over the top and then jumped over to his side. He removed the villain’s 
mask, a stretch balaclava now absolutely soaked with saltwater, and found a young man’s face, 
with rough features and several new bruises. Probably thanks to me... 


And, as he had feared, he wasn’t breathing. 


Izuku reacted quickly, moving to the man’s chest, placing his hands roughly where they should go 
on a normal-sized person, and started pushing rhythmically. Come on, come on! Three, four, five, 
six, seven... 


He kept on going, performing CPR as they had been taught at UA, hoping with all his might that 
the man would live, keeping the rhythm steady. He remembered the CPR seminar very vividly, 
especially with how Setsuna Tokage had started teasing everyone from the start about how much 
she’d enjoy the mouth to mouth breathing part, and he knew that such measures weren’t always the 
best way forward. 


I really didn’t imagine I'd be resuscitating someone mouth to mouth like this. Not on my wedding 
day. But...I don’t kill my foes. I will save him...Oh thank goodness. Just as Izuku was starting to 
wonder if Himiko would be upset with him doing mouth to mouth breathing literally minutes after 


their wedding kiss, the big guy stirred, dragging in a great gust of air and then cursing in a ragged 
voice, and finally, puking about a gallon of vomit to his side. 


He blinked several times, trying to figure out where he was, and Izuku used the brief moment to 
finally think . 


His wedding had been attacked, and the villains were still out there. His family and friends were in 
danger, even if Mei had gotten his mom and the kids away from the crosshairs. And the fight was 
far from over. Help. We should call for help. The Agency has a base on this island, and Hawaii has 
hundreds, maybe thousands of heroes. And the police, too, we can corner the villains and solve 
this quick. Just a call... 


He reached for his phone and switched it on, seeing that it worked perfectly even after getting shot 
at and almost drowned beneath dozens of meters of ocean. Hatsume engineering truly is the best in 
the world! Boy am I glad I listened when you suggested I use your phones... 


He started to key 911, remembering that US territories used it for all emergencies...when the 
bodyguard moved. 


Like before he was deceptively quick and agile, snatching the phone away even as he was beset by 
hacking coughs, and looked pale enough to pass out from the sudden movement, but he still 
managed to get the phone away from Izuku, and then dashed it against the floor, shattering the 
touchscreen. 


Izuku saw his plan of getting help and not fighting alone evaporate in an instant. The cavalry that 
he had quickly started hoping for, was gone just as quickly. With that gone, I can’t even check on 
the others. On Himiko, on mom or dad, on the kids, on Hitoshi or Shouto or Kacchan... 


“Why?” Izuku asked, seeing the phone sparkle and pop as the giant villain dashed it once more 
against the stone cliff. 


“Why?” the man answered. His voice was still extremely raw from everything; the fight, losing all 
his air, puking, and drawing deep breaths that would surely give him a terrible abdominal pain in a 
few moments if he didn’t stop. “To stop you. As long as I can, as long as possible, even if I have to 
die. Haku...the Iconoclast, he’s my oldest friend. The only one who understood .” 


“Who understood what ?” Izuku asked. The villain clutched his side, experiencing the sharp pain 
of a charley horse. “I know you want revenge against da...against All Might, but...you’re younger 
than me . You couldn’t have been villains while he was still around.” 


“No, we couldn’t have.” the big man said, with a vulnerability that Izuku knew he wouldn’t have 
found in a more hardened criminal. “We were just...just kids. Just...just Kamino kids.” 


Izuku felt all the blood drain from his face, from his body. The hot tropical day suddenly felt 
chilly... “None of us asked for it. Not me, not Grease, not Iconoclast.” Little by little, his voice 
sounded less hoarse, but no less pained. 


Izuku stayed a short distance back, ready to strike but unable to take his eyes off his enemy. “Tell 
me your name.” he said. J can’t keep calling him “big guy” in my head forever. 


“Runt.” he said, “That’s all youll get from me. Your dad...your dad took everything from my 
friends. Me? All for One and Best Jeanist.” He looked away, his gaze far, in the past. “My big 
brothers, my mom, my dad...Only I was lucky enough when that building fell down. Only I could 
hold it. And the others... They were all gone. Twenty four hours with their ghosts...That’s my why 


. Only Hakurin UNDERSTOOD ME! Everyone else thought I should be grateful to the heroes who 
pulled me out, but not him. He understood my ANGER!” 


The villain tried to rise again and punch at Izuku, but he sidestepped easily and delivered an elbow 
strike to Runt’s wrist, and he felt the bones crack. 


“T understand your anger, your pain, too. That’s...that’s why we hunted All for One down. He’s 
dead now! Tenko, Kacchan and I, we killed him .” Izuku said, then showed Runt his hands, “T’ll 
carry his blood on my hands forever .” 


“You didn’t do that for me.” Runt said, and spat to the floor. “Not for my brothers. Not for mom, 
not for dad. You did that for yourself , hero. And the League...they are his LEGACY! So we’ll 
end them, take our revenge on them. Shigaraki, Dabi, the lot of them. Even your little monster , 
Toga...We’ll break them.” 


“Like hell you are.” Izuku said, his voice low, moving a step forward. 


“Tt only ends one way, Deku. Death.” Runt growled, and attacked again, but the speed and strength 
were diminished enormously. Again Izuku moved out of the way and kicked his legs from under 
him. The villain let out a low, painful moan and tried turning around to keep fighting, but Izuku 
shot an Air Force Smash to his knee right as he tried to scramble up, and he fell again. 


“Are you going to kill me, like your dad killed Hakurin’s family? Like how his greatest triumph, 
his “United States of Smash” obliterated Grease’s mother?” Runt said, his voice defiant but quickly 
turning fearful. He...he has never fought someone stronger than him and he’s afraid. He thinks I 
will do it... 


“No. I won’t kill you.” 


“You know I will never stop coming for you, don’t you? All of us. No matter if we lose today or 
tomorrow or whenever...if you don’t kill us, we’ll be back...and we’ll kill everyone you love. An 
eye for an eye-” Izuku spun around to catch the back of Runt’s head with a swift, powerful knee 
strike, and the villain dropped to the ground, fully knocked out. 


“T’d like to see you try.” Izuku said, speaking straight into Runt’s ear, and then started moving, 
running back towards the wedding pavilion, leaving behind his torn, soaked tuxedo jacket. Do it, 
villain. Try and hurt those I love. Waste the chance I gave you by resuscitating you, the one I’m 
giving you by not breaking every bone in your body, and come at us at a place where your arrest 
will be even easier. 


There was smoke rising around the hotel, and the sounds of fighting only increased, as did his 
urgency to find Himiko, and then to make sure everyone else was alright. We’ll fix this. And the 
villains will never, ever get a chance to come for us again... 


The battle had felt like vindication for Katsuki Bakugou. After days of suspecting that the League 
would make a move, or that he’d wake up to the news that Stain had murdered Tensei lida or 
something, or that Himiko Toga would pull off some long running master plan and ruin the entre 


lives of everyone he knew, something had finally happened. 
The fact that it was a whole other group of villains did dampen his “I told you so” mood, though. 


And within instants they had proven to be an actual threat , and all ideas of smugly telling Deku 
that he had known all along and that Deku was a complete idiot, an utter moron, an imbecile who 
had willingly endangered them all, all those ideas vanished in a flash. 


Suddenly they were attacked by a group of highly trained and coordinated gunmen from one side, 
while highly flammable white phosphorus descended on them from the other, giving them just one 
avenue of escape; the ocean behind the pavilion. 


As Katsuki moved to cover, feeling the danger that every particle of phosphorus represented as it 
brushed against his skin, he of course couldn’t use his Quirk. It was absolutely embarrassing , to 
be unable to fight back while Deku tried clearing the tent of the noxious gas, and instead be a 
simple follower, running behind Eijirou as he rushed face first to catch bullets in front of the two 
unlucky brats that Deku had invited, Eri and Kouta. 


He liked the two kids, even though he found the dour, sullen Kouta to be a pain in the ass and he 
was absolutely sure that little “perfectly adorable” Eri would snap some day and break someone’s 
jaw. Probably Kouta’s. 


So of course, when Eijirou had moved to protect them, Katsuki had also done his part, ushering the 
two closer to the parents, feeling every ounce of pain as rifle caliber bullets hit his boyfriend by the 
dozen. 


Eijirou stood strong, and with a posture as wide as possible, trying to protect as many people as he 
could until more cover was available. First Hatsume appeared, bringing an extendable metal cover 
from her bag, an ugly, quickly manufactured contraption that lacked the exquisite quality she used 
for Deku’s gear, or the top of the line finish that the rest of her team’s stuff ended up having, and 
resembled more her earlier works. Those that spontaneously combusted. 


So of course, it wasn’t Eijirou’s first instinct to take cover behind that, and only after a painful 
amount of time, when Todoroki and Yaoyorozu started making a better barrier, did Eijirou finally 
get behind cover. 


Thanks to Eijirou, they had a much better chance of fighting back. Thanks to Eijirou taking the 
brunt of the first few fusillades, Katsuki could only see a few of their friends and acquaintances, 
and none seemed to be gravely wounded. 


And then Deku (and his insane new wife) started a counterattack. With Tenko and Nejire-senpai 
on the further side and Mina and Shinsou moving from behind the ice barricade, Deku led them on 
a charge that quickly had the main villain, that chump that had called himself Iconoclast, shitting 
his pants. 


Then again, pretty much anyone would crap himself seeing Tenko Shimura flying at them with a 
hand extended and that look of being a complete and utter psycho on his face. And that had the 
added side effect that the air was now free of the phosphorus...and Katsuki could finally fight 
back, unbearable seconds after the battle had started. 


So he stopped watching Deku and his other cronies chasing down the Iconoclast and a giant 
bodyguard; if Katsuki blasted into that fight and set off an explosion that ignited the WP, he might 
end up killing his allies by mistake. He was much more useful against the gunmen. 


So Eyjirou and him moved again, around the same time that All Might blasted off into the air, and 
the sniper started taking potshots at the advancing League, and they reached the ice barricade. 


By then Eijirou had caught more rounds than he could count on his chest, face and arms, and his 
shirt and jacket were torn to shreds, only hanging onto his hardened, diamond-hard Unbreakable 
skin because they had become stuck on his skin’s jagged edges. And there were strange smudges 
of what seemed like...paint. Bright paint, in orange and blue, all over his arms and chest, but 
Katsuki imagined that, whatever ordnance had caused it was clearly not enough to pierce 
Unbreakable. 


And, looking down as he ripped off his sleeves to fight and saw that he was stained by the greasy, 
thick ink, but only in the orange tint, he assumed that it clearly couldn’t be lethal, or else he’d be 
feeling lightheaded at the very least. 


They wordlessly started working as a team, with Eijirou acting as a sprinting barricade and Katsuki 
firing his most accurate explosions towards the enemy. 


He could see them more clearly now, even though a small cloud of gunpowder was forming; 
soldiers in skull masks and black helmets, dressed in red, gray and black fatigues and black tactical 
gear, armed with rifles and... “Are those fucking paintball guns ? HA! LET’S LIGHT THEM 
UP!” 


There were seven of them, shooting their assault rifles in accurate shots, not going full auto, and 
concentrating their fire so that two of them would always be shooting at someone...and then the 
sand attacked them again. 


To the side of Katsuki, one of the Pussycats, Pixie Bob, was raising another squad of sand 
creatures, and the Pussycat leader, Mandalay, used their cover to run back from the enemy line... 
Did she go all the way over there to scout? To fight? Please tell me you killed one of them, at least, 
cat lady? 


The sand golems moved to fight the soldiers, but then a bigger soldier, at least a foot taller and 
decked out in black power armour with an imposing silver fur collar, jumped out of a trench behind 
them and moved in to engage the sand constructs, tearing into them with a long, wide bladed 
machete and then his bare hands. 


Katsuki used the short lull in the fight to shoot at the others, pushing them back to their trenches. 
How the fuck did they even make those? Some lame trench-digging Quirk? Or...tech. They...fuck, 
those helmets, I remember them. They’re those Quirkless fucks Deku and Mina and Shinsou 
fought...fuck. No wonder they can shoot ...they have nothing else! “FUCK YOU, BASTARDS!” 


The soldiers retreated, but only a little. J just need an opening to blast up beside them and I'll take 
them all out at the trench. Maybe...Todoroki and Yaoyorozu, they can attack one side and I... He 
looked around for them, and found Momo patching up Aizawa. Fucking hell, they hit Sensei? 


How? When? Was it...was it because he was holding the smoke at bay? FUCKING COWARDS 
ft} 


“FUCK YOU, YOU PIECE OF SHIT GUN COWARDS! FIGHT US LIKE MEN!” 


He resolved to obliterate them as soon as he could, but to do that he needed to keep on fighting and 
wait for others to help him...at least in being a distraction. This would be so much easier if we had 
Kaminari with his gear. Maybe Sero, I’m sure he’d have some ideas. Tokage would have the 
easiest time taking the battle to them...and probably make passes at me and Eijirou as she did so. 
Camie...now she could win this alone. 


But he’d work with what he had. Which now didn’t include Deku, or the League of Villains. Good 
riddance. Or even Toga and her useless brother, and that creepy spymaster she worked for... Did 
they fucking flee the battle ? I expected little of them, but this? More cowards. We don’t fucking 
need them. I can win with Eijirou, fuck them all. 


Then the firing stopped, for an instant. He was so caught up in the dance between cover and cover, 
and the song of firing back, that he didn’t even hear the big supersoldier begin talking...until he 
heard him say the names of his friend...and the sarcastic asshole that had somehow become a 
fixture in his friend group anyway. 


Does he count, too? He’s kind of weak but I respect that he kidnapped a king and ended what 
nearly escalated into a full blown world war. Even if he did get 90% of his bones shattered to make 
it work and needed months of physiotherapy. 


“SHINSHOU HITOSHI! ASHIDO MINA! YOUR DEATH IS THE WILL OF THE KING!” 


That confirmed pretty much every conjecture forming in Katsuki’s mind; the villains had more 
than one goal, more than one grudge. The Iconoclast may have a vendetta against All Might, and 
these guys wanted Mina and Shinsou dead , so it wasn’t much of a logical leap to imagine that 
others in the group might have plots against Deku himself, and the League. And most likely...for 
me. I am the very best at making enemies, truly glorious at that... 


He imagined that the list of villains who’d want a piece of him was thousands long, and much 
more if their families were added. J stop villains, whatever the cost. If I started worrying about 
their shitty brothers or sons going after me, it would never end and I’d suck at my job. I'll fucking 
win , no matter what. They could have just not become villains if they wanted me to treat them 
with fucking silk gloves. 


Shinsou and Mina were frozen for an instant, clearly feeling guilty for bringing some of the 
trouble, but that changed when Aizawa and Yaoyorozu started outlining a plan. They somehow 
made themselves heard over the explosions, which now included someone’s Quirk for a change, 
some weird sticky plasma grenades of some kind, and soon everyone was on board, even the fat, 
crying priest who kept on fumbling his prayers. 


As they gathered to act, Katsuki looked at everyone else; the teachers looked like hammered shit, 
with Mandalay having a pretty nasty cut in one arm that had to mean she had gone toe to toe with 
the supersoldier’s machete. The younger heroes were in better condition, even Shinsou and Mina 
who looked absolutely haunted . And it seemed like the only remaining civvie was the priest. 


“Everyone knows what to do. We take them down and then move in to secure the buildings. Any 
questions?” Yaoyorozu asked, and when nobody raised their hands, she pointed in the direction of 
the fight. “Excellent! Move out, everyone!” 


Katsuki looked at his impromptu team; Eijirou, Tsuyu and Tokoyami. Tsuyu had tied her dress 
around her legs in a way that looked more suited to fighting, and her shoes were long gone, and 
Tokoyami was using his cape to strengthen Dark Shadow. Edgy bastard really planned ahead, eh? 
Good. 


“Come on, you bastards! Follow me!” he yelled, and he led them, taking the right flank of their 
attack. Todoroki and Yaoyorozu would lead the left flank, using the sea to add more water to 
Todoroki’s ice, and they would all cover Aizawa, who would disrupt any Quirk users the enemy 
might throw their way. 


And most importantly, the centre would be led by the Pussycats, with another wave of sand 


constructs, and a clone that Twice started to make from the disgusting brown goo he made, and it 
made Eijirou grow even paler. Why...when did his skin get so ashen? So cold and clammy and... 
soft? Eijirou, why are you letting up your Unbreakable ? 


The clone took shape and started to become taller and taller, and Katsuki heard Twice laughing and 
shouting, “You see? I had something useful buried in my memories! The measurements of 
Gigantomachia! Haha! Go on, big guy, ATTACK!” 


Katsuki had never expected to see that beast of a man ever again, after the government had buried 
him in some secret prison and it was chi lling to see him grow to what he assumed was his normal 
size...and it still towered to the top of the pavilion. 


“IT ONLY FOLLOW THE ORDERS OF THE MASTER!” bellowed the clone, and, beside Katsuki, 
Ejjirou started violently trembling. Katsuki reached over to touch his shoulder, concern growing as 
his hand touched even more of the ink, orange and blue and tingling at his fingertips...and 
Eijirou’s skin wasn’t as it should be. 


It makes no sense. If he’s scared, stressed, he should be armoring up...What the fuck? WHAT THE 
FUCK? 


“Oh yeah, about that...umm...” Twice said, reasoning with the clone. “I don’t have measurements 
for that guy . Ya know, the AFO guy...” Don’t you fucking dare! Katsuki started to walk towards 
Twice; even a cloned AFO would turn a bad situation into a complete nightmare... “Yeah, I won’t 
clone the guy! So...GIGANTO! Your boss gave me the message! He says ATTACK!” 


“Oh, okay then.” Without another word, the clone charged, ducking under the pavilion and running 
between barricades, closely followed by the sand constructs, Tensei lida and Tiger, while 
Mandalay, Pixie Bob and Ragdoll formed a protective triangle around the priest and moved 
onward. 


“Itll be alright, Eijirou. He ain’t fucking real.” Katsuki said, hugging Eijirou tightly, not giving a 
damn that his tuxedo shirt got all lathered in the creepy orange paint. 


“Kats...he looked real enough. What if he turns on us?” 


“Look, Ei. Remember the damage the clones can take...He’s dying already.” The clone had 
managed to reach the trenches and start demolishing them, but it had then caught a grenade 
launcher blast to the face and started turning back into disgusting goo. If only it had been so easy 
with the real one... 


It was enough of an opening, though, and instants later a cannon shooting steel nets and pillars of 
ice started harassing the soldiers as they retreated, trying to keep order, one of them standing his 
ground to shoot, full auto, at the heroes as the others bounded to cover, and them covering him as 
he ran afterwards. 


“COME ON!” Ground Zero yelled, giving Eijirou one last hug and charging, blasting to the air 
followed closely by Tsukuyomi, who was using his cloak and Dark Shadow to fly, and a bit behind 
ran Tsuyu and Eijirou, who had hardened his skin somewhat and took a few more hits without 
flinching. It was just a moment. he’s fine...We’re all fine. 


They rushed forward, trying to cut off the soldiers’ retreat before they reached the buildings, when 
they were suddenly flanked themselves by two people running. Katsuki turned his hands their way, 
ready to blast them and order Tokoyami to tear the remains to shreds, when he identified their 
clothes as torn tuxedos and not red and black Mbele Army fatigues. 


But when he saw that they were Mr. Compress and Dabi, he almost changed his mind... 


Until a bullet zipped past his ear, and a second one shot towards Froppy, caught in the last instant 
by Red Riot...but this time, instead of taking it as if a mere tickle, he let out a real groan of pain, 
doubled over and puked. 


“Eijirou!” he yelled, turning in midair towards him, ready to get him out of the way, when the third 
shot rang. If the last one had hurt Eijirou, this one might really injure him... 


The bullet smacked against a tightly packed wall of earth that decompressed suddenly in the way. 
“You better move quicker, the sniper will still have eyes on you for a hundred more meters that 
way!” Compress said, sounding every bit the harmless uncle...and yet, even with all that Katsuki 
couldn’t trust him, he had just saved Eijirou from getting hurt further. 


“THIS CHANGES NOTHING!” he yelled at Compress, flipping him off, but then he tried calming 
his voice a little. “But we can’t let that fucker pick us off. Do you have someone already on it?” 


“Spinner.” said Dabi, crouching down to breathe for an instant. 


“Not enough.” Katsuki said, with an angry huff. “Tsukuyomi, Froppy, go help that lizard, do it!” 
He turned to the villains. “You two, get the fuck off my face. Do something useful somewhere 
else, I won’t fight having to watch my back from you lot.” 


“We’re on the same side!” Compress insisted, and Katsuki stared at him with all his anger and 
resentment. The older man shrank, then nodded, “Yeah, it’ll be for the best. Shig...Tenko told us 
to help Aizawa.” 


“Then FUCKING DO THAT!” 


“You’re a massive fucking prick.” Dabi said, but he nodded, and motioned for his teammate to 
follow him. 


Setting off a massive fire wall to cover them from the sniper’s sight for a while, Dabi led 
Compress diagonally to the other side of the hero line, and in the brief moment before the fire 
could go out, Katsuki was left alone with Eijirou. 


“That...that fucking hurt.” he said, clutching a bullet from his torso and showing it to Katsuki. The 
lead had crushed itself into a chunk when it hit, and it wasn’t covered in blood, but the skin where 
it had impacted looked severely bruised. “I... don’t know what’s happening with my Quirk. With 
my head...I feel like I can’t focus. It’s like...like one of Cementoss’ lectures after not sleeping for 
two days...I dunno what’s happening...” 


“It’s probably...look, Eijirou, you got a dart stuck there.” He saw now the little feathers of a dart, 
the type used to tranquilize wild animals, protruding from Eijirou’s neck. He removed it quickly, 
and saw it dripping a bit of blue liquid. “It'll be fucking fine. We’Il get a medkit in a bit. Just have 
to run down these fools, they’re not far. All we have to do is look scary and they’ll shit 
themselves.” 


His red eyes looked more distant by the second, rolling around drowsily. What the fuck was in the 
dart? How could it even stick? Where did they shoot it from? Please...please don’t let it be 
something horrible... “Yeah...we can look really scary...just...just gotta shout at them. I'll be 
right behind you!” 


Looking back to the fight, Katsuki realized that the soldiers had retreated further back, bounding to 
cover far faster than he could have expected. There was no sign of the huge supersoldier now, but 


at least he could be sure that the man wouldn’t be sneaking up on anyone with what seemed like 
half a ton of titanium on him. 


Then we'll take him out when we dig out his hiding place. Blast him to hell for hurting Eijirou and 
our friends... 


They started running, Katsuki keeping pace with Eijirou, who still ran pretty fast...but was getting 
slower. They saw two of their soldiers had taken a stand about a hundred meters to their front, and 
hadn’t spotted them yet. One of them was shooting at the heroes, not with his rifle but with the 
crappy paintball gun, spraying the Pussycats with slow moving globs of blue and orange paint, and 
then switching the ammo box on top of the gun and shooting some mote... 


While the other soldier aimed to the sky with a red pistol, and shot a bright green flare. 


And from all around surged more enemies. From the pool area appeared a force of soldiers, led by 
a woman dressed like an old school biker delinquent, with a creepy mask. From the jungle 
appeared four more troopers and a man in a tight fitting armor, or perhaps cybernetics, and they 
enveloped a part of the heroes, including Aizawa and Dabi. 


The pool soldiers instantly zeroed in their weapons against Katsuki and Eijirou, and opened up with 
a hail of paintballs, as well as some darts they sidestepped. Katsuki’s bare arms were pelted with 
orange ink, and Eijirou’s face caught some more. 


Katsuki countered with a volley of explosions, catching the woman in the mask and sending her 
flying into one of the restaurants, and one of the soldier’s guns exploded in his hands, torn to 
shreds by a concussion blast. They scattered, melting into the shadows, and an instant later he saw 
no sign of them. 


“YEAH, FUCKERS! RUN AWAY! CAN’T TAKE ME IN A FIGHT?” he yelled, but the moment 
he slowed down, he felt a wave of cold sweat run down his spine. /t’s not supposed to feel this cold 
in the fucking beach, is it? His hands felt colder, too, and a bit clumsier... 


And then he spotted Eijirou, lying on the floor. 


“EIJTROU!” he yelled, rushing to his side. He was there in an instant, checking him for any more 
damage; there was bruising, and his skin was absolutely covered in ink, but beyond that he didn’t 
have as much as a scratch. And when he checked his breathing, he almost cried; he was still 
breathing steadily, as if he was simply asleep. 


They are just trang darts and shit. He got hit a lot, so of course he’s fucking snoozing on me. It’s 
all fucking fine...We have to get to somewhere safe . He picked up Eijirou, heaving him up to his 
shoulders in a fireman’s carry, and looked around for a strong, discrete place. /’// put you down in 
there and get a medkit. They have stuff for all kinds of injuries and illnesses in hotels, just gotta 
find a nurse’s station of some kind... There! 


He found one of the warehouses for pool equipment and rushed in, closing the large doors behind 
them. The building was large, made to stock up the supplies needed to keep the pools clean and 
safe for months on end, as well as store the chairs not used, and on the far side, he thought he saw 
some supplies for the cleaning and maintenance for the restaurants and bars around the pools. 


The warehouse was divided into four corridors with racks in the middle. The racks went on for a 
dozen meters each, then intersected with a corridor, and another rack began, and each one reached 
the ceiling, full of pool stuff that Katsuki couldn’t even begin to guess the use for. 


It was lit by long led strips, one over each corridor, but the instant they closed the doors, they 
started flickering on and off, as if some faulty plug had been installed... 


The flickering lights started going dark then, one by one, as Katsuki made his way to the middle of 
the warehouse and set Eijirou down beside him. And then he heard the doors start opening again... 
and the few lights that remained finally went out. 


He heard boots in the distance, very quiet but still audible. Four men, maybe five...and then the 
door closing again. In the darkness, he saw five pairs of red circles in the middle aisle for a 
moment, then some disappeared, and when they reappeared, the dim red glow was coming from 
the side aisles. They are surrounding us! Up close, it’ll be a shitty fight. I have no idea what’s 
flammable in here, and I will seriously murder these assholes if they get close enough... 


He heard them get closer and closer. The lights in the corridor closest to him got too close and he 
retreated back, taking cover behind boxes of disinfectant powder for the pools, and he held his 
breath... 


In one of the other corridors a man suddenly gave a couple quick steps, and he heard the click of a 
rifle’s safety moving...and then nothing. A few seconds later, on the opposite side, he heard a 
quick breath. They are good, but still human...and they will fuck up, just like anyone else. And I'll 
take them then... 


Katsuki took a quick peek down the corridor, expecting to see the lights of their goggles again. 
Even if they moved decisively, they’d still be there, moving to attack, three soldiers in front of 
him, the other two ready to flank... 


The squad was gone. Every light was gone. Any glimpse that he might catch from their uniforms, 
as his sight adjusted to the gloom, gone. It had to be an ambush. 


And he’d beat them, kill them all! 


If he started to fight, in a confined space, he could catch them all at the same time, be faster than 
them... 


There was no click of the gun cocking, no sound of footsteps approaching, just the cold metal of a 
gun barrel pressing against his neck, hard. 


“This is a Tembo 10 millimetre sidearm. Every man that walked in here carries one. Point blank, 
like so,” The gun dug deeper into his neck when he tried turning his head, “it will sever your spine, 
cut a very big exit hole. If you get medical attention, you might walk again. But the most likely 
outcome is paralysis or a quick, gurgling death. So don't try anything stupid. ” 


Katsuki couldn't place that accent, or that voice. South African? Speaking in English, is she? “Who 
the fuck are you?” One of them? The woman in the mask? No, she looked much, much clumsier. 
This one’s a pro. Katsuki tried to ignite his hands. /'ll take that gamble. “Don’t try anything 
stupid”...FUCK YOU! I'll die on my fucking feet. 


But there was no spark; his Quirk seemed asleep . Fuck, fuck, FUCK! What is going on? What did 
they do to me? “Your right arm, look at it. Closely.” The woman shifted as he turned his head, 
staying where he couldn't see the slightest bit of her, and he could only notice that by trying to 
catch a glimpse; she made no sound as she moved. 


He looked at his arm; with his sleeve ripped off, he could see the entirety of his arm...and the 
many blotches of orange paint. 


When he saw them, he felt the adrenaline start to fade, and he noticed that the ink itched , biting 
into his arm, making his Quirk feel far away....Shivers ran down his spine as the realization hit 
him, and he figured what he had been hit with. 


“Can't use your Quirk.” The woman kept the gun to his neck. The neck, not the head. She 
threatened me by saying the consequences if I live. She doesn't want to kill me, yet... 


Chapter End Notes 


See you next time, and may this be a really good year for you all! 


Just as planned 
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See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Six hours earlier 


“ Kiongozi , everything is ready.” Silverback’s radio crackled to life with a tiny bit of static. “The 
boat is in position, dropping the anchor winch now.” 


“Copy that. Dive down and secure it.” 


“Yes, kiongozi, sir.” The supersoldier heard first the anchors dropping, then the rattle of chains, the 
splash of the winch machine, and finally, two of the sailors, diving down. Good. One more trap set 
up. If the big demon does his part, we'll take out the Beast by drowning. If not...we’ll see. 


A few moments later, Silverback’s radio crackled again inside his helmet, as he heard the sailors 
scrambling back onto the small boat they had taken, which was simply the Imfingo ’s lifeboat with 
an outboard motor attached to it to slowly glide the waves. “All done, sir. The chains will serve.” 


“Have you been spotted?” If the small team of sailors were spotted by the hotel security, they 
would hightail it, making for the opposite direction of where the /mfingo had been beached. Since 
it had sacrificed the anchor for one side, they couldn’t keep it securely afloat, so they had driven 
the ship into the sand of a small, secluded bay. 


By the time the tides rose again, the following night, Silverback would lead whoever remained 
back to the ship, push it back to the water, and leave with the heads of Mina Ashido, Hitoshi 
Shinsou, Himiko Toga and Izuku Midoriya. 


“Negative. We flashed the security cameras with green lasers with every splash, and kept our boat 
quiet. The security personnel seemed exceedingly well armed when a patrol came around, an hour 
ago, but not too aware .” 


Silverback wouldn’t underestimate the hotel’s security force, as any attack on US territories was 
likely to be met by overwhelming, impressive firepower. Of all the demons, these are the ones who 
kept their obsession with cold iron the longest. But they are undisciplined. Warriors at best, not 
soldiers. 


“Keep that up. When the sun rises, stay beyond the horizon until you see a red flare.” The red flare 
meant that the objective had been completed, and the sailors would rush in, land and attack the 
heroes (or whoever remained) from the rear, for mass chaos and mayhem, and to distract any hero 
reinforcements. 


Truth was, those sailors would most certainly die. Silverback’s plan considered each and every 
soldier under his command an expendable asset, disposable and only valuable for the role they 
would have in the mission. His twenty-five (now twenty-four) soldiers had been raised from their 


youth for such a fate, and, as regular infantry, knew that their survival was always the last priority, 
and victory always came first. 


“Acknowledged, Mlima Kikosi. May God watch over you.” The sailor was African, but not from 
Mbele. His religion was different, of course, and his loyalty had been bought, like all his ilk, but he 
would die for the King’s honour anyway. One way or another, they serve . 


“The Gods look after you as well. Fight with honour.” Honour was a strange concept for the people 
of Mbele; with the last few kings reacting to the world changing with isolation and then conquest, 
the warrior’s way of life had come to represent the true path. Loyalty to the king, to the generals, to 
the officers, giving one’s life for Mbele... that was honour. 


But to fight with honour...that was certainly a different idea. If two soldiers of Mbele somehow 
had ended up as enemies on a battlefield, honour would have dictated a clean, lawful battle, where 
the best man would win. 


But they had not fought men in the war; they had battled devils. And honour dictated no mercy for 
them...unless it served purpose . And that’s where the bullets we bought from the Synthetic come 
in. This “mercy” is simply a part of our battle...temporary. 


Mbele military doctrine relied heavily on countering Quirks chemically. Where a Mlima Kikosi 
supersoldier might match a First World country’s ranking pro hero in single combat, the vast 
majority of the troops were barely augmented, only enhanced with a few chemical treatments that 
rendered them fearless and loyal. Against stronger Quirks, they would have perished in droves... 


But Quirk neutralizers leveled the playing field. With good coordination, squads of infantry could 
take down entire villages, and supported by the smaller mech walkers, bipedal unmanned gears 
called Ng’ombe , “cows”, for the “moo” sound they sometimes roared, settlements could be 
rendered Quirkless within minutes...and then the killing began. 


With rifles, machetes or even their bare hands, the troops tortured and murdered. Quirkless boys 
and young men were taken as conscripts, sent back to Mbele for “training”...once they were cut 
from fear and loyal to the King, they were citizens. 


Mbele troops were exceedingly cruel. In fact, Silverback’s “war crimes”, as the US troops had 
informed him, would have been enough for several hundred years in prison...that is, if they hadn’t 
lied about shutting down their black sites decades prior. If I hadn’t escaped, I’d know by now. 


Escaping, finding his armour, freeing the others...that was all in the past now. 


“Men, stand to.” Silverback said, standing up to address the forces gathered in the clearing. The 
twenty-four Mbele soldiers had once been 25, but he had confidently sacrificed one of their number 
to that disgusting demon, the Synthetic. “You all know the plans, and how the Iconoclast’s people 
fit into it. They are not your officers; do not entertain any order given by them. Fight alongside 
them.” And afterwards...we’ll see. 


The troopers didn’t need to answer, but the sailors he had armed responded with whispered “Yes, 
sir’ and “Aye, boss”. They also had a part to play in the coming battle, of course, and were slightly 
more valuable, since they would crew the ship away... But plans change. Their sacrifice might be 
more valuable than their sailing. 


In a perfect world, instead of his meager force and lowly Quirked allies, Silverback would have his 
brothers of the Mlima Kikosi, true commandos of the Mountain Brigade, twenty of them, 
supported by swarm drones to do the reconnaissance, a quick, agile drone gunship, and an 


airdropped Joka la Kabe bipedal tank walker. 


The twenty meter tall mech would level the hotel in seconds, its missile pods and railgun engaged, 
and then turn around and smite the Beast, Izuku Midoriya. The gunship would strafe the wedding 
pavilion, and the Mlima Kikosi would kill whoever remained, their dying breaths caught by the 
swarm drones... 


But he didn’t live in that perfect world. His brothers were gone, either killed or under arrest and 
facing millenia of combined sentences. If there was a way to get a Joka la Kabe walker in the black 
market, he didn’t know it. And the gunship...those would be locked down even tighter. Recon 
drones might have been available, but time hadn’t been on their side to get any. 


He would make do, as a soldier should. 


“Men, our opponents are ruthless, bloodthirsty. Dangerous . But remove their powers, and they are 
nothing . Mere mortals, devoid of humanity. Less than animals. You know what to do.” 
Silverback hefted his Tembo Armories Mkuki medium machinegun, heavily improved over 
decades from Russian designs, carrying close to three thousand rounds for it on his person, both in 
boxes and loose belts. 


On his back he carried a Hewa grenade launcher, at his side a hand cannon, basically a Tembo 
sidearm upscaled to be used by people in power armor (and to fire .50 caliber rounds), and, if all 
else failed, he had a dozen grenades and three blades of different sizes. 


“Hyena and Cobra squads, with me. Lion, circle around and start moving. I want you with eyes on 
the target as soon as possible, and radio silence for everything else.” Silverback said, motioning for 
his troops, divided in squads of seven, with hand signals, directing their movements to continue 
moving across the jungle. Separating the hotels from the closest town was a stretch of jungle, 
which they had chosen to insert and infiltrate. 


“Kraken, Orca,” he said, referring to the sailors. For them he had chosen ocean themed names, of 
course, and their squads weren’t as large, with just five men each. “Follow from a distance of fifty 
meters, then get to position. When the green flare goes, fight with the villains.” 


He started walking as Hyena squad led the way, sending scouts ahead. “Hammerhead, split off and 
do your thing. Hydra, Siren, rearguard. Move out.” 


They had already trekked through miles of jungle, sticking to the areas with best cover and 
concealment, but in the few miles that they crossed now, slowly, painstakingly, over the course of 
two hours, they found less and less vegetation, as the natural preserve turned into a simple park . 
They even found the trail that the Iconoclast’s people would be taking in a few hours to reach the 
hotel undetected, and left a squad behind to meet them. 


By 5:25, local time, they had reached the edge of the jungle and the squads had started the next 
phase of the plan, splitting off in different directions. Half the force crossed the beach quickly and 
took refuge on the jungle growing on the other side, some melted into the woods. 


And Hyena squad, personally led by Silverback, walked all the way to the wedding pavilion, 
blinding the nearby cameras with lasers. “Go, go, go.” he whispered into his radio, as the seven 
soldiers withdrew breaching charges from their backpacks and placed them at a decent firing 
distance from the big tent; meant to blow doors and walls by directing the breaching blast inward , 
they would serve well to create quick trenches, and nearby they buried some metal plates they had 
taken off the Jmfingo ’s side, which would give them some added cover. 


“Back to the jungle now!” he ordered, when everything was finally in place, and there was no 
movement coming from the hotel, no cry of alarm, nothing . They were in the clear...for now. 


Taking cover two dozen meters inside the jungle, the force dug down to wait. Hidden by the 
underbrush and the shadows, they would be almost completely invisible. And any guard who 
might spot them would find himself growing a red smile from one side of his neck to the other... 


They waited and waited. As a Mlima Kikosi, Silverback had fought much more than the average 
soldier, but even such elite units had incredible amounts of waiting around in their lives. The starry 
night sky, dark blue and silver, turned to grey, then hues of orange and blue as the sun rose. The 
weather became hotter and the humidity remained powerful, and even through his helmet’s air 
filters, Silverback could smell the sea’s salty spray. 


Six a.m. arrived, then seven and eight. Through his helmet’s magnification function, Silverback 
watched every single detail as the hotel staff brought out food and other niceties for the wedding, 
and he cursed the Iconoclast for choosing to make his entrance at the right moment...When the 
squad left behind to meet the Iconoclast, Kraken, finally called in to notify that the villains had 
arrived, all the guests had started to show up. 


“Kraken, lead them through the jungle to their positions, run if you must. Hyena, forward. Lion, 
Cobra, be ready.” Silverback didn’t wait for his men to follow his order, and simply leapt into 
action, rushing out of the jungle cover and dropping to his stomach, moving prone, low to the 
ground, pushing himself forward with elbows and knees, moving quick but not fast enough to blow 
a cloud of dust behind him. 


Hyena squad rallied around him, crawling just as quickly and quietly. The sand was probably warm 
and toasty beneath, but the troopers’ fatigues were highly resistant to temperature (as a measure 
against temperature Quirks), and thus they could crawl unhindered. And Silverback...through 
thick, fully insulated and air cooled titanium armour, he didn’t feel a thing. 


They crawled along, over more than two hundred meters of open, sandy ground, and the wedding 
inched ever closer, to the point where they could now hear that capitalist devil Hatsume speaking 
passionately. A few dozen meters ahead, the cloning shetani , Twice, had taken the microphone 
and spoke. Unholy creature, multiplying against all the laws of nature, like cancer cells...Your 
death will be sweet. 


“Kraken here, the demons have reached their positions. We’re taking the sniper into the building 
now.” The soldier then spoke a couple sentences in English, and stayed silent for a while, the only 
sound being the sniper’s heavy breathing as they ran up some stairs. “In position. Mzamo is with 
the ally, I will give the go ahead...now. Iconoclast moving.” 


By now Silverback and Hyena squad were in position, a few meters away from their explosives, 
and they could hear Izuku Midoriya, the Beast, speaking in Japanese, his voice full of emotion. 
Full of hope and confidence, full of happiness and love . 


“Silverback, ’m almost there. Attack when / attack.” The Iconoclast had finally tuned into the 
private radio connection with Silverback, and just in time. Fair enough, young one. with your 
phosphorus and our bullets, the “pop” of these charges will almost go unnoticed... 


To Silverback’s surprise, the Iconoclast let the priest finish the ceremony, and, since everyone’s 
eyes were fixed on the altar, he could even raise his head a bit and watch as the Beast removed the 
bride's veil away from the Nightmare Man’s Daughter and kissed her deeply. 


They were devils, monsters, responsible for the deaths of sixteen of his brothers. Some he had 


known only briefly, some he had known for decades. Revenge called to revenge, and I made 
common cause with a lowly demon, but now...now I avenge them 


And then, standing each on the side of the groom and bride, respectively, he saw Shinsou and 
Ashido. Utterly unimpressive, powerless at a glance and yet...his blood boiled at their very sight. 


The two had snatched victory from the jaws of defeat not once but twice, first foiling the plan to 
nuke Paris (which would have worked if they hadn’t allowed a demon to hold the detonator, and 
she hadn’t been taken down by heroes), and then used an Mbele autonomous transport aircraft, 
called an Ndege Mnene or “Fat Bird’, to smuggle themselves into Bonde Siri city...and out again, 
after kidnapping King Ndege Mweusi, the Blackbird, Emperor of Mankind by right. 


As much as Silverback wished for revenge against Midoriya and Toga, the other two were the 
priority. They die today... 


“T...[ AM THE ICONOCLAST! I am the one who destroys icons, symbols ... You took everything 
from me, All Might...SO I WILL TAKE EVERYTHING FROM YOU!” 


“NOW!” Silverback yelled, standing up as seven breaching charges detonated and the men swiftly 
dug out the metal plates to make for sturdy cover. He opened up with a quick salvo of bullets, 
feeling the wrath of battle all over his veins. J am alive. 1am a warrior, a soldier, a Mlima Kikosi. I 
am the last of my kind...and I will make them pay. 


His men joined in, forming an L and overlapping their arcs of fire, with the man to his right using 
the Quirk blockers and the man to his left an assault rifle. The heroes started reacting with 
prodigious speed...but it wouldn’t be enough. 


As they fired, the strange assassin, Ghost, came up beside Silverback, sprinting from the same 
route Iconoclast had taken, “Glad to finally join you all. Hatsume’s head is mine, remember that!” 


“Just start shooting. If the fallbacks happen, remember where to move to strike at your mark...” 
Silverback said, his voice projected over the gunfire by the speakers on his helmet. “Enough 
standing around, Ghost. Light them up with plasma! Start killing . This ends today.” 


“Why did you do it?” the kid asked, with an aggression Hisashi had seldom seen in someone so 
young. 


He was a grim, angry little gremlin, one of the kids that Izuku usually talked about in his meetings, 
that he had all but adopted as his little siblings. He is always so fiercely proud of every little thing 
these two do, even if it’s meaningless stuff, like the girl drawing something or the boy winning 
some track and field competition not even his teachers would care about...I wonder if he would 
have been like that with a sibling. Actually, I can’t even imagine having another kid for that, jeez. 


“Why what ?” Hisashi replied, defensively. Why did I jump at the chance of saving my life ? Take 
the closest way to escape? 


“You know what I meant.” the kid said, his voice full of venom. “You made us fall way off course, 
Midoriya. All Might had to think up a hundred different things and use power he barely has 
anymore to get us out so the grownups could fight , and you made us miss .” 


It had been a quick decision, of course. One moment, Hisashi had figured out that All Might was 
attempting to escape with Inko and the two children, the next he had jumped, grabbing onto the 
man’s suddenly-muscular neck. My instincts worked and got me the hell out of that...that warzone. 
Those bullets, those evil Quirks...it’s all horrid. Dreadful. I don’t deserve to be there... 


“T didn’t mean to, I had no way to know.” Hisashi said, raising his hands. Why? To protect my 
face? The kid’s just five feet tall, he’d need to jump...Why am I so afraid that everyone will attack 
me? My nerves are shot... 


“Yeah, suuuure.” After Hisashi had clung onto All Might, the superhero had leapt up into the sky, 
faster than any car or bike Hisashi had ever driven, the air hitting him with its full strength...and 
then they had stopped rising and started falling. 


It was all Hisashi could do to hold on and try and not piss himself, and somehow he managed both, 
though he did have to stop and vomit his entire breakfast after All Might landed, his legs becoming 
strong again in the last second to catch the fall’s shock entirely, making the landing smooth for the 
others. 


Limping in pain, and only narrowly having avoided projectile vomit, All Might had led them to the 
nearest bit of cover; the ticket house for the seaplane trips, which doubled as a control tower for the 
flights. 


The building was narrow, a solid two-storey house with a metal tower rising over the roof, full of 
communication equipment that Hisashi quickly noticed had been slashed up, all the cables cut at 
some point. But All Might had still cleared the house, to make sure it was not occupied, armed with 
nothing but his fierce, savage eyes and a protective attitude towards Inko and the kids. 


Unarmed, powerless, All Might still went room by room, making sure no villain was hiding 
there...and then he ordered the kids to watch over Hisashi at a room indoors, while Inko and him 
went up to the tower to try and call for help. 


The moment All Might had left, Hisashi had reached for his own phone. His phone plan was 
unlimited, with calls and texts worldwide included, though he mostly used it to keep in touch with 
business partners, check the stock market, or do a little bit of online gambling, nothing serious. 


But the moment his hand went into his trouser pocket, he could feel his heart beat even faster, 
which he had no idea was even possible; he had lost the phone at some point. No...NO! How can I 
call the police now? The army, heroes, whoever! How, HOW? My entire life is on that phone, but I 
can buy a new one, just...I just need it to call, get help! Get away from here! 


He despaired as he realized how his actual life was in the hands of his estranged ex-wife, her new 
man (which he despised), and two children , one of which looked out the window cautiously, with 
the unease of someone who had faced violence before and was actively fighting fear, and the other 
one, who had stood over Hisashi with all the positivity and support of a prison warden . 


And now needled him with questions, trying to make Hisashi feel ashamed of saving his skin, to 
dig in the reality of how it had cost the others the chance to run to safety, and had stranded them 
still inside the battle, at a marginally safer spot. 


“Tt’s fine if you don’t believe me. But I swear I thought he could carry us all!’ Hisashi said, as the 
boy stared daggers at him. What’s the brat’s name? Kovan or something ? “Kid, trust me, do you 
really think ’'d knowingly endanger us all? It was a mistake!” 


Hisashi’s escape plan hadn’t been actively malicious, of course not. He hadn’t wished to sabotage 


anyone...though he wouldn’t have objected to All Might staying behind, if it had been an option, 
though he didn’t have much of a logical reason to want that. 


“I’m not an idiot.” the kid said. Kouta! That was it, I remember now...the one with the cap. I 
remember thinking if he was hiding baldness with it...yeah, that’s him. Same dickhead glare. If he 
was an intern at my company, he’d get that bratty attitude beaten out with extra hours...Unpaid. “TI 
know how divorces work, sir. I know you and Auntie Inko got divorced. So of course that means 
you hate All Might, and ruined his plan!” 


It was such a naive view of things...then again the kid had to be what...eleven? Twelve? And he 
had likely only heard Izuku’s version, softened up for kids. “That’s the stupidest thing I’ve ever 
heard.” 


“No, hear him out.” the little girl turned from the window and moved next to Kouta. Which one’s 
this? Is she Tsuyu or was that another person? “Why else would a grownup try this? Everybody 
knows Mr. All Might’s power was pretty much gone, big bro Deku didn’t even think a jump like 
the one we did would be possible, normally...So to add more weight was obviously bad!” 


“T had no idea, I swear it!” Hisashi replied, trying to keep his tone soft. Damn brats. If I really 
wanted to hurt All Might, I’d sue him, or pay media outlets to dirty his image. I despise the guy but 
Id never hurt him! “And why would I ruin the chance to get away? I want to leave here as much 
as anyone!” 


The girl brushed her gray hair aside, absentmindedly touching her horn. It looked to be made of 
some kind of bone, and it looked strangely... organic . It moved slightly when the girl breathed, 
too. “That...that does make sense. Kouta, would this selfish man really sabotage himself?” 


“T mean...” Kouta said, tapping his foot down. It was only then that Hisashi noticed that the kid 
had committed a grave faux pas by combining a suit with hideous red shoes, the exact same kind 
that Izuku loved. Admiring my son will lead you down the darkest fashion paths, kid... 


“Listen to Tsuyu, kid, nobody in his right mind would actively work against saving themselves |” 


The kid’s anger flared then, as he took two steps closer to Hisashi, getting all up on his face, his 
scowl deeper than ever, “Her name is Eri.” Hisashi felt certain for a second that the kid would 
attack, and he wondered the age-old question of “how many grade schoolers can you fight at the 
same time?’’. Is it more than two? I’m not a fighter, hell no... 


“Hey, I’m bad with names of people, cut me some slack!” 


“Her name is Eri Aizawa and you will acknowledge that!” 


ae 


“Kouta, it’s okay...” she said, placing a placating hand on the boy’s shoulders. Thankfully that 
defused the situation a little, “Besides, sis Tsuyu is so cool!” 


“Which one is she? So I never make the same mistake? Thanks for the correction umm...Eri 
Aizawa.” 


“Tsuyu Asui, hero name Froppy! She does whatever a frog can! She can swim, she can win, she 
will catch, any villain! She’s FROPPY!” Eri said, belting out some unexpected jingle that Hisashi 
wasn’t sure how to react to. Little girl knew it by heart...what an obsessive little person. 


Hisashi shrugged, after a few awkward seconds, not knowing if she would burst into song again. 
“Umm...good work, kiddo!” he said, halfheartedly. “So she’s a...frog? And that’s like...a theme 
song?” 


“Yeah.” the boy said, as if it was the most obvious thing in the world. Hisashi tried remembering 
which one of Izuku’s friends was the frog, but for some reason he only pictured the lizard guy from 
Toga’s side of the wedding. That’s very prejudiced of me...!’'m sure this Tsuyu girl is probably 
cute as a button and would have been a much safer option for Izuku to date. 


“Does my son have one too?” 


“If you cared you’d know already.” Kouta said, almost spitting out the words, interrupting Eri as 
she drew a breath of air to sing. “Eri and I know, you know? That you ain’t a good dad. We kids 
with different families can tell.” 


“Yep!” Eri added, “Our families may not be traditional but we know love when we see it.” 


“Are you trying to /ecture me on parenting my son?” Hisashi replied, a little more aggressively 
than he had intended, but neither kid acted intimidated or backed down. Of course. If they aren’t 
shitting themselves in a fucking war, an adult raising his voice would hardly phase them. 


“Doesn’t take a grownup to spot a fuckup .” Kouta said, viciously. 


“Kouta, don’t curse!” Eri corrected, looking at the boy moodily, and the boy even started looking 
ashamed. She will rule your life, boy, run the fuck away as fast as you can! Save your freedom! 


“Sorry, Eri, I won’t do that again unless he earns it.” Kouta said, tugging at his gelled hair until it 
was even messier than before. 


“If he puts us all in danger [ll call him names just as much.” Eri replied committedly, striking the 
palm of her hand with her fist. She didn’t look especially tough with the cute braid and dainty 
dress, and every smile she had worn today, but when Hisashi crossed eyes with Eri again he saw 
darkness. Real shit, not like going bankrupt or getting sued or denting your BMW after rear-ending 
the guy you have been tailgating for a mile when he stops. 


Real darkness, pain and death and all that jazz...You saved her from that, Izuku? “Most of our 
heroes wouldn’t want us cursing. I mean, maybe Bakugou would be proud, and he can be funny!” 


“T get it, Eri.” Kouta said, then turned back to Hisashi. “I won’t insult you again because I admire 
Deku, and wanna be a good hero like that. You do deserve to be called that.” 


“Like hell I do.” Hisashi shot back, “Who even are you to criticize adults? You understand nothing 
, know nothing of my experiences, you don’t know my story.” 


“Maybe not.” Kouta said, “Maybe we’re just kids. But maybe we have good role models, maybe 
we simply aren’t blind .” 


“T hate to admit it, but big bro doesn’t really talk about you, sir. Not in a happy voice. Yes, we are 
just kids, but...we care about our big bro. He saved us , in more ways than one and...I think you 
don’t understand that part.” Eri said, shrugging. “Maybe we don’t understand adult stuff like 
divorces or...or /eaving .” She said the last part bitterly but with resignation, with much more 
maturity in that little action than what Hisashi would ever have expected. Have you made peace 
with someone...someone leaving you behind? 


“Yeah, I guess you’re right.” Hisashi replied. “There’s a lot of things I don’t get about my son. 
And...it is worthless to lie to children , even if you are really getting on my nerves, you hero- 
worshipping brats .” 


“W orshipping?” Eri asked, exchanging a glance with Kouta, “Have you seen heroes in action?” 


“No, Eri, he has a point. I used to hate heroes, remember?” Kouta said, placing a hand on Eri’s 
arm, gently touching over one of her many, many scars. What exactly did Izuku save you from, 
little girl? I’m terrified just imagining... 


“You did, kid?” 


“Yeah,” Kouta sighed, then motioned for Hisashi to sit down already. “All Might and Auntie Inko 
should still take a while longer, and the battle won’t be over until Deku ends it, one good St. Louis 
Smash to the head of that gas mask clown after the others are taken out, so might as well tell you.” 


“A Detroit Smash would be a more classic way to end the battle, Kouta.” Eri said, with the air of 
someone very knowledgeable. “Though...imagine if Big Bro Mirio and Tamaki were also here! 
Lemillion could get right there! One, two, POWER!” she said, instantly switching from a 
harmless child into a tiny boxer, bounding from side to side quickly, getting within distance of 
Kouta and then throwing a scarily quick punch just an inch away from the boy’s jaw. My plan to 
fistfight these two is now very much scrapped. 


And Kouta seemed to love it. “Oh man, that would have done short work of it! And Amajiki- 
aniki’s tentacles to break those guns? Fuck yeah!” 


Eri let the curse go, since the boy was complimenting her fantasy plan, and just grinned, hands on 
her hips. But after a few more moments of throwing around daydreams of their older hero friends 
saving the day, the two got a bit more serious again, and Eri said, “But seriously...dad and mom 
and our big friends will fix it.” 


“You think that will be enough? That my son will just...“fix it’? Aren’t you scared ? It’s a damn 
warzone out there.” Hisashi said, shaking his head. “The fight outside...you’re just kids . It’s not 
right...how can you be so calm? So blindly trusting of my son and all the others?” 


“Of course we’re scared!” Eri replied, and Hisashi noticed for the first time a slight tremble on her 
lips, and her hands shaking, “It’s horrible! My daddy got hurt already, mom is still in danger, 
Kouta’s family is right there too. But we have to be brave!” 


“Bro says that the only moment bravery counts for anything is when you’re scared. If not, then 
you’re just...confident, not brave . ’'m scared. Eri’s scared. You are scared.” Kouta stated, matter 
of factly. “We may be just kids and all you grownups want to protect us but...but we’re strong 
too!” 


“We get that we can’t help, but panicking helps even less! So you have to be brave and let the 
heroes finish the fight!” 


“They’ ll save everyone .” Kouta added. Hisashi didn’t know if the boy meant to reassure Hisashi or 
himself. “And while they do, and All Might gets even more badass heroes to come around and kick 
ass-” 


“That Deku will probably tell us all about, too!” 
“while they do that, Ill tell you about how I hated heroes.” Kouta finished. 
“..why?” Hiashi asked, “I get it’s probably important to you but...” 


“If you have to ask, that’s all we need. So sit down, adult .” Kouta said, making it sound rather 
rude. Hisashi complied and stayed down, for now. “I was five when it happened, when my...” 


“It’s okay, Kouta.” Eri said, hugging him from the side gently, so kindly that Hisashi almost forgot 


how she had suddenly tried to punch Kouta tu punctuate an idea. “You don’t have to tell details...” 


“T told you, right? Every part.” the boy said, looking straight into the girl’s eyes. Jeez, I probably 
never trusted anyone with “details” bad enough to make me pause a story...These two really are 
close. 


“And I told you everything too. But we don’t have to tell this... adult .” Oh there they go again... 


“Yeah...yeah.” he turned to Hisashi again, comforted by Eri’s hug and not moving away from it. “T 
was five, back then. My parents were heroes, a duo called Water Hose, and they...they were 
murdered , in the line of duty.” 


Hisashi bit back all the comments that sprung to mind; how he had never heard of them, how that 
was a potential risk for all heroes. He cursed himself for even thinking that, and instead nodded, 
letting the boy continue his tale. 


“Tt was a villain called Muscular. A monster , a hero killer...When my mom and dad died I just 
asked “why?’. Why had they been out there? Why had they put their lives on the line? Why had 
they left me alone? I was angry! I was so alone and scared that...that I couldn’t even let myself cry 
and miss them, no...I just got angry.” 


His voice cracked at several points, choking sobs back immediately. Eri hugged him even closer. “T 
started hating heroes, all of them . They seemed just as responsible as the villain...all those others 
that had encouraged them, fought with them, they were all guilty . I wanted someone to point a 
finger at, someone to blame, someone...someone to be mad at. So I just saw that heroes fought and 
called them violent. I saw they risked their lives for strangers, and said they didn’t care for their 
families. I saw them get recognized and I said they were arrogant.” 


“It’s one way to look at things, kid. And like I said, you are still young and don’t yet understand 
everything. Even we adults don’t know everything...” 


“Yeah,” Kouta replied, with a clipped nod, “It was one way of looking at things and...Deku 
showed me another one, better. My auntie Shino is...she’s been almost like a mom to me but back 
then I was angry at her. I hated being at a camp with heroes, more heroes than I’d seen since... 
since mom and dad died and there was a funeral. And well...when I met Deku, I punched him in 
the nuts.” 


“Oof...” Hisashi said, flinching on instinct. 


“T thought he was bad. Fake. That him trying to be friendly was fake, that he wasn’t good or brave 
or anything. That he just wanted to fight villains and get killed stupidly some day. I hated him.” 
Kouta said, getting a bit teary eyed. “But he saved me anyway. First when umm...when I saw girls 
and...” 


He crossed eyes with Eri, who raised an eyebrow at him. The boy turned completely red and turned 
away, “ANYWAY! I feel down from like...five meters high?” 


“How did you even get up there?” 


“Ummm...cause I’m badass!” Kouta said, not very convincingly. “Whatever. Deku saved me from 
that dumb fall. I got even madder. I thought he was the worst. And then...the camp was attacked, 
and Muscular was there. He knew me. And he wanted to kill me.” 


“Fucking hell.” Hisashi muttered, ignoring Eri shaking her head at that. “Murder a five year old?” 


“T was almost six .” Kouta answered, with a kid’s stubborn pride. J can remember losing that when 
I turned 23. Good times. “But yeah. Muscular’s bad news and my Quirk...well, the only six year 
old who could have fought against a guy that strong would have been like...like...Eri, is there any 
hero we know?” 


“No hero, no.” she said, then turned grim and said, “But someone that age could have killed him.” 
Kouta hugged her back, fiercely, protectively, until she smiled again, a minute later. 
“Hey, kid, sorry to nitpick but hadn’t you said you were five then?” 


“Shut up.” Kouta said, “I couldn’t have gotten away. Muscular would have killed me, and have fun 
killing me. Deku stopped him. He was there one second, getting in the way. He fought...” 


“He always fights.” Eri added, grinning. 


“He fought, but Muscular just...kept going. Deku had to use more and more power and I saw how 
much it hurt ...And I understood . I got it at that moment, why heroes fight. Some...some are bad, 
yep. But Deku? Mom and dad? They fight because it is right . To protect , not to hurt. I had done 
nothing but mistreat Deku and he still fought for me so...I tried to help.” 


“That was brave!” Eri said. 
“Nah, combining your power with his to fight? That is brave. I...I just helped a little.” 


“And then Izuku managed to win?” Hisashi asked. He had never considered his son from that point 
of view, from the eyes of those he helped, and the crude, simple language the kid was using just... 
hit hard. 


“He broke his arms and who knows what else to do it. But yeah, Deku WON! And he still carried 
me back, to my auntie, and then he ran back again to help...It was a big thing. Made me think, 
think more than ever. And...and then I cried. I understood , and it made sense.” 


“Wow...” Hisashi replied, speechless. “So...so that was the time he stayed at the hospital for a 
long time?” He remembered now; the urgent messages from Inko, after he ignored seven calls that 
came in while he was at an important business meeting, her doubts about her parenting, her fear for 
Izuku’s future and trusting UA...and Hisashi had pushed all that aside. He had been busy ...or so 
he had told himself. 


Had it simply been fear? Terror at being responsible for his son, and his future, further worsened 
by the physical danger? Or worse, apathy? He had shrugged it off as a “hero thing” and his 
messages to Inko about it had been hollow words, little actual comfort, he realized. He had not 
honestly meant to reassure her, just react to the situation. His heart had never been in it. 


Not that time, nor in any of Izuku’s hospital stays, had Hisashi called. At times he had texted, but 
his messages, and Izuku’s response to them, had been clipped, awkward, and he had finally 
stopped. 


“Big bro was there a few days, then he broke the rules to rescue Bakugou.” Kouta said, nodding. 
“Auntie says it’s reckless but we think it’s the coolest thing.” 


Hisashi blinked a couple times, “Oh yeah...that was a thing. I wasn’t close to the Bakugous so I 
only heard later and didn’t put too much stock into it, I thought it was just Katsuki being 
dramatic...” 


“You know those people on sis Himiko’s side of the wedding? They thought Bakugou would join 
them. Of course he wouldn’t. Now...now one of them’s an uncle, another is bro’s wife, the others 
are just... old and lame but...but you saw that they fight on our side .” Kouta said, shrugging. 


“So you kids buy into Izuku’s “redemption” ideas?” Hisashi said, rolling his eyes. 
“Yes.” they answered in unison, then looked at each other and smiled. 
“He changed my mind and that’s not easy.” 


“And he...well, everyone helped, but I know how important it was for him, how he keeps making 
it important...he showed me how to smile .” Eri said, grinning from ear to ear. “It didn’t fix me, 
but...but it was a big step! Mirio and Deku...they both fought hard to save me. I didn’t think I 
deserved it. They suffered for me; Mirio lost his Quirk, Deku...” 


“The bastard that hurt Eri used his Quirk to fuse himself with another villain and then Deku and 
Eri fought him. Eri’s Quirk rewinds people, you see? Turns them back. So big bro went all out.” 
The boy spat the insult with such hatred that the earlier ones, aimed at Hisashi, almost seemed 
friendly. That villain’s gonna have to go through you to hurt Eri again, huh? Admirable. 


“He used Lemillion’s cape to put me like...like a backpack! And I used my power so...so he broke 
his bones many, many times and he...and we won.” Eri said, with more sadness than pride. 
“And...and the League? They...sis Himiko told me. When the police were taking Chisaki to 
prison, they took his hands.” The little girl’s tone had turned somber in an instant, almost vicious, 
and her red eyes, usually cheerful, turned hard, unyielding. “They took his Quirk . Just like the 
weapon he made from me ...” 


“Eri...” Kouta said, his face starting to show concern, but the little girl shook her head and the 
smile returned. 


“That doesn’t matter. I’m not the monster Chisaki said. Deku and Mirio helped me see that. Dad, 
mom... everyone helped me grow. Thatis why I want to be a hero!” She says “Chisaki” with 
much less hatred than I would have thought...she’s a wiser child than I guessed. Though...paying 
for the amount of therapy I’m sensing must be the reason the Aizawas still work two jobs each. 


“Me too.” Kouta said, “Heroes don’t just save. They change minds. They give second chances to 
everyone they help.” 


“And what then? You expect me to just...start praising them? Kiss their feet whenever one shows 
up?” Hisashi answered, reactively but less passionately than before. He had never expected to see 
the day when a pair of brats would make him seriously reflect on anything , let alone caped bozos 
who “fought for justice”. 


He realized then that it was what Izuku believed in, what the kids had just explained. That people 
deserved second chances, no matter if their trouble was a villain attacking and the second chance 
was living on, or if the problem was a wrong life choice and extending a friendly hand was the 
second chance. 


Izuku had changed a boy’s mind and opened it to a whole other world view, and had saved a girl 
from a villain who intended to use her as a weapon, and then he had encouraged her to grow free 
and happy, to choose her own path... 


That...that is what my son is trying to do. I was blind... 


He opened his mouth, wishing to apologize for his rushed, defensive words, for speaking without 


thinking, but Eri cut him off with a steady glance of her red eyes. “No, we don’t expect that. But 
you are in a second chance now, mister. When big bro fought back, when sis Mei and Shouto and 
Momo made those walls, when Mr. All Might jumped and saved us all...you got another chance! 
Kouta and Auntie and I got new chances, to go to school and play and grow, and we’ll be heroes 
with them. You have a new chance, so please use it!” 


Uravity was no stranger to charging headfirst into danger. She wasn’t a stranger to facing fear head 
on, to reacting quickly. And the wedding getting attacked had certainly given fear aplenty, and 
precious little time to act. 


And there was no free moment to regret any action, to second guess her choices. She had trusted 
Deku’s plan, trusted Tenya to be her equal partner as they carried it out, and trusted that the stone 
altar she had picked up (after removing its gravity) would hold as a shield. She had trusted that 
they would be fast enough to go through the poison gas while holding their breath, and the speed 
would get it off their skin... 


A couple of seconds after Deku had given them their task they had almost reached the white 
smoke. Ochako remembered Himiko yelling something about phosphorus, and the danger the 
smoke had posed from the first instant, even if she didn’t fully grasp the substance’s menace. Thus 
she only had one idea, as they were a few steps from crashing into the cloud; “Close your eyes and 
cover your nose!” 


Uravity didn’t expect a reply, and quickly shut her eyes, as hard as she could, and cupped her nose 
and mouth as best she could with her hand...But she still fe/t it as they moved into the smoke. Her 
nose itched violently, and her eyes teared up on instinct, and her lungs...even with the tiniest 
amount of phosphorus it threatened to choke her. 


She kept her eyes closed, feeling the intense need to puke, to cough, to get the itchy, abrasive 
particles out... but she didn’t. She kept going, holding the stone altar steady to protect Tenya, and 
holding onto him as he ran, blindly, forward... 


But Ingenium hadn’t started that run blindly. Even if his last glance had been a hundred meters 
away, he would still know exactly where he was heading and the speed needed. He was a 
speedster, and when running in superhuman speeds one needed to be dozens of steps ahead, 
mentally, and know exactly what each stride would touch; the quality of the ground, how the foot 
would hit, the way it would interact with his shoe. 


He had told Ochako all about it, and it had only made her admire him more. How he had started 
experimenting with it when he was a lanky elementary schooler, coached by his big brother, and 
how he could run a hundred meters with a blindfold and noise-cancelling headphones by middle 
school, quickly upgrading to an entire track, only having to look at the path for a second or two... 
maybe that had helped with his awesome grades, too. 


Thus Ingenium knew exactly when to slow down and skid to a halt, and Ochako finally opened her 
eyes to see that they had ran through the smoke and left a big hole in the middle of the cloud. She 
finally coughed, trying to take deep breaths of air and cycle away any and all phosphorus from her 
system. I hope it won’t hurt us... 


With a quick glance she met Tenya’s gaze. His eyes looked reddened, irritated, and rather shaken, 


but when he nodded at her he was the steady, dependable rock that Ochako felt confident trusting 
her life, and more importantly, her heart, to. 


And then they started saving lives. 


“Five seconds!” Uravity yelled, scanning the catering pavilion with haste. Her eyes moved over the 
plentiful food with a hint of sorrow, regretting that they would never get to eat it, and then a bit of 
shock as a couple bullets hit close, one of them blowing up a glass jar full of expensive red wine, 
and another slicing through the wedding cake, making the figurines fly off. Himiko’s fell face first 
into the frosting and Deku’s flew in the air and landed somewhere on the stone floor. 


Around the same time they heard a few shockwaves, that had to mean big, superpowered punches, 
and more gunfire, and then a whooshing pair of sounds, as if two objects had been roughly thrown 
up in the air... 


And Uravity spotted the catering staff, hiding behind an overturned metal table, most of them 
terrified, as the manager, a lady with the features of an emperor penguin, tried calming them down. 
Ochako couldn’t hear her words, but her intent was absolutely clear. “Go, ingenium! Third table, 2 
o'clock!” 


Ingenium moved again, reaching behind the table in three long strides, in less than a second. The 
staff didn’t even finish looking up at them or notice the granite barrier floating in front of them, 
that Uravity held up, feather light, when she jumped forward and touched all ten staff members, 
making sure to connect all five fingertips for each. 


She saw surprise in their eyes, their mouths wide open, as they started to feel light and start to float 
slightly upwards. “GRAB ONTO THE GRANITE TABLE! GRAB ONTO INGENIUM AND I! 
DON’T LET GO!” 


Uravity’s Quirk didn’t exactly cut people from the pull of Earth’s gravity, rather it compensated for 
it and denied its effect by adding a push, just a little stronger than gravity. That was the reason the 
objects she touched could start rising, and if she pushed them upwards further, the acceleration 
would only build up! 


One of the catering staff held onto her shoulder, most grabbed onto the granite altar, and she 
dragged another by the scruff of her shirt, a woman that subtly reminded her of Aoyama, and 
finally, the manager secured herself to Tenya... 


And they launched forward again. 


Remembering Deku’s experience with his own battle at the hotel, and their own knowledge of the 
hotel’s emergency meeting points in case of natural disasters and villain attacks, they figured that 
the parking lot would be a safe area to place the staff. 


As Ingenium ran through an outside path, going around some of the outer buildings and then the 
main one, making sure not to cross paths with any villains, he said, “We’re gathering everyone at 
the parking lot. Just like Deku did!” 


“GOOD IDEA!” the manager, Akamai, yelled back, before they started to slow down and the 
whiplash made her snap her penguin beak shut. 


“We’re here!” Ingenium announced, as he skidded to a halt in the very middle of the parking lot. 
Ochako noticed how empty the lot was, especially in the parking spots for other guests, and less 
than thirty employee cars and a couple vans. Good! This country doesn’t trust public transport so 


this has to mean there aren’t that many out there to get to safety! Though...I wonder if any have a 
carpool system? Hmm... 


“That...that took...a minute? Less?” 
“Forty seconds total.” Tenya replied, without any arrogance, simply stating the facts. 


“Tll always be amazed at you heroes...” Akamai said, shaking her head, “Are you planning on 
getting everyone else out? Get them here?” 


“Yes, ma’am!” Ochako replied, as she put down the final employee and the granite table and 
brought her fingers together, “Release! Savin’ is our thing!” She felt more confident than usual 
with her English at the moment, probably from all the adrenalyn. 


“There’s still some staff in the kitchens and the spa, they were ready in case you guys got sore 
muscles after all that dancing for the wedding... They might be in danger! I had two guard patrols, 
around the building and keeping an eye out in the jungle. I'll talk to them meanwhile. And guests 
in...oh God, there were guests and servers at one of the restaurants!” 


“What’s our move?” Ochako asked, switching to a more convenient Japanese and turning to Tenya. 
“How do we play?” 


Tenya looked around, thinking for a moment, then nodded to himself. “Restaurants first. The 
villains could be there right now. Then the spa, and finally the guards, if they haven’t been 
reached by the manager. But with the villains rampaging so openly...” 


“Yeah...I fear for the worst, too.” Ochako said. Deku and Himiko don’t deserve this...the blood of 
these innocent guards...if they are dead, I know they'll feel responsible. And All Might...the first 
villain called out to him, some revenge thing. He’s such a sweet old man...goddammit. This is what 
I wanted to warn Deku about, with my big talk about perception and grudges that people would 
keep! Fuck... 


She switched to English again and then turned to the manager, “Manager, we will do as much as 
we can! Call the guards if you can!” 


“T will...Good luck.” the manager said, her gaze moving from Ochako, to Tenya, and back again, 
as she typed furiously into her phone at the same time. She brought the phone to her ear, nervously, 
her voice desperate, “Come on, come on...pick up, Manny, you always pick up...” 


“Call the police and heroes when you finish, ma’am!” Tenya said, as he once more placed himself 
on a runner’s starting position. Ochako grabbed onto his back, careful not to grab him with all five 
fingers of each hand, “We’ll be back!” 


The hotel blurred past them, first the lobby, then the corridor, then the restaurants, and they finally 
stopped at the entrance to the food court arcade and saw a pair of villains patrolling, taking close 
looks at each of the restaurants with the flashlights on their rifles. 


Most restaurants, shops and bars had been closed for the day, since the hotel would be very 
sparsely populated and most of the work at the kitchens was destined for the wedding, but a couple 
restaurants had remained open, as options for everyone to enjoy... 


But the staff had been smart and closed those, too, when the fighting had begun. Alarms blared and 
fire sprinklers splashed the arcade, and every restaurant had its lights off. The villains would have 
no way to know where the guests and staff were hiding, but, as one of them shrugged and pointed 
towards the door to the kitchens. 


The villain’s flashlights moved quickly, decisively, with one of them making a beeline for the 
kitchens and the other swinging the gun around, covering his partner...but he hadn’t expected 
Ingenium to close the distance in an instant, or for Ochako to make herself weightless for an instant 
and use Tenya’s momentum to launch herself at the other. 


It wasn’t a perfect jump, and it made her yearn for that new gear Mei had designed, with grappling 
hooks to maneuver three dimensionally around a fight, that she could combine with her Uravelins 
to pack a lot more of a punch...but she had always been frugal, focusing on cherishing what she did 
have instead of crying for what she did not. 


And she did have the element of surprise, a decent speed, and a useful Quirk in close combat... 


Landing a meter away from the villain, which she now saw was outfitted some kind of soldier or 
cop...no, like a discount, clearance aisle, more affordable version of those supersoldiers that 
Shouto and Momo had fought in Denmark, Uravity lunged diagonally, getting closer without 
putting herself in the gun’s line of fire. 


With the flashlight I can see where you are aiming, villain! The soldier started to turn, moving his 
rifle quicker than Uravity had expected, but not quick enough to catch her. She tapped the gun with 
her right hand, then the man’s shoulder and started pushing, trying to put her leg behind him to 
sweep his legs and take him down... 


But the soldier sidestepped, and Uravity’s push only made him spin slightly. He let go of the rifle 
quickly, and reached for a pistol at his side, all the while trying to push away from her. If he 
managed to get the gun out, and stayed beyond Uravity’s reach, he’d get a chance to just shoot her. 
He reacted so fast to my Quirk...did they know our powers beforehand? 


So she wouldn’t give him that chance. Not now that she had wrestled the rifle away; she twirled 
the weightless rifle around, picked it by the middle and threw it as hard as she could, aiming for the 
soldier’s face. 


Weightless, objects travelled much faster, facing less air resistance...and just before it connected, 
she brought her fingers together. Release! The rifle smacked the man, the metal barrel poking at 
his masked helmet, and he fell back to the floor, too, as Uravity released her Quirk. 


And that quick moment of confusion was enough for the soldier to fumble his grip and not manage 
to get his pistol out in time, and for Uravity to catch him again with her Quirk, as she circled 
around his back, wrapped her arms around the soldier’s waist, just above his belt and ammunition 
pouches, and Jifted , arching her back to perform a lightning-fast suplex on the weightless soldier. 


Slammed to the ground, and having smacked his head hard , with his helmet saving him from a 
dangerous fracture, the soldier gasped behind his mask, trying to raise his hands and fight back, 
forgoing the pistol on his leg or the knife at his belt in favour of a woozy, unsteady attempt at a 
guard...but Uravity released her Quirk again, and the sudden change only confused him further. 


And it left him wide open for Uravity to fall on him with an elbow drop. The soldier’s head 
bounced hard on the floor, and he finally made a sound, gurgling a low, threatening, “Shetani!” as 
he tried to grasp Uravity’s arms, desperately, but she elbowed him again, with all her strength and 
an angry yell, and with another bounce against the hard floor, the soldier stopped moving. 


Behind her, she heard a couple of powerful, loud kicks and muffled sounds of pain, as Ingenium 
beat his opponent. 


A quick search revealed that they had plastic cuffs in their gear, the type used by police to restrain 


less powerful villains, and the two heroes quickly used them on the soldiers, turning their tools 
against them. 


Only then, as she finished cuffing one soldier’s feet together, did a thought cross Ochako’s mind, 
“Wait...if they have these...they thought about taking hostages .” 


“We have to hurry!” Tenya said, catching on immediately. His head swivelled around, his eyes 
trying to find any sign... “There! That Italian restaurant! A light just flashed...morse code for 
8.0.8.1” 


They ran over to the dark restaurant and saw a flashlight shine again, waving for an instant then 
disappearing, and when they got there, a muffled whisper called out to them, “Heroes! We’re 
here!” 


“We’re here to help!” Ochako said, looking at the staff and the guests. Hidden behind the counter 
and going into the staff room, she counted almost twenty people, half of them staff, many of them 
wearing the kitchen uniform. They moved together when the fight began, smart! 


There were far too many to carry themselves in one trip, but the way to the food court had been 
clear a couple of minutes earlier, “Please, stay calm! We can only carry some of you at a time, so 
the rest, please follow carefully, as fast as you can!” 


Grabbing as many as they could, they sped back and forth three times, with the last group of staff 
and guests almost reaching the lobby by the time they got back to fetch them. Ochako admired 
their focus, and how the civilian guests were trying their hardest to stay calm. 


“That’s everyone from the food court, and all the guests!” Akamai said, as they dropped the final 
staff member safely at the parking lot. Then she pointed at half a dozen employees, dressed in the 
airy guayaberas and linen pants of the spa staff, and said, “The soldiers got distracted, something 
happened at the beach, and the spa could get evacuated. Most of my people are here, Manny, my 
secretary, is that friendly guy with the spa people, he got caught there, cut off when trying to reach 
the kitchens. And Cecile, our best chef, you just rescued.” 


She continued, sounding a bit uneasy, “The alarm’s rung...police will be here quickly. Heroes too. 
But...” 


“But?” Ochako asked. 


“There’s three engineers working at the reactor, in the jungle. It powers up the whole complex, 
cleans the water we use....it’s important. And it has direct access to the CCTV cameras. If I can’t 
get back to my office, or we get evacuated quick, you’ Il need them. The engineers will have locked 
themselves up, knock on the door and ask for Fergus.” 


“Right, we leave immediately! Stay safe, manager!” 


As the staff and guests huddled down, taking cover behind the stone table and a couple of cars 
driven to place as barriers, Ingenium once again sprinted with Uravity holding on, and this time, 
instead of watching the hotel’s blurry interior, she watched blobs of green and got a lungful of 
humid, fragrant air as Tenya sped through the jungle path. It didn’t take too long for them to find 
the reactor, housed in a strong-looking concrete building. 


There were many, many electronic locks on the gates of the reactor’s enclosure, and they opened 
quickly after Tenya started pounding on the metal gate with his fist. Only then did Ochako pause to 
notice that Tenya’s dress shoes were gone, unable to withstand the speed and friction of their 


sprints, and his trousers were little more than rags below the knees. 


At some point he had ditched the tuxedo jacket, and he had rolled up his sleeves, which Ochako 
considered an amazing idea...not that she had much time to fawn over him right now. 


Ochako herself was faring similarly. Her dress had a couple tears along the skirt and one shoulder, 
from sudden movements and pulls while fighting and carrying the civilians out of danger, and one 
of her shoes had been lost in a run, slipping away like some twisted modern Cinderella story. When 
we find it somewhere, and Tenya puts it on my foot, we better get a goddamn kingdom... 


They walked into the enclosure and then into the metal door to the reactor, where a nervous 
engineer welcomed them, “Good, I knew you’d come! I’m Fergus, the others are inside. We can 
lock this up and get to safety now that you’re-” 


A bullet slammed into the metal door, just an inch away from Fergus’ face. The man screamed, as 
Ochako and Tenya turned around to see four soldiers, these ones dressed differently, more like 
fishermen than commandos, but still masked, still armed to the teeth. Still dangerous. 


And, as the outer gate started to close and catch their shots, Ochako saw a sudden blur of 
movement. 


And then pain, slamming against her ribs and knocking her down. On instinct, she reached down 
and touched Tenya, catching him with her Quirk and slowing down his fall so he wouldn’t slam on 
the ground, too, but she couldn’t hold the focus, and he fell anyway. 


Trying to catch her breath, Ochako looked up, to see what had hit them, who had hit them, and she 
saw a big, muscular man with the features of a crocodile and rough, scaly gray-green skin...and 
dressed like an Egyptian pharaoh. 


Instead of finishing them off, the crocodile man lunged at the reactor door and slammed it open, 
and the four soldiers poured in through the outer gate. Two pointed their guns at Tenya and 
Ochako, the others ran into the reactor building. Ochako dreaded the possibility that she might hear 
shots from the inside, and that nervous engineer would be dead. 


I can justify the villains I impaled in Denmark, it was to save Deku and...and Himiko, I guess. But I 
can never justify a civilian dying because we didn’t see a crocodile man flanking us... 


“Tt was just like Silverback predicted.” the crocodile man said, turning to look down at Tenya and 
Ochako. At a nod from him, the soldiers pointing guns at them switched to paintball markers and 
shot them with a few orange paintballs. 


The paint shots at point blank range stung , and Ochako was sure she’s be more a bruise than a 
woman come tomorrow, but before she could question anything, the soldiers had switched again to 
their /ethal guns. 


“His plan to crack open this reactor... didn’t think we would need it. I didn’t think it would work. 
Guess he had a good hunch on this place staying switched on, and your kind coming to save the 
engineers.” he shrugged, and his silly pharaoh hat tilted slightly, “Doesn’t much matter, in the end. 
Battle’s far from over and the Guild still wants their heads, no matter who chops them off. Hydra 
and Siren should be capturing the civilains you rescued right about now, and we’ll deal with the 
League soon enough, but for now...” 


Ochako saw a shadow shifting behind the crocodile man, coming into the light, revealing a man. 
“Now, you have a choice.” You fucking bastard...why? How? The crocodile man received a 


medium-sized blade, resembling a ninjato, from one of the soldiers and offered it, hilt-first, to the 
man from the shadows, and said, “You have a choice here, Hero Killer Stain...” 


Chapter End Notes 


Thanks for reading, as always! 


This is a test 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


“Can't use your Quirk.” The woman kept the gun to his neck. She doesn't want to kill me, yet... . 


“Do whatever the fuck you want with me but leave Eijirou out of this!” It wasn’t a brave response, 
or dignified. Whoever she was, she had him dead to rights. And his Quirk...the sweat on his palms 
felt weak, empty , and the sparks just wouldn’t come. No matter what he tried, whether it was 
rubbing his hands together, or tensing the fingers differently, nothing worked. 


He was cut off from his Quirk, just like Eijirou had been a moment back. He was vulnerable, at the 
mercy of someone who wouldn’t even show her face, with a voice that sounded almost familiar... 
almost , but not quite. 


“Him? [’ve no intention to kill him.” said the woman, with a slight hint of annoyance. Katsuki tried 
to place her accent, to identify her. She’s speaking English and I can’t tell properly. Is it South 
African? Maybe Dutch? Could it be some type of Russian accent? 


“Don't worry about him. This is about you .” she said, her voice cold, before turning casually 
violent, as if she couldn’t hide a grin, “If I wanted him dead, I would have poisoned him and made 
you watch ." Bitch...that’s the only way to hurt him. Well...that and whatever these villains did. 
But like hell would you be able to pull that off alone...Yes, you could only ever hurt Eijirou 
through treachery . 


“What the fuck do you want? If you have no issue with him, just let him go.” Katsuki snarled, 
trying to turn around to face the woman. But she pressed the pistol’s cold steel against his neck 
much harder, pushing him forward. 


“ Really pushing your luck there...don’t repeat that.” she said, “Anyway...he’s free to get up any 
time and walk away. I wouldn’t hurt him. He may have been a bit of a hypocrite, one time, but 
now...I’?d say I’m neutral on him. I will not kill him.” 


“That...thank you.” Katsuki muttered, then raised his voice to a scream, “But why me, bitch? 
ANSWER ME! Why...why are you doing this?” 


“You'll know why soon enough...focus on the how .” she said, her voice turning even more 
threatening. In a normal day, in a face to face battle, Katsuki knew he wouldn’t have anything to 
fear; if she was using a gun, that meant her Quirk was weak, or that she was even weaker , and was 
Quirkless. It’s fucked up. It...it shouldn’t be like this. Did...did these villains get the bullets Eijirou 
helped destroy? The ones...the ones the League had? Overhaul’s weapon...No. Impossible. Ujiko 
had them when he was shot, the bastard. 


And...and I still feel my Quirk. Far away...but still there . Not the void that Cartoon Eyes senpai 
talked about. It’s not like how he said it is like waking up and having no legs, but not feeling 
physically the loss, just...just remembering it. Here...here I feel like...like local sedatives. For 
fucking dental surgery... 


“Look at you, Katsuki Bakugou ...with no Quirk, outwitted, vulnerable. At my mercy.” 


No...no, NO! Not again...not fucking again. Katsuki’s mind retreated into the memories. The 


stench of raw sewage, the cold, unrelenting feeling of being compressed. Muffled words outside , 
and the true fear of death . Death by suffocation, by torture if he refused the League. 


Death by having his Quirk stolen and used against him. 


I know your fear, boy. Did you know that the side effects of Quirk’s go away when taken? Even 
the joint in the pinky finger... You will change. And what will happen next...Pestilentia will have 
a lot of fun, I’m sure. All for One’s voice became the only thing he could hear for a moment, as 
his heartbeat rose. 


He had fought worse, he told himself. The words of the Sludge Villain assaulted his memories, but 
he fought them off. The fear of Compress taking him again was cut down, replaced with the image 
of him acting like a deadbeat uncle at the League’s party. 


He closed his eyes, focusing as hard as he could on the image of All for One dying, turning to dust 
under Tenko Shimura’s hands... 


But the fear didn’t go away. He knew that they hadn’t finished off everyone related to All for One, 
they simply couldn’t have . His nightmares were full of new Nomus, of stolen Quirks, of 
powerlessness. He dreamed of how things might have gone, if the villains had taken everything 
from him; his body, his freedom, his life. My Quirk. 


The only solace he could find was the villain’s word that she wouldn’t harm Eijirou. Whatever else 
would happen, at least he would live. He deserves it, he hasn’t hurt anyone. Not like me. Not like 
me ...Is she seeking revenge, like the other one, Iconoclast? 


“T realise I could have done this at any time |” she said, interrupting the lightning-fast barrage of 
thoughts. J was having a fucking panic attack... Remembering AFO...bah! This bitch...she’s not 
that dangerous. No one is. And I lived...no. |WON! I, GROUND ZERO, WON! Like hell could she 
“have done this”...never! 


“Like hell you could...you’re a coward . Hiding in the shadows, out of sight, behind a gun . You 
have no fucking balls.” 


He heard her snort slightly, choking back laughter. That...that’s familiar ...Who the fuck are you? 
Have we fought? Did I break your friends, villain? Did my explosions shatter your shitty little 
pals? WHY? “Bakugou, do you realise what took you down? This. ” She tossed what looked like a 
paintball gun in front of him, modified with a red dot sight and a laser pointer. “It's not an Mbele 
design, like my gun currently aimed at you. It is a mass market paintball marker. ” 


Katsuki let out a grim, humourless laugh, “You...you can’t be fucking serious .” 


“Take a closer look, shithead. The only thing different is the ammo. Orange paint on your arm and 
a bit of hide and seek...Hell, it would have been easier in Japan." 


Katsuki could reach the marker if he stretched. She mentioned Mbele. They are Quirkless fanatics. 
But I could shoot her and take her Quirk... “So the Quirkless bastards make Quirk-suppressant 
ammo? Can’t be fucking permanent then. It ain’t made with Eri’s Quirk.” he said, more to reassure 
himself than confirm the facts. 


“Tt’s not that difficult to buy. Even less so now that the war is over. And even before that, there’s 
been darts and needles...all sorts of things to even out the playing field. And in Japan, at your 
apartment... easy.” 


“Why haven’t you killed me, if it’s so fucking easy ? Fucking fine , you have your weak-ass 
paintballs that knock Quirks down, and you have your little peashooter. If I really stretch it, and 
you got lucky , then fine. Makes you a sneaky, pathetic COWARD! So, then, why haven’t you 
done it already? Why am [ still alive, you bastard?” 


“Opportunity.” she said, with a low voice that sent a chill down Katsuki’s spine. 


“What the fuck do you mean?” Katsuki asked. She had said the word so viciously that, for an 
instant, he thought he could recognize the voice. And that terrified him. 


“T have more than enough motive to go through with it. You are a piece of shit, constantly failing 
upwards because you have your Quirk.” the woman said. She shifted the gun slightly downwards, 
changing the hand that held it, and when she spoke again, her voice was full of mockery. 


“You know what I mean. “Oh who cares if he bullied his best friend and caused him major trauma 
and scars for life? He will be a great hero cause he has a greeaaaaat Quirk!” or maybe “Oh sure, we 
will let all of this happen because Midoriya is Quirkless , because Anjou has a mutant Quirk and is 
too weak to be a hero, because Anogahara's Quirk is gross , because Ichikawa's Quirk is EVIL. 
They should actually be grateful for the ATTENTION!” You remember them, don't you? DON'T 
YOU?” 


The gun pushed him down hard, bringing him to his hands and knees. The woman was now 
speaking Japanese, and he was too shocked to react. The voice...why? WHY THE FUCK? Deku... 
was I right, you bastard? I was right...and I HATE IT! 


“You are the poster child of everything that is wrong with the system, Bakugou. The schoolyard 
bullying you embraced is what everyone thinks, deep down.” she said, her voice dripping with 
venom, full to the brim with spite. She’s an outcast. She knows the hatred I inflicted...but it wasn’t 
by my hand. 


“You think I care what anyone thinks of me? I don't give a shit about being an example, I'm just 
there to fight their battles!” 


“They chose you as a hero from the start, and why? YOUR QUIRK! Something you had no hand in 
choosing, something random, something as controllable as being tall or having a certain skin 
colour, gave you the power to do what you wanted for how long, sixteen years? Do you realise 

how much everything was stacked in your favour? How much leeway they gave you to fail 
upwards? You're a sign of what they expect a hero to be, and you don't even realise how much it 
showcases all the flaws ; egocentrism, arrogance, greed... All of it ignored, because you had a 
“heroic Quirk”. You know what I call that? Privilege .” The word stung, and he tried to answer 
back, defend himself, say anything . But the words died in his mouth. 


He heard no mercy in her voice, and there was no defence against the words; he was privileged. 
Gifted. He had talent to spare, amazing looks, he was a born leader. And in the eyes of a pariah, 
there was no other word for that. 


“You were born with something and with it you coasted from one opportunity to the next. Of 
course, you made an effort , even I can acknowledge that. It had to have some challenge...But 
every tool to succeed was fed to you with a silver spoon.” she said, her voice a sharp, biting 
whisper. 


“Tt APOLOGISED, FOR FUCKS SAKE!” Katsuki yelled, desperately. More and more, he felt the 
idea of the woman letting him live fade away. It can’t end like this. Not like this. Not...not a 
pathetic death...away from the world, ambushed, afraid. Don’t let me die afraid...Not after 


escaping the other...no. I was always saved. And now...would Deku save me from this? From her 
? 


“And yet you still judge them, don't you? Deep down. Mutants, the Quirkless, those with “evil” 
Quirks. You think we’re all potential villains, your enemies by default. You think we’re monsters, 
or subhuman...Tell me I’m lying. Tell me I’m wrong...They will never be equals in your eyes 
unless they beat you in a fight, is that it?" 


He was left speechless. With Deku...everything revolved around power. He beat me, and that...that 
is why I apologised. Mutants like Tsuyu or Shouji...they all showed their worth and I never saw 
them as lesser but...but I still graded theri worth through battle. Evil Quirks...do I really respect 
Shinsou? Or did I just gradually accept he was a friend of my friends, and they wouldn’t exclude 
him? No...it can’t be. He proved himself...FUCK! It’s just what she said. 


“Well, Bakugou, / just beat you in this fight.” 


“This wasn't-” Katsuki spoke out, anger surging quickly. /t was a cowardly ambush, nothing more. 
Not a battle, not a true fight . But she didn’t let him finish, and her harsh, slashing voice cut him 
off fully. 


“T beat you . On your own mind, that’s worthy of respect, is it not? IS IT NOT? And you know 
what? I used no Quirks for it. Someone else taking out your Quirk, someone else's gun. Someone 
else's glove at the trigger. I could kill you right now and nobody would ever know. It won’t even 
wake up Kirishima...” 


He felt cold sweat run down his back, and he finally understood what she had meant with 
opportunity . “I get it...I get why you haven’t done it yet . People would have known. Put two and 
two together. And you are a killer. We both know it, Toga , everyone would know.” 


She didn’t move the gun a single millimetre, but her voice changed to its usual pitch and accent. 

Except that it was much, much colder than usual, more bloodthirsty than he had ever heard, even 
including the time where she had graphically described using an axe to spilt his ribs and hack his 
back open, and how much she would enjoy pulling out his lungs and watching him die, bleeding 
from every orifice. “I could kill you here and now , and it would be completely deniable. So..." 


The gun once more pressed against his neck, painfully. Js this justice ? No, just...vengeance. All 
the violence I’ve thrown out there, coming back at me, hard. God...I wish I had been better. A 
better man. A better son. That I had learned more from all the fights...I wish I'd let those two 
villains join me. I wish...I wish I could have said goodbye, Eijirou... 


In total silence, he heard Toga’s index finger brush against the trigger... 


And then the gun’s pressure released. Her voice changed once more,confident now. The gun left 
his neck completely, but he could still feel it a few inches away. “You were afraid of me. I know it 
well. I am not sure how much you know, how much you’ ve learned from Izuku, or Ochako, or any 
of the others... didn’t make them swear to keep my secrets or anything else. I am the monster you 
feared, Bakugou. The assassin, the killer. The vampire .” 


“T fucking knew it .” he said, but it didn’t feel like he had imagined. He had always thought she was 
a monster, dangerous, cruel...but to hear his thoughts in her words was empty . It wasn’t a victory, 
it was just...sad. Deku...I wish I hadn’t been right about this . 


“Tell me what they told you. What you know, Bakugou.” 


“They just told me you fled Japan that year. Deku wouldn’t tell me shit...But we all knew . I don’t 
give a shit if you were having cute little messages with him...you were killing at the same time. 
DID HE KNOW?” 


“Yeah.” Toga replied, her voice full of shame. “That’s nowhere near the full picture. But 
yeah....I’m a sleeper agent.” 


“MK Ultra type-shit?” Katsuki asked. /t’s...it’s coming back. Fucking Deku was yelling her name 
when we fought All for One and AFO said...he said Deku wouldn’t forgive her ... WHY DID I 
NEVER MAKE THE CONNECTION? 


“The Russians got it right . Back in the late Cold War...they had something called “Cicada”. A 
KGB project, a man called Krasnov was in charge and his daughter inherited the project. And her 
son...Did All for One ever mention “Dima’”’?” Toga said, speaking matter of factly. 


“Yeah. I fucking know about Pestilentia, asshole. I know they had business deals. Fucker called 
the Russian his “‘friend”’...gives me the creeps.” How far down does the rabbit hole go? 


“They were “‘friends”...and Ujiko always worked for them. Your old doctor...and Izu-Izu’s.” Toga 
said, and Katsuki could hear pure, burning hatred . At least someone she hates more than me... 
“He was connected to everything . So many clinics and hospitals...they saw my Quirk. They saw 
its potential, my potential. They thought I’d be a good weapon.” 


“Were they wrong?” Katsuki asked, sneering, but he couldn’t help recalling his nightmares, the 
terror of his old friend Tsubasa being turned to a Nomu, after being gone for years. Is this...the 
same? No, she ts evil. Nature or nurture...her story just confirms it. She is monologuing, waiting 
till she’s had her fill of talk, and then she’ll kill me. I'll kill her first. I have to win... 


Toga ignored his question and continued, “They sent thugs to my house when I was four . Killed 
my mom, killed my dad. Took me away, as my brother looked on. He’s still hurt by it and I? They 
wiped that off my mind one day. They made us into weapons...I’m just one of hundreds, children 
of a man who thought he was a God, the last byproduct of the Cold War. And yes, when he was 
fighting you and Tenko and Izu-Izu, All for One activated my programming.” 


“Hold the fuck up...” Katsuki said, raising his hands. Keep talking. I'll disarm you and kill you, 
Toga...Before you kill me . “I fucking knew it .” 


“So yes . | was that monster...I am her. She is me. All for One wanted an assassin to eliminate 25 
targets...and that was me .” 


“Not the “programming”? Aren’t ya gonna blame that, that your body moved on its own, that it 
wasn’t you ? That you are fucking innocent , that you did nothing wrong?” 


“T had two choices.” Toga said, and her words seemed heavy. “I could give in. She would take 
over. The bloodlust, the Remnant, my darkest side.” So just normal you? “Or I could do it myself. 
Fight back, in every way I can.” 


“You expect me to believe the bullshit you’re spouting?” he said, clenching his fists. Her story is 
grim, yeah, I can see why Deku’s saviour complex would be called to it. But she’s still a 
psychopath, an unrepentant murderer. She said she has everything she needs to kill me, even the 
opportunity now. She is no angel. 


“T fought myself every step of the way. I fought the monster ... You can’t hate me more than I’ ve 
hated myself. You can’t fear me more than I feared myself...He manipulated me, you know? He 
showed me nightmares of killing Izuku...so real I could taste his blood . By my hand, everytime... 
Hell, just yesterday I had one of those dreams. The programming isn’t fully dead...” 


“Deku said you took meds for that, asshole.” Katsuki spat back, trying to mask his fear with anger. 
More and more he felt the end of her speech approaching, and with it, a shot to the back of the 
neck. Death or permanent agony... 


“They help.” she said, and Katsuki thought he heard her shrugging, “But that’s not the point. This 
is the point; I am the person you’re scared of. I am the one who could kill you right here, right 
now, Nobody would ever know; you’d just be a sad casualty of the battle. They might even 
imagine one of the other villains did it...I heard them, they’re Japanese. They must have all sorts of 
grudges and grievances...” 


“Just do it already.” Katsuki said, letting his arms fall to his sides. “End it, Toga. If you hate me 
that much, if your fucking golden opportunity is at hand. Take your fucking shot.” 


“No.” 


For a moment, Katsuki thought he had misheard. That his ears had somehow malfunctioned, and 
the sound of a gunshot ending his life was turned to a grim, definitive “no”. He had to have 
imagined it...right? She monologued that fucking much to not kill me? She...she isn’t like that. She 
will kill me, it’s just a joke! A SICK JOKE! SHE WILL END MY LIFE! 


But she didn’t. Not for a moment, not for two, not for a whole minute. 
Finally, Katsuki asked, “What? You...you really said “no”?” 


“T did. Turn around, bastard, slowly.” He did as he was ordered, and found her pointing the gun at 
him...but her index finger was well away from the trigger. “I won’t kill you, Kacchan . Not 
because it’s the right thing to do . Not because it would make poor old Mitsuki and sleepy-sleepy 
Kirishima real sad.” 


Her face was focused, her voice was cold. She was much, much different from the Toga that had 
once threatened him with torture...And perhaps that was the point. “I won't kill you, because / 
choose to. Remember this moment, when I had you two pounds of trigger pull away from your 
grave, and then decided not to.” She waved her index finger nimbly, then used her thumb to shift 
the pistol’s safety into place. As she lowered the weapon, Katsuki let out a sigh of relief. 


“Why?” Katsuki asked. It was the only thing left to say. Part of him wanted to fight, to take the gun 
from her hands, to kill her. In the heat of battle, he didn’t pull his punches; every explosion was 
dangerous, every attack was meant to harm. He didn’t yell “die” as an abstract feeling. 


But after the terror and sheer exhaustion of being held at gunpoint, at her mercy, the fight seemed 
worthless. Useless. Without his Quirk, it would have been fair ...but she had the gun. She had a 
bloody knife in her left hand, and with how highly Ochako spoke of Toga’s close combat skills, she 
might have a slight edge there... Jt could never be a fair fight. Never in a million fucking years... 
“Why, Toga?” 


“To prove you wrong .” she said, a grin slowly spreading across her face. “To be true to myself . 
The real me, not the monster. Not the bloodlust. I fucking won that battle, Bakugou, and I am not 
letting her whisper in my ear again, not even if I have every reason to hate.” 


She paused a second, idly spinning the knife. “Actually...scratch that. It’s not that, no.” She gave 
an angry huff that reminded Katsuki of Auntie Inko, who would do that sometimes when she 
thought no one was looking. No, you bastard, don’t act...don’t act like good people. “You and I 
have something in common.” 


“That we look similar? Same hair colour, eye shape...you could tell anyone you're my sister and 
they'd believe it.” Katsuki said. Maybe that’s another reason I hate you. It’s too close to seeing 
myself as a villain. 


“That’s fucking disgusting .” she said, sneering at him, “But not my fucking point. The one thing 
we have in common is that Izu-Izu gave us another chance. Or...or a thousand. We did everything 
wrong and he forgave us. You and I have that. If I take your life, I deny it. If you die, your second 
chance dies too. If I kill you, I continue a cycle .” 


She made a circle with her knife, which upon closer inspection looked like a bayonet, “A cycle of 
hate and death and violence and...it had to end . Izuku gave us both our chances. I’m giving you a 
chance.” 


She let the knife fall to the ground, where it clattered softly, and switched the gun’s safety back off. 
With a twirl, she spun the gun around...and she handed it over , grip first. “Take it. Come on, do 
it.” 


Katsuki took the gun between his fingers. It was heavier than he had expected, but balanced. It felt 
powerful but...but foreign. It felt like a reminder of his own powerlessness, temporary as it was. 
The moment Katsuki’s finger neared the trigger, Toga moved the end of the barrel, pressing it 
against her forehead. 


“What the fuck are you doing?” he asked, taken by surprise. This...this is a fucking turn of events. 
Now I have all the cards, all the power. I can end all the fear I’ve had, all my suspicion, all my 
hatred. I can end the grudge. I can stop her from doing anything ever again ... 


“T am giving you your fucking chance.” Toga said, closing her eyes. She didn’t look scared, even 
with the gun at her head. “I know you have killed too. Six villains died in your fights, Bakugou. Do 
you know their names?” 


“T fucking don’t.” he replied. “In a fight to the death, they would have just as gladly killed me. 
They never have pulled their punches. Every strike is a killing blow...if they gave me no other 
chance to win...what the fuck was I supposed to do? Die at their hands? Let my fellow heroes die? 
The civilians?” 


She smiled, showing her disgusting fangs. “I could say the same of most people I’ve killed. How 
about the villain that died of his wounds, bakugou? The five with life-altering injuries?” 


“T fucking knew you’d come up with some Stain-y pseudo-moralising bullshit...” J never even 
knew about those injured ones. I didn’t hold back, ever. Winning was the only way to save, to live 
another day... 


“T am giving you the chance. I’m a killer too, and I made my choice...make yours already!” 


Katsuki’s finger moved to the trigger. Unlike her, he hadn’t picked up a bloodied glove from a 
soldier to hide his fingerprints, if the gun was ever found. But just like her, he had a motive. 


“You’re cruel. Sadistic. Insane. I...1 wish Deku had chosen anybody else .” 


“T know.” she replied, “Mei told me what you said to her.” 


“If it was up to me, the Americans would have killed you. If I was their judge, it would have been 
death. All the nightmares, from when you were free out there? I could take revenge for them. For 
everything you’ve done...how many innocents have you killed, you piece of shit?” 


She looked at him from below the gun’s barrel, her eyes distant. “The first man I saw die was a 
traitor. A runaway, caught by the guards...when I was six. He was 13, I think. The memory had 
been wiped away, though, before they sent me back to Japan. The first one I stabbed with intent to 
kill...she tried to kill me first with a sharpened stake made out of a broom handle...Her cries of 
“monster” and “vampire” turned to yells of pain! I've never stopped hating bullies ever since but...I 
didn't stick around to see if she died.” 


“You...you can't fucking say that was self defense, can you?” 


“T don't think a guy who says "die" to every person he fights can give a nuanced view on self 
defence, do you?” 


“Fuck off.” 


“The second person I stabbed tried to...to touch me. I was just 15 and he was an adult. And nobody 
did anything in that train, nobody said anything ...UNTIL HE LOST HALF THAT HAND! Until I 
kneed him in the crotch seven times. Then they all yelled. And I melted into them, I was gone.” 
Toga said, with a voice that remained quiet, secretive...but vicious. 


“Fucking hell...” Katsuki muttered. I’ve done bad things. I’ve done terrible things. But that guy... 
that’s fucked up. “What about the serial killings? Where you drained people's blood till they died?” 


“Those...there were two of those. I didn't stick around to see the lights go out their eyes but...If they 
lived, the infamy would grow even more.” Toga replied, and now her voice seemed full of shame. 
Really? Now you act like this? 


“How. Many. How many did you attack, you monster?” 


“That word again? You can do better than that, my boarding school bullies DID BETTER THAN 
THAT! But I'll answer. Ten. The two I said, where I didn't control myself, and eight where I did 
and just...just took a tiny bit of blood. They should be alright these days, didn't even cut them. Not 
too much...” 


“So you mean to tell me you are not as bad as you're supposed to be? Not a cold blooded vampire 
with a body count in the hundreds? Do I fucking clap or something? Fuck you. You said how 
you'd torture me.” 


She laughed softly, “And I meant every word. I am a bit sadistic, I will not deny it.” 
“No shit.” Katsuki said. 


She was Jess than he had feared and yet...and yet she had just had him dead to rights, at her entire 
mercy...and spared him . The action shook him deeply, went against every expectation, every 
prediction. And the fact that she had given him the chance to shoot her, execute her ... 


“That shitty little speech about Deku’s second chances...you took that to heart, didn’t you? You 
fucking moron...you really are obsessed with him, after all these years...” 


“No.” she said, shaking her head, “That...that was it at first, yes. But it became real. When 


everything else was broken, uncertain, dangerous...our love was the only thing real. I no longer 
want to be him ...1 want to be me . I want to be a version of me that will stand next to him forever. 
That’s why I wouldn’t kill you. I am the monster, but I can be better.” 


He could have answered any number of ways. Mocking her. Calling her a liar, explaining how her 
very Quirk was based on constant lies to everyone else. Simply pulling the trigger... 


But he couldn’t. She said she was the monster but in her eyes, she was just...tired. He could see her 
struggle, her drive to be someone worthy of Deku, to put her bloody past behind... J won’t kill her. 


Katsuki threw the gun to the side. “I ain’t killing you either.” 
Toga nodded, no sign of relief or joy from his choice. 
“So what now?” he asked. 


“Well, one of us is going to have to pick up the gun you dropped.” she said, shrugging, “And like I 
said, I am not going to kill either of you...” 


“Get over yourself, then, bitch. You say you won't kill me? Then don't, shut up, and don’t ever go 
pointing at me with crappy African firearms again.” 


“It's actually pretty decently made.” Toga said, crouching to pick it up. For the first time, Katsuki 
noticed that she was still wearing her wedding dress, but it was covered in dirt around the sleeves 
and the skirt. “Their tech is good at killing people with Quirks, even strong Quirks. If I hadn't 
taken out those few,” she pointed at a heap of Quirkless soldier bodies behind her that might be 
dead or knocked out, he couldn’t tell “They would have killed you. And Kirishima.” 


“T'm not thanking you.” 


“Of course not. Now then, you privileged, hateful piece of shit, can you shoot a gun? With your 
Quirk out for some time more, you're dead weight to me.” Js she suggesting we fight together ? 
After pointing a gun at each other and barely choosing not to execute one another? She has to be 
fucking stupid... 


“You're fighting ina FUCKING WEDDING DRESS. YOU are the dead weight, if anything.” he 
said, but it was simply not true. Fucker snuck up on me with no sound at all. Wearing a big 
fucking dress. 


“You just need to tie the skirt a little and it’s good to go, just as fighting in anything else.” she said, 
pointing down. 


“Tell that to someone who gives a shit.” Katsuki said, then he picked up the gun. He didn’t 
genuinely know how to use it, and would have preferred something more like... 


“There’s some grenades in their belts.” Toga said, pointing behind her with a thumb at the pile of 
bodies. “They might be your thing.” 


“Tt’s better than nothing.” Katsuki said, quickly rummaging through a couple of battle belts until he 
had half a dozen grenades...and then he noticed one was breathing, “WHAT THE FUCK?” 


“T choked them all out. I mean, I stabbed a couple, but nothing that they’ Il bleed out from. And 
their hands are all tied.” 


“Choking people unconscious can give them brain damage, you dumb fucking idiot.” 


“Speaking from experience, huh?” she said, removing a belt from one of the soldiers, tearing off 
pouches for rifle magazines and grenades and packing several sheathes with bayonets instead, and 
then she tied it around her waist. 


“If we survive this, I'm complaining to Deku about you.” Katsuki said, flipping Toga off. 


“Oh, he’ll know real soon...he wanted us to talk you know? Him and Ochako...she sees you as a 
good friend...” Toga said, rolling her eyes, “So I thought I'd be the bigger person this time and 
start the conversation.” 


“You motherfucker! You think pointing guns at our heads is fucking conversation ?” 
“It was CATHARTIC! So fuck you.” 


“Y ou’re batshit fucking insane...” Katsuki said, “How the fuck did you think this was a good 
idea?” 


“Simple. It “earns” the respect to have proper dialogue in the only way your tiny brain 
understands; someone beating you in a fight.” 


“That wasn’t a fair fight, you coward !” 


“No fucking fight ever is!” Toga said, narrowing her eyes dangerously, “Not if your genes give 
you every advantage, or the gun I pointed at your head gives me the advantage...Fighting fair is 
fighting in a fantasy .” 


“Whatever. You made your point; you could have killed me...not that the conditions for that will 
ever repeat.” 


“There we go!” Toga said, “Now, don’t mistake me. I still can’t stand you. I know you will still 
hate my guts. But I played your game and won, and if you deny it, you betray yourself .” 


“Fuck off.” he said, but she was right. She had proven herself, just like Deku had in their third 
fight, just like Ochako had in their battle at the Sports Festival, just like Eijirou had from the very 
beginning...Just like Shigaraki when he had also spared Katsuki’s life, when he could have gotten 
away with murder... “Wait...actually...you did know how I would react. Because...because the 
same thing happened with Shimura.” 


Toga just looked at him, tilting her head slightly, but he could tell that he had guessed right. 


“Because I came to respect him when instead of killing me, he saved me.” Katsuki said, “And 
now...fuck you, you manipulated me, this situation...” 


“T still didn’t kill you!” she said, with a small grin, “My mentor said that this...this grudge was a 
blind spot. That I’d lose the bigger picture if I stayed angry...and she’s right. You and I are 
irredeemable, unforgivable pieces of shit in each other’s eyes, aren’t we?” 


“Pretty much, you shit-for-brains.” 


“The only way out of that was someone doing what needed to be done. Now I won’t have to look 
behind my shoulder and expect you to keep messing with my life , right?” she said, tapping her 
knives casually. She forgave me today. Another time...who knows. 


“And I guess I know you ain’t a villian biding her time because you “fought yourself’ or some 
bullshit. Whatever. Having beef with a loser like you is beneath me...Let’s fucking move on 


already. When am I getting my Quirk back? As far as I know, that piece of shit Overhaul was the 
only one who had manufactured Quirk erasing bullets that made it permanent." Katsuki said, 
looking closer at the paintballs on the canister of the marker Toga had thrown in front of him 
earlier. 


“Could be half an hour, could be three. Not permanent at all. These were originally meant to fire 
from turrets on those ugly unmanned mech walkers that say "moo". One in two were supposed to 
have these as ammo.” Toga explained, 


“And the other one had real bullets?” Katsuki guessed. 
“Yeah.” 
“Deku and I killed one of those mechs last year. It had real guns.” 


“Probably because I snuck into the air control base in their army's base in India and made all the air 
routes crash into each other!” she said, a sadistic smile on her lips. Paired with their 
“conversation”, it scared Katsuki shitless. “The guns for these paintballs probably blew up in the 
sky or fell into the Indian Ocean. So they improvised...and these must be a thing one can buy 
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now. 
“Motherfuckers.” The idea that heroes could be rendered powerless so...casually infuriated him to 
the core. All their training, all their growth as heroes, undone in a barrage of sticky, disgusting 


paint, leaving them open to attacks they would have once shrugged off. They bring us down to their 
level, and they don’t even need expensive tech for it... 


“They’re bad, and I’m sure many got hit. The blue paint on Kirishima must be tranquiliser 
pellets...” Toga said, then adjusted the belt around her waist tighter. “Do you still have your 
phone? Mine cracked when the giant villain threw me away, while I was rolling...” 


“How the hell did you even sneak away from a fucking battle ?” Katsuki said, “How did your boss 
do it? Stain? They all left us...” 


“T don’t have the time to explain the basics of stealth, walking softly, and holding my fucking 
breath.” Toga replied, her voice sharp, harsh. “Your phone.” 


“T have it.” It still had battery, and didn’t look worse for wear. 


“Call for help. These bastards are too low budget to cut off comms...” Toga said. She had shifted 
to a whole different personality; professional, focused, a different type of dangerous. Deku 
probably gets this version of Toga to do weird shit to him. Like the sicko he is. “They’ ll have 
thought something against newcomers, though...but it’Il buy time.” 


“Time for what?” Katsuki said, turning away so toga wouldn’t see his phone password as he 
unlocked it. He started to type the number for emergency services, imagining they’d even send the 
fucking army. He stopped then, realised he had turned his back on Toga, who was armed again... 


But he decided to give her the chance he had chosen when he hadn’t pulled the trigger. She won’t 
murder me...right? Not after everything...would anyone really waste time on such theatrics and 
still kill? 


“Time for Izu-Izu to get back...and then we kill their leaders. All of them .” 


“Ha! There’s the fucking terrifying , insane piece of shit we know and hate.” Katsuki said, clapping 
slowly. “Here I was thinking you had become a better person or some shit...” 


But when he turned around to gloat a bit more and then come up with a plan, he didn’t see Toga 
anymore. She had vanished, disappeared just as he had clapped. There was no trace of her, no 
footsteps, no breathing, nothing at all. 


Izuku rushed back to the wedding pavilion, only slowed down by his tuxedo, soaked with seawater. 
He found only its ruins; only splinters remained of most of the chairs, the catering pavilion was 
completely demolished, with a few birds moving in to eat the spilled food now that the battle had 
shifted. 


Shouto’s ice wall melted under the sun, and the wind moved sand over to cover trenches, both the 
one Tenko and the League had engineered, and the one the Mbele troopers had set up. In the Mbele 
fortifications he saw dented, fire-scorched metal...and he recognized them as panels from a boat’s 
hull, with writing in the same language as that on the anchor that had just been used against him. 


The entire beach smelled like smoke and gunpowder, almost to the point where it overwhelmed the 
sea’s salty spray. 


In the distance, almost up to the jungle, he saw a few of his friends, fighting more soldiers, and 
what seemed to be a cyborg...and then he spotted someone climbing the side of one of the pool 
warehouses, setting up on the roof. 


The person carried a rifle, but she was not one of the enemy soldiers...even from the distance, 
Izuku recognized her as Agent Anna Dobinek, codenamed Holy Diver. 


So that was where he ran to next. She has to know where Himiko is, and Tenko and the League, she 
can locate them with their prison trackers. And she might know more, she might know exactly what 
is going on...More than anything, I need her to tell me about Himiko! 


He ran along the stone path between the pavilion and the pool area, seeing small mountains of 
rubble and patches of fused sand, burnt to the point it became glass...and he didn’t face any sniper 
fire this time. They’re gone. 


He closed the distance quickly, almost instantly, pushed forward by worry. He couldn’t bear the 
idea that Himiko might have been hurt while he was underwater, or that something even worse 
might have happened... 


With a leap, he climbed on top of the warehouse, landing softly on the roof’s metal panels. He got 
to Holy Diver in a few steps, treading carefully to not break the roof under him, and he thought he 
was almost quiet... 


A step away from the agent, she held up a fist, commanding him to stop. She then pointed into a 
vent on the roof, “Look down there, Deku. And be quiet .” 


Izuku did as he was told, crouching next to Holy Diver, getting close to the vent...and inside he 
saw two people. At first the inside of the warehouse was too dark to tell who they were, but when 
his eyes adjusted, he gasped in shock. Himiko was holding Kacchan at gunpoint, her finger on the 
trigger. 


“No...what is going on?” he muttered, “It...it can’t be. They are on bad terms, she has her reasons, 


they make sense but...but killing him? No...it can’t be....’ve got to stop them!” 
“Don’t. Move.” Agent Anna said, her voice stern, “Don’t intervene, Deku.” 
“My wife is just about to shoot my friend! Kill him! I have to, I can’t let this-” 

“ Watch . Observe.” Anna said, calmly, “This is a test. It’s just a test.” 


Izuku watched Himiko lower the gun and drop a knife and then she talked. Her words were too far 
away to hear, drowned by the sounds of gunfire and the waves, but he saw her face from a distance 
and she seemed really determined... 


Then she handed over the gun, and once Bakugou took it, Himiko placed it at her forehead. When 
Izuku saw Bakugou’s finger start to creep towards the trigger, it was too much. He had to act, and 
now... “Don’t move a muscle, Deku. This is a test.” 


“You keep saying that!” Izuku replied, grabbing the agent by the shoulder and turning her around 
to face him. He felt more and more desperate; he knew that Bakugou hated Himiko, and that his 
reasons were deep seated, visceral. He didn’t think Kacchan would execute someone, but he 
simply couldn’t take the risk. “Himiko’s in danger, I can help . I can stop this.” 


“Take a deep breath, boy.” Anna said, looking Izuku in the eye. [f you try and stop me from 
helping Himiko, from helping Kacchan... How far was he willing to go? He usually trusted the 
agent, he liked her, even. But if her order got anyone hurt... If Himiko gets a single scratch...what 
will I do? “I know you're scared. I know you think Himiko’s in danger.” 


“SHE HAS A GUN AT HER FACE!” 


“Tt’s her plan, Izuku!” Anna hissed, “Stop to think for a moment. If she was in any real danger, you 
think I would be up here, watching ?” 


“You tell me.” Izuku replied, pushing back. His gaze immediately shot back to the inside of the 
building. “Would you let us get hurt if it helped your mission?” 


“It’s a reality of command. But I won’t let anything happen. Trust me.” 


Inside, Bakugou finally lowered the pistol, then dropped it to the side. “See, Deku? It was just a 
test.” 


“T don’t get it...what was tested? Who? And why?” 


“T tested you .” Anna said, allowing herself a little smirk. “The limits of how far you would go for 
Toga. I tested Toga, to see what she would choose when given a chance to kill someone she hates 
and get away scot free...She passed.” 


“And Kacchan?” 


“T wanted to see if he could get past his fear and preconceptions, and cooperate with a former 
enemy.” 


“Not...not something like testing “to see if he wouldn’t notice the gun wasn’t loaded”? Nothing 
like that?” Izuku asked, and the Agent shook her head. Himiko really was in danger. A clumsy 
finger and she would be...gone. I would have lost it... 


“It was always loaded...It might not have been wise , but I don’t encourage Toga to take half 


measures . All in or nothing. Win or die. Life’s a gamble, Deku, a gambit to outwit our opponents 
in every single way . She won, down there, in her own, questionable way. Just like how we’ ll root 
out the cause for this attack. Whoever is behind it...they’Il pay.” 


“Damn right they will.” 
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There were two choices for Izuku. 


He could either talk to Bakugou right away, and make sure that a conflict between him and Himiko 
never happened again, or find her and join her in the plan to take down the Iconoclast and whoever 
was leading the Quirkless troops. On one hand, I can make sure Himiko is safe, be together, finish 
the fight. On the other...if I let things cool down, Kacchan might do something stupid. And I just 
can’t let that happen. 


“Agent Anna...what is your plan?” he asked, looking at the warehouse roof as he spoke. There 
wouldn’t be much time to look for a window or backtrack all the way to the door. 


“Win.” Anna said, “I think you and Toga will take care of that. As for what I will do myself...” 
she looked up to the main tower, where Izuku could see a chunk of wall had been ripped off by 
massive claws. Dark Shadow. Probably Tsuyu went there too. “Freya is taking Toga’s brother to 
safety, she’ll be fine. I’ve got three full mags for this rifle, five more for the rest...[’Il start tracking 
down whoever let this happen .” 


“Somebody tipped them off. They had to.” 


“You catch on quick, kid...someone must have given them our location, timetable, everything. 
These commandos and the villains they’re with?” 


“They’re not the only ones we’re dealing with.” Izuku finished, narrowing his eyes. Anna nodded, 
then Izuku asked, “Do you have a theory? Who they might be?” 


“Not yet.” Anna said, shaking her head. Izuku wasn’t sure if he could believe that. But maybe 
believing helps... “Vl let you get on with things. Would you like a gun?” 


“Oh...” Izuku looked at the pistol she offered, and shook his head, “Umm...no thanks. I don’t 
think Pll need it.” 


“If you get hit...” It was a valid concern; Izuku had been hit by some damn strong sedative 
munitions before, while hunting down Pestilentia, wielded by the same type of soldiers that now 
hounded him and his people. The sedatives had taken him down, and when he’d woken up, he 
realised he’d been injected with Quirk blockers...but they had only lasted for a brief while, as he 
was put to sleep again. By the time Mei woke him up for good with a shot of adrenalin straight to 
the heart, there were no blockers in his system. 


“I'd like to see them try and hit me.” Izuku replied. The agent nodded, put the gun back in a 
holster, and started running towards the northern jungle, leaping off the warehouse roof nimbly 
and soon vanishing from sight. 


He shrugged, having at least expected some response to his boast, shook his head, then turned back 
to the opening where he had watched the confrontation take place. Down there Bakugou stood, 
staring vacantly to the door, clearly lost in thought. 


He must have jumped ten feet back as Izuku punched a hole into the roof and leapt down, right in 
front of him. 


“WHAT THE FUCK? You too now?” he yelled, anger all over his face, but his eyes were squinty, 
glassy, unfocused... “Why are you here? Why now?” Then he steadied himself, nodded a couple 
times, and his voice turned cold, a different kind of anger in it. “You knew . You saw everything, 
I’m sure... you were just waiting .” 


“T...I did see a lot.” Izuku said, getting closer. He saw Kirishima on the ground, snoring, crumpled 
in an awkward, uncomfortable position, but too sedated to notice. And Bakugou...when Izuku was 
close enough to see it, he saw tears streaking down his grime-covered face, the lines easily visible 
even in the half light. 


“Was this your plan, Deku?” he asked, and he sounded so... betrayed . Doubting himself in ways 
that Izuku hadn’t even considered. And all the rage over watching him threaten Himiko faded, 
replaced by worry. Neither of them deserved that confrontation, that fear...Himiko, why didn’t you 
wait? There...there were other ways...but I support your judgement. 


“No, no! Not at all...” 


“She...she confirmed all my fucking FEARS!” Bakugou said, his voice exploding and then 
breaking. “Deku, she knew . She knew every single thing I was afraid of, everything related to her. 
She is the person...the mon-” 


“Don’t finish that word, Kacchan.” Izuku said, gently, but firmly, placing a hand on his friend’s 
shoulder. “Don’t.” Izuku said, as he started squeezing, half to comfort Bakugou, half to let him 
know some lines were not to be crossed. 


“She pulled that whole stunt and...and you just watched , motherfucker. Why didn’t you do 
something ?” Bakugou asked, staring directly into Izuku’s eyes. 


Izuku said nothing, and just held his friend’s gaze, not backing down as Bakugou’s expression 
shifted from terror to wrath. 


“Were you okay with it? With your wife, that insane bi-” he grunted in pain as Izuku’s fingers dug 
into his shoulder, “Fuck you, Deku, you know what I meant. You were okay with her using every 
single weakness \ have to get at me? To spell out all my sins, an executioner’s gun at my head? To 
trick me into believing she’d murder me? WERE YOU FINE WITH THAT, DEKU?” 


Izuku shook his head, then sighed and nodded, “She...she needed to get that out of her chest. 
And...her method...isn’t it the only way you would have ever heard her out? Be honest with me, 
Kacchan. If Uraraka and I had sat you two in a nice, clean therapy room, us two cheering from the 
side as you finally talked things through...would you have ever listened?” 


Bakugou considered it for a moment, then grumbled a string of curses under his breath as he shook 
his head, “I'd have called that bullshit idea a waste of time...I had no intention of hearing Toga out, 
ever. I was just so sure that she was a complete, utter monster, and...and she fucking confirmed 
most of that, right now, with a gun against my fucking head.” 


“She...she does know you were afraid of all that. ’'m...I’m sorry. She...” Izuku sighed, “She 


knows some of that because of me.” 


“That was fucking obvious.” Bakugou said, his voice a low growl. “Why didn’t you tell me the 
whole fucking story? The kidnapping, being a fucking child soldier , that MK-Ultra type shit that 
she says Pestilentia and All for One put her through? Killing those people?” 


“Could I have changed your views on her?” Izuku said, then gave Bakugou’s shoulder a gentle 
push downwards, motioning for both to sit down. “Wouldn’t you have seen that as...as more 
reasons to hate her?” 


“You’re fucking right I would have. Instead of being a Japanese serial killer you romanticised into 
your fucking dream girl , she’s actually a fucking child soldier! Her mind’s not fucked because 
she’s a born psycho, only because she was raised to be one and then fucking brainwashed . She’s 
everything I feared after we killed All for One, Deku... everything .” 


“So you see why I told you what I did?” 


“Yeah, you fucking idiot...” Bakugou said, then cleared his throat and pitched his voice a bit 
higher, clearly doing his impression of Izuku. “Ooooh Kacchan! She’s a pure-hearted victim of this 
cruel world! We all gotta give her smiles and all the chances in the world! It’s what heroes would 
do!” He snorted, “That wasn’t the fucking truth , Deku. Not...not the whole truth.” 


“No...and I’m sorry. I...maybe I should have told you.” 


“And what would you have done if it exploded in your face, huh? If...if I decided not to let the 
monster be around you?” Bakugou asked, softly, tentatively. 


“Stopped you.” Izuku replied, turning to look Bakugou right in the eye. “Whatever it took.” 


“Would have made our previous fights seem like schoolyard crap, huh?” Bakugou said, letting a 
short laugh out. “I get why you hid that, you bastard. It’s just that...it fucks things to know you’ ve 
been keeping secrets for so long. Like shit...we all had our theories about those times you’d get 
calls in the middle of class and disappear for a good half hour... That short fuckhead...what was his 
name? He calmed down later but in first year he was always on the fucking edge of a restraining 
order...” 


“Mineta?” Izuku said, “Kacchan, he was literally at my bachelor’s party like...not even two 
months ago...” 


“Yeah, that bastard...his theory was that you were having phone sex with some chick overseas... 
God, I can’t believe that shithead was right . In the middle of fucking class , Deku!” 


“Hey!” Izuku said, raising his hands defensively, his face suddenly burning. “That...that wasn’t it! 
I mean...not every time...but...but...We mostly just talked !” 


“God, you’re such a fucking idiot.” Bakugou said, smirking a little, but the smile died quickly. “So 
yeah. She’s batshit insane, she has a backstory that’d have made me even more paranoid and likely 
murderous. And she admitted she’d have no qualms killing me...she’s got her whole fucking list of 
reasons.” Bakugou gave Izuku a weak punch on the shoulder and moved away slightly, “I have to 
fucking ask...Do you agree with her? That I’m a piece of shit too? All her arguments?” 


“She’s...she’s right about some things. I’ve...’ve had those same angry thoughts. I have hated 
you with some of the same words.” Izuku said, speaking softly. “But it’s not just that. Just like you 
pin all your fears about the League and Ujiko and All for One leaving stuff behind on her... you 
are the face for everything she and I have suffered. At least...at least the face we see most often.” 


“Guess I hadn’t thought of it that way. Fucking hell.” Bakugou said, grumbling angrily, fists 
clenching again and again. “You two bastards...Fuck you two. You’re not supposed to make sense 
. Not...not after being this close to killing me.” He moved his index finger, and his gaze drifted to 
the pistol, discarded a short distance away. 


“Tt...1t was one way. One way of getting through to you. You...you aren’t exactly an umm... open 
person to talk to, Kacchan. And...well, she also proved she was good enough to beat you.” 


“She fucking said so .” Bakugou said, sneering. “Fucking piece of shit...What of it? She got lucky, 
it means nothing . Less than nothing. This whole thing is worthless .” 


“Maybe.” Izuku said, “But the part where she didn’t kill you? That matters. She...she took a huge 
step, you know? She had everything she needed to justify it, and...if she’d done it a minute earlier, 
I wouldn’t have seen a thing. She...she’s trying to break cycles, okay? To stop judging your sins, 
to stop agonising over hers. She’s...she’s being the bigger person here.” 


Bakugou looked at him with his face screwed up in disgust and anger, “Are you FUCKING 
SERIOUS? That is her way to break cycles of violence? Bitch has got a perfect way to-” 


“Kacchan, shut up.” Izuku said, shaking his head slowly. “Shut up now. And listen to me very 
carefully .” 


Bakugou snapped his mouth closed with a growl, both fists clenched. Fine, punch me if you need 
to. I can take that. But if you talk and interrupt... 


“Himiko and I know you hated the idea of us getting married. We know all your fucking 
complaints and gripes and doubts about it, about Himiko, about us . About my judgement. We both 
know you told Mei it should have been her.” It hurt to say that; Mei had been extremely 
uncomfortable about it when telling Izuku and Himiko, her own feelings already conflicted about 
so many things... 


Bakugou nodded, and Izuku continued, “We know that your views on respect can be... 
meritocratic , to put it politely. With some people it has worked like a dream, like Kirishima or 
Uraraka, but...you know the path you and I needed to go through to get here, to be friends again. 
And with Tenko...you may not fully trust him, but...but he fought beside us. I know you respect 
him...a part of you even likes him.” 


“Oh fuck off, Deku, don’t put words in my fucking mouth.” Bakugou said, then closed his mouth 
again as Izuku stared him down. He held Izuku’s gaze, his eyes full of vitriol, but he still waited for 
Izuku to continue. 


“Himiko’s earned your respect, by all accounts. By every metric you’ve set up, in that mind of 
yours. So now you can get off our back and let us be already? She’s not a monster, and neither are 
you, and it’s been enough already. I’m ready to fight the entire world with her at my side, but I’m 
done fighting you about it.” 


“Fair enough, Deku.” Bakugou said, “I’m...fucking done too. The moment with that gun pointed at 
me...it was eternal. I...I got hit, my Quirk disabled. I have no idea for how long. I feel...I feel way 
too fucking angry about this whole thing, but like I say, ’m fucking DONE. She’s insane. 
Dangerous. Just about the worst person I know. And...and the idea that she looks like the old hag 
when she was our age disgusts me dreadfully.” 


“..what?” 


“She looks like my fucking mother , alright?” Bakugou said, “I hadn’t realised, but...the 
resemblance is fucking gross...What the fuck are you blushing about, you bastard? ’'m not going 
to fucking psychoanalyse you, I might goddamn puke , fucking SHUT YOUR FACE!” 


Izuku had no response beside awkwardly laughing. /’d never seen the resemblance either, to be 
honest but...umm... 


“Fucking hell, enough about it. Enough fucking talking . I get now that she’s trying . And it’s for 
you . All this bullshit about growing as a person you’re implying, all that pride in your face when 
talking about her? It’s just to please you, you crazy fucker.” 


“We'll agree to disagree. She’s...she’s very strong willed. She’s turning her life around with every 
step she takes.” 


Bakugou rolled his eyes and mimicked puking, then continued, “You'll have to promise to never 
gush like that when I’m around because it’s disgusting . And...you keep her on the straight and 
narrow, got it? Ido NOT like owing my life to her mercy , or knowing she’s alive because I wasn’t 
cold enough to shoot her in the face, so...so you two fucking owe me .” 


Izuku nodded. He’s right. She...she gave him the chance to take revenge, for all slights real and 
imagined. She was at his mercy as much as he was at his...And that will never happen again. 


“You'll tell me everything . And if any of my paranoia was right...you’ll help me hunt down 
whatever remains. You got that? And if either of you gets murdery against me again? Truce is 
fucking called off.” 


“T can work with that.” Izuku said, smiling and offering his hand to shake. When Bakugou shook it, 
his hand was unusually cold and clammy, and the feeling unnerved Izuku. J can only imagine how 
it must hurt him... 


“Now...you have a plan? I just called the cops and shit, they shouldn’t take more than ten or 
fifteen minutes, but I’ve no idea if this isle’s got any hero that isn’t a worthless extra, and these 
fuckers are serious.” 


“Ingenium and Uravity will have gathered all the civilians at the parking lot...that’s what I did last 
time . Back then, they got here in five...there were a few patrol cars close by. Today... don’t 
know. From the parking lot they can easily get to safety when the police cordon the area.” Izuku 
explained. 


“Not bad.” Bakugou said, smirking. “What next?” 
“Himiko and [Il take down their leaders.” 
“You'll kill them?” 


“No.” Izuku said, shaking his head. “The one I fought, Runt? He’s an orphan from Kamino Ward. 
Same with the Iconoclast.” 


Bakugou’s eyes widened, “You...you mean? From All Might’s last battle? Makes fucking sense.” 
“T didn’t kill Runt. I don’t plan to kill the Iconoclast.” 


“If they’re after All Might for that fight, then that means they’re after me. After Shimura. Both 
fucking sides of the fight, served in a silver fucking platter...How the fuck did they know ?” 
Bakugou said, his eyes flashing with anger. 


“We'll know real soon...For now, get Kirishima to safety. I think the battle’s moved far enough 
away from the beach...maybe you two can reach your hotel from the jungle path?” 


“We'll get that fucking done . And the second my power returns, [ll get right back and fight, you 
hear me?” Bakugou said, scooping up Kirishima in his arms carefully. “I’ve... ve got a lot of shit 
to process now. And the Quirk blockers...this shit’s nasty . I never want to feel this weak again.” 


He started running, when Izuku had an idea. He picked up the pistol, the hateful object Himiko had 
used to finally break the cycle of hatred between them, and he called out, “Hey, Kacchan!” When 
his friend turned around, Izuku held the pistol in his hand, where Bakugou could easily see it. 
“Don’t ever threaten Himiko again. Don’t even think about it.” 


With a swift move, Izuku crushed the pistol between his fingers, leaving a paste of dented metal 
and polymer to drop to the floor. 


Ten minutes. The police would only take ten minutes. 


Akamai Mahaulu had finally put down the phone, after explaining the situation carefully to the 
police operator, who had swiftly reassured her and coordinated a response, scrambling a hundred 
officers and a dozen pro heroes from Hang Ten Crew, a hero agency based on Kahului. 


Ten minutes to hang on and stay behind the cars, as the young heroes Ingenium and Uravity ran to 
the reactor and made sure the engineers were alright...it would all be done in a flash. /t’// all be 
fine... 


“Okay people!” Akamai said, looking around at her team, the very core of her hotel’s staff, and the 
few guests that had been scheduled to check out only an hour or two later today, and had instead 
been caught in the crossfire. She placed her hands on the shoulders of Manny and Cecile, her 
assistant and chief cook, her leatherlike fingers tapping softly against their sweat drenched shirts. 


“The cops are just ten minutes away! Heroes might get here even quicker!” she said, surveying a 
crowd of faces, some scared, some brave, all of them shaken. “We won’t be seen outright from any 
angle if we stay behind the personnel vans and those two SUV’s over there, and the ten minutes 
will pass so quickly you won’t even notice. In a flash we’ll be behind the police line, they’ll give 
us blankets and water and they’ll protect us, and the heroes that got us here can focus 
wholeheartedly on fighting back.” 


She said nothing about her security teams, who had gone silent minutes before the attack, or the 
engineers who still needed saving. Ingenium and Uravity will get to them. Or Deku and Himiko... 
they’ll save us again. Who cares what she was before...she’s our hero, goddammit... 


“Ten minutes, people!” Akamai said, setting a timer on her phone, and started directing them to 
move around the parking lot in small groups, quietly, as fast as possible. Only Cecile and Manny 
remained with her in the final group, and they moved with as much stealth as a head chef, secretary 
and hotel manager could muster... 


They rushed through the parked cars, trying to hide from security cameras; the terrorists might 
have already found one of the security stations, and all the CCTV cameras could be accessed there. 
The closest one is at the lobby. If...If I get everyone past the police line, when the cops and heroes 
come up with a plan...I can get there quick. Guide them. 


She saw their own cars as they got closer to the hotel’s personnel vans; Manny’s Jeep, with 
modified tires for driving through sandy beaches and jungle paths, in a bright yellow coat of paint, 
Cecile’s trusty 2117 Peugeot hatchback, then her own convertible, in elegant black and white, just 
like her Emperor Penguin skin... 


And then, right next to the safe spot, she saw an unknown panel van with decals for “Mike’s 
Adventure Tourism” on the sides, it’s tires coated with mud and the paint scratched all over... That 
van was rushing through jungle paths, going fast...one of the side mirrors is gone. Who...who 
owns it? 


She looked at the trail of mud, and she saw it led to the inside of the hotel complex, to one of the 
roads used to bring supply trucks more directly to kitchens and warehouses...and could be 
accessed through the jungle. The engine...it’s old, I can hear gas still cooking in the engine...it’s 
not even cold. They just got here . Right before we did... 


“Guys, GUYS!” Akamai managed to scream, as the van’s side doors opened. “Watch ou-” she 
yelled, as a tall man in military gear burst out from the van, rifle raised, sprinting right into 
Manny’s face and striking him in the gut with the butt of his rifle. “Manny!” 


Manny crumbled to the ground, vomiting to the side. Cecile yelled wordlessly, as the soldier’s rifle 
turned towards her, raising her arms to protect her face... 


Akamai jumped in front of her. “NO!” she yelled, as a red laser danced from the rifle’s side to her 
chest. She felt her legs shake, her hands start sweating horribly, her eyes water. She was afraid, as 
she had only been the last time her hotel had been attacked, but she stood her ground. “DON’T 
HURT US!” 


The man didn’t reply. His face was hidden behind a mask, though not the same type of masked 
helmet as the soldiers at the beach, this one looked more like a high tech balaclava with crimson 
tinted eye lenses. 


His gear looked older, shabby, but his manner was no less ferocious. And his finger hovered above 
the trigger, way too close... Cecile, I’m not letting anything happen, they’ll have to kill me first... 


From the other side of the van had rushed another soldier, dressed similarly, with salt-stained 
boots. A Marine? A sailor of some kind, maybe? That one was pointing his weapon at everyone 
else, and unison with the first one, started to wave his rifle, motioning for everyone to get closer. 


“TOGETHER!” yelled the one in front of Akamai, his voice deep and powerful, a voice that could 
rival a stormy sea and yell orders in a tempest. Still aiming at Akamai, he dragged Manny to his 
feet, then pushed him towards the middle of the safe spot, where the vans and SUVs would have 
protected them. 


“MOVE TOGETHER!” he yelled again, and Akamai had no choice but to move, if she was still 
meant to stand between the weapon and Cecile. 
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“It'll be fine, mon ami.” said the chef, her voice shaken, and Akamai finally relented and let 
herself be herded with the others. Moments later they heard quick footsteps, and four more soldiers 
with salty, sun-worn clothes showed up, one of them climbing into the ambush van and driving it 
to close off the view of the outside. 


Escape was cut off. And, managing a quick glance to her phone, Akamai saw that there were still 
six minutes left before the heroes would arrive. 


“DOWN!” the first soldier yelled, and Akamai complied, still keeping herself between the rifles 
and as many of her people as she could, feeling more powerless by the second. It’s just five minutes 
to go now...why? Why did they trick us like this? The parking lot seemed completely deserted when 
they brought us here...They knew this was the emergency evac point? 


She didn’t glance at her phone again, but she felt every second ticking by. None of the soldiers 
spoke again, and two of them peeled off to get to vantage points watching the main gates. 


And then she heard another set of footsteps, heavy, massive, accompanied by mechanical whirrs 
and the soft hiss of hydraulics bled off excess pressure. The footsteps got closer and closer, until an 
armoured hand reached down and yanked her by the arm, painfully, the metal hot against her skin, 
as if it had been set on fire mere moments ago and had no time to cool down as the supersoldier 
had rushed to the parking lot. 


She avoided looking at his face, knowing far too well what their helmets looked like from the 
security cam footage of a year prior. They resembled skulls, but not quite human . Uncanny, 
completely evil, with red, unblinking eyes...She knew they were simply helmets, but her gut told 
her that it was a spectre's face instead of a man’s, an angry wraith come to haunt her. 


“Walk.” he said, the synthesised speakers on his helmet not hiding his African accent. Of course, 
he is a Quirkless commando, just like before...Oh gods, is he avenging those others? Oh no...oh 
no... “Stay down.” he said, but now his voice came from the radios on the vest of each soldier, the 
sound enveloping Akamai eerily. 


Her mind flashed back to scary legends her grandparents had told her, her fear cutting off the old 
timers’ words when they revealed how the mighty Maui beat the monsters and spirits, only 
recalling the childhood terror. The armoured man who dragged her away, implacably, not stopping 
even as she pulled away with all her might, seemed even worse. 


“They’ll stop you, you know? THEY’LL FUCKING STOP YOU!” Akamai yelled, tripping over 
her feet as the man pulled her along, his pace faster, his long strides eventually making Akamai 
lose her footing, and she was dragged along. “Deku...and Himiko. They’ll...they’ll kick your ass. 
Or...or she’ll kill you.” 


She kicked with her feet, trying to get purchase, to hold on, to stop the man for even a few seconds 
longer. She got her footing an instant, then tripped when she didn’t see a step up, and she saw her 
phone fall from her pocket. He dragged her away, not bothering to slow down a bit, and Akamai 
caught a glance of the timer. Three minutes...just three minutes. Come on, come on! 


Akamai was pulled along to the lobby, with the supersoldier only pausing for an instant to go 
around the front desk. They reached the sturdy, electronically locked door behind the reception, of 
course marked as “Employees Only”, and she finally understood what the man was doing. 


“No, no, NO!” Akamai screamed, pounding her free fist against the man’s armoured stomach, in 
between ammunition pouches and belts of grenades. “I am not giving you access!” 


“T have no need for akeycard .” the supersoldier said, then punched the electronic lock twice, 
leaving it a pile of crackling, smashed up circuits. Then he yanked the door open, pulling it clean 
off its hinges, and it landed behind them with a heavy thud. 


He pushed her inside, finally letting go. As Akamai checked her swollen, pained arm for any 
fractures, she saw the supersoldier check the security room thoroughly, his black helmet moving 
all around. For the moment he did not look at the security monitors, which Akamai counted as a 
small blessing. 


We’re only a couple minutes away. If he is distracted when the police show up, they might rescue 
my people! She had to make time, as much time as possible... / can lock the computer out! 


She moved to the console, reaching for the mouse and keyboard, trying to appear helpful, “I'll 
unlock this, one sec...” 


But right as she started to lock the computer up in a loop of updates, hiding the administrator tab as 
much as she could with her own body preventing the soldier from seeing it, he moved. The soldier 
moved with speed contrary to what his bulk suggested, faster than Akamai’s eyes could track...and 
he smashed the keyboard with a single finger, moving it between her hands without hurting them. 


“Your lies are transparent, demon.” he said, and his voice sounded disappointed more than angry 
or commanding. With unexpected precision he took a USB stick from a hardcase on his belt, then 
inserted it into the CPU. He grasped the mouse carefully, and somehow clicked it gently enough 
not to break it, opening a file in the stick’s folder... 


And Akamai was amazed to find it was an impossibly simple, crude program he was opening: a 
driver for a wireless microphone, that he routed to the hotel’s alarm system, taking over the 
speakers with a tool Akamai would never have imagined. 


“You...why? You’re going to speak?” 


“Yes.” the man said, pointing to a push-to-talk button on his wristpad. The switch to talk through 
the speakers...oh gods... 


“They’ll get here any second now! Deku...do you have any idea how strong that kid is? He lifted 
me and half the staff away and still had the leg strength to jump . Your stupid power armour is 
worthless, Lapuwale , you know that? Himiko killed a bunch of you at the beach, with a simple 
gun! They’ll stop you...” 


“T’m hoping they try.” the supersoldier said, with a dry, merciless voice. “They have a blood debt 
to pay. But...” he stared now at the monitors where Akamai saw several scenes of battle between 
heroes and villains, and many, many empty spots, calm amidst the storm. Her eyes shifted, first to 
the reactor, where she spotted lida and Uraraka held at gunpoint by soldiers, as a crocodile man 
and the Hero Killer Stain watched over them. 


Then she saw the monitor the supersoldier stared at, where Ashido and Shinsou were taking cover 
behind some crates full of spa supplies. “But they have a debt of honour. And him?” 


He pointed with his massive hand to the cluster of cameras set up at the control tower for the 
hotel’s seaplanes, his index finger tapping the screen that showed All Might, Mrs. Midoriya, some 
other guy and the two children hiding together. “He is a valued prize. Hyena squad, start hunting.” 


Next he pointed towards the main gate cameras, where a police cruiser, rushing to arrive and set a 
safe zone, started getting peppered by rifle fire. It skidded to a halt, and a second patrol car stopped 
next to it, and cops started to fortify the area around those two cars, keeping their heads low to 
avoid potshots. 


And then the supersoldier clicked the push-to-talk button at his wrist, and with a deep, resonant 
voice, less synthesised than the one from his helmet speakers, said, “Police officers, heroes. Not 
another step...We have captives; this is now a hostage situation. My men have good eyes and 
quick tongues...at their call, we will not hesitate to slaughter them all . Our prisoners include two 
pro heroes, the hotel manager, and all of the staff and civilians present in the hotel today. The 
weak, the unclean .” 


Akamai saw an armoured police van take its place behind the vanguard, and right after it a dune 
buggy stencilled with the logos of Hang Ten Crew, surfboards, lightning rods and a massive wave. 
She prayed that their waterborne heroes would soon strike from the beach... 


She saw the cops scrambling about, an officer reaching for a megaphone. “Unknown criminals! 
Surrender and let the hostages go! Peacefully!” 


The supersoldier spoke once more, louder this time. His voice resonated into the security room 
from all the alarm speakers outside, at the lobby. “WE HAVE CONDITIONS! OBJECTIVES. 
AND WE HAVE A NAME. MBELE! WE ARE NOT GONE, WE ARE STILL FIGHTING!” 


The police officer with the megaphone hesitated, motioning for his deputy to get a negotiator on 
the double. “My name is Ubuyile, of the Mlima Kikosi. I share this mission with a man called the 
Iconoclast, whose goal is to crush the false symbols of Japan to dust. Outsiders...you are 
American. I know you. I know you well, but I am a man of honour, a warrior of his word, and I tell 
this to you; any attempts to assault this hotel, by heroes, police or the military, will result in the 
deaths of every person here. And the heroes...you will only walk into your death . Stay on the 
outside, and your lives can continue.” 


“What do you want, mister umm...Ubuyile?” asked a new cop, his turquoise hair greying at the 
temples. “You sound like a reasonable man. Talk with us. Name your price, and let the hostages 
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go. 


“Those outside, SHALL REMAIN OUTSIDE.” the supersoldier, Ubuyile, said. He checked one 
more the screen with All Might, then said, “Heroes inside the hotel. You have fought well...for 
subhuman filth . SURRENDER! Deliver unto us six people, and we will accept your capitulation. 
You will be free to leave with the hostages. BRING THEM TO THE LOBBY, BRING THEM TO 
ME!” 


He started walking away, leaving Akamai in shock, watching him from behind the front desk, as 
he started speeding up towards the beach again. “BRING THEM TO ME IN HALF AN HOUR!” 
his voice boomed from the speakers, as his loud, mechanical footsteps vanished. 


Akamai fell to her knees as she heard him speak his list. He’/l execute them here. That’s what he’s 
implying...it can’t be. 


“BAKUGOU KATSUKI.” That angry boy that decided to stay at our neighbour hotel instead... 
Cecile told me of how he ordered only the spiciest sauces... 


“YAGI TOSHINORI.” All Might...of course. It was his name that the first villain yelled. 


“ASHIDO MINA AND SHINSOU HITOSHI.” The debt of honour he meant...gods, that must 
mean...the deaths he has to have planned... 


“TOGA  HIMIKO.” No...don’t...take your revenge on the people who saved us before... 
“MIDORIYA IZUKU.” 


Akamai started to cry. She had to get away, but where could she even go? The main gate was 
watched, and she wouldn’t reach the safety of the police line, the inside of the hotel was still full of 
soldiers, and battles raged all over. And if she stayed at the lobby, in an hour she might see her 
heroes sacrifice their lives in exchange for hers... 


“YOU HAVE ONE HOUR.” 


Chapter End Notes 


Thanks for reading! See you next time! 


Hired Guns 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


The counterattack had worked marvellously, even before Mei’s drones arrived! 


Momo’s plan had divided the heroes (and the couple civilians in their care) into three groups, with 
Bakugou taking the right and attacking from the side closest to the pools, with Kirishima, Tsuyu 
and Tokoyami under his leadership, while the Pussycats, Vlad King and Twice led a strong centre, 
spearheaded by sand constructs and even a clone of Gigantomachia, who charged first to break 
enemy morale... 


And got turned to ugly brown goo by a grenade shot to the face. 


And the left side was led by Momo herself, with Aizawa and everyone else. Where Bakugou’s 
force was meant to be a lightning strike to the enemy retreat, and the centre was a true hammer, 
Momo and Aizawa’s group was meant to fully encircle the enemy and control the battle closely. 


Thus Todoroki’s ice attacks and a couple of cannon shots led the way, while Mei and the rest ran 
along and tried not to get shot as they chased the soldiers down. 


Mei was definitely grateful to be wearing boots with her fancy dress as they sprinted madly, 
attacking the enemy with everything they had....though she was still outpaced by the other girls in 
their heels. Damn you, pro heroes, I didn’t have Midnight teach us how to fucking run like 
gazelles... 


And better yet, she was armed . The vambrace she’d decided to wear, which most others would 
have mistaken as a fashion statement, actually gave her enough support to use the repulsor beam at 
her palm for short range attacks, had a small, short range grappling hook, and even now was 
beaming her location to her Babies, a swarm of delivery drones from the Mei with a nasty little 
surprise for the bad guys...and a couple equipment boxes for her friends. 


They wouldn’t be able to carry all the gear they’d need in a single pass, but at the very least she 
could get some stuff for Momo, Todoroki, Shinsou and Mina, all of whom were in her group. 


They ran, and Mei watched in amazement how a trio of Pixie Bob’s sand creatures got through the 
soldier’s organised retreat and tore into the biggest soldier. Upon closer inspection, he’s one of 
those Mbele supers, a Mountain Brigade trooper...Oh, so that’s at least another vendetta 
explaining the attack: those guys hate like...all of my pals... 


“Momo!” Mei yelled, as she pushed Melissa Shield slightly to the side and down, covering Melissa 
with her broader back and arms on instinct. “They’re Quirkless! Didn’t you guys fight ‘em? Back 
when we saved Izuku in Denmark?” 


“Oh...yeah. I'd forgotten.” Todoroki said, shrugging, then threw a concentrated fireball at the 
enemy again. 


“Shouto! You cooked one’s head off!” 
“Oh crap, true.” Todoroki replied, turning pale. 


“Tf they don’t know it was us, I see no need to add further grudges...FORWARD, HEROES!” said 


Momo, and they all kept running. In between creating disposable rocket launchers with her boob 
fat, Momo had been using her thigh lipids to craft pieces of armour, simple and rugged, made out 
of kevlar and flexible padding, and looked half a knight in shining armour, half a well-dressed 
model. 


They charged, and Mei was amazed at how little the Quirkless troops reacted to their attacks. The 
supersoldier had taken out the sand golems in close combat, finishing one off with his machinegun, 
another with his grenade launcher, and pummelling the last one to dust. 


She looked at him carefully for a few seconds, watching the way his suit worked. Power armour, 
clearly. The generator must be effective, and well shielded. Titanium armour plates, a techsuit 
underneath...artificial muscle fibres? Overlapping his own muscles, held by a frame...They can be 
cut through, but the plates and the movement don’t give much chances for that. 


Muscle on top of muscle, plus whatever augmentation the man has...Synthetic muscle tissue 
inserts? Bone density enhancers? Must be, that suit could be heavy...If I can reverse engineer him, 
I could help Izuku better than ever...Oh and come up with ways to beat him... 


As she looked, the supersoldier turned around and started running to a position further down the 
beach, towards the jungle that separated the beach from the golf course and the spa, covered by his 
soldiers... 


“Come on, Melissa, we can’t fall behind!” Mei said, urging along her...friend? Associate? Fellow 
person who knew that the attack would happen, and probably felt just as frustrated about having 
prepared for a whole different scenario? 


“Right behind ya!” replied Melissa, who was covering her father, David, herself... which made a 
strange picture, if any of the soldiers had thought to make them priority targets; a lanky inventor 
crouching behind a tall girl with hair shining in the sun, and both of them behind a short, powerful, 
stocky girl. They’d see I’m a genius, by instinct. And then they’d shoot me dead, haha! 


They moved forward, faster, more aggressively, to the point that Mei found herself grunting in a 
strange kind of battle cry as she saw one trooper on the ground, still moving even after getting hit 
by Todoroki’s ice barrage, reaching for his pistol. 


So Mei hit him with a repulsor blast to the face. 
It cracked open his mask, and she saw a tooth or six flying...And the man collapsed again. 


The charge seemed to be going perfectly, taking down soldier by soldier, whether punched down 
by a solid blood bludgeon combined with a superfast kick, or frozen and blasted by a capture 
rocket, enveloping the ice cube securely...Until the sniper pierced their lines again. 


They only narrowly missed Ojiro’s tail with the first shot, and winged Tensei lida with a second. A 
third and fourth and fifth followed quickly, and Mei had to throw the Shields to the ground to avoid 
the last bullet. 


She scanned the horizon quickly, and saw Bakugou reacting just as fast, sending Tokoyami and 
Tsuyu towards the main tower, so she shifted her gaze there... Third floor, fourth, fifth, sixth... 
EIGHT! SCOPE GLINT! There you are! 


Focusing her eyes to zoom closer, she blindly clicked on her vambrace’s controls, changing the 
flight path of her delivery drones. Come on, Babies...you’re nearly here... “Melissa, Dave, get up 
and start running. There’ll be some fireworks in a sec...” 


The two got up, but Mei barely noticed. Her eyes had finally adjusted, and she could see the sniper 
perfectly, with every detail laid clear in Mei’s gaze. Beyond the scope, the sniper was a woman, a 
girl younger than Mei, with earthy brown eyes and mossy green skin, suggesting some kind of 
nature Quirk. 


She wore a leather half mask, covering the bottom half of her face, and Mei could see the upper 
part of a dishevelled denim work jacket, the kind mechanics loved, with a patch spelling “Grease” 
in cursive Romaji letters. So that is your name, my enemy... 


A shot landed near Mei, and she scanned the battlefield again, her eyes on overdrive; Bakugou and 
Kirishima had turned to face a team of soldiers coming from the pools, Dabi and Mr. Compress 
were running across the sand to reach Aizawa, the supersoldier was running into the jungle...and 
someone had shot a flare into the air. 


Soldiers started pouring out from the trees...there had to be more than fifteen of them, split into 
groups, all of them firing, and Mei caught sight of someone that had to be a cyborg. That’s an 
unusual level of body augmentation...that man’s more machine than man...COOL! 


They were close to her, far too close...but she couldn’t just leave the sniper out there to shoot them 
in the back, now that they were bogged down fighting. The moment her glance shot back to 
Grease, the sniper was leaning out of the balcony she had holed up at, on the eighth floor, and was 
taking potshots at Spinner, who climbed the wall with uncanny agility, but needed to leap away 
from every bullet. 


Then Grease turned towards Tokoyami and Tsuyu, switching to a rifle on her back and firing three 
darts in quick succession. Shit! They have to be Quirk blockers! Dark Shadow, holding Tokoyami 
by his fancy cloak so they could fly together, barely managed to dodge, and Tsuyu had to leap unto 
the building to avoid getting stung. 


“Babies, come the fuck on...” 


“MEI! We have to keep moving!” She recognized the voice as Hitoshi’s, then heard Melissa and 
David Shield calling her name. They returned for me? I mean, it’s been a few seconds but...thanks, 
guys! You can now witness the might of Engineering! The deadly science! THE BABY WRATH! 


“THERE THEY ARE!” The sound of a hundred plastic rotors filled the air, buzzing like bees, 
twenty-five drones darting around the hill in front of the hotel and turning quickly around the 
tower. Mei’s fingers flew over her vambrace’s small keyboard, typing the coordinates she 
triangulated by eye, sending the first wave to swarm the sniper. “BABY ANGER! BABY RAGE!” 


Grease turned again, retreating into the balcony as the drones flew at her. She was quick enough to 
switch back to the regular sniper rifle and shoot one, then two, then rotors started getting in her 
face. The drones weren’t especially tough against a determined opponent, not when she was 
swinging her rifle at them like a bat...but there were many. 


And they didn’t need to beat her, just be a nuisance...just for long enough that the others would get 
there... 


As she hoped, Spinner and Tsuyu reached the balcony, the former scaling the wall like a lizard, the 
latter jumping up in a mix between parkour and leaping frogs. They clambered unto the 8th floor 
balcony the sniper was using, then leapt inside, ready to kick ass. 


Mei didn’t wait for them to give an all clear, and diverted the rest of her drones immediately, to 
buzz down at top speed and crash into as many soldiers as possible, overclocking their little 


engines to blow up on impact... and she also sent some to land safely beyond the jungle, at the 
spa...or at least she thought so. 


“IT smuggled some of our gear into those, let’s go! Towards the spa!” Mei said, starting to run. With 
a quick glance she saw Tsuyu and Spinner emerging from the balcony, giving them a thumbs up 
after taking down the sharpshooter, with Tokoyami landing with them, but when her eyes darted 
down again, she didn’t see Bakugou, Kirishima, or their enemies, only a villain dressed like an old 
school Japanese biker limping towards the northern jungle. 


“Let’s go, guys!” Mina yelled, and started to follow Mei’s quick steps. 


There wasn’t too much distance to the jungle now, and the only soldiers in the way had been taken 
out, caught in a steel net fired by Momo at some point. The Gear Carrying Babies were close to 
landing, and the other ones were blowing up with little pops to the side, accompanied by cursing in 
a foreign language Mei didn’t know. “RUN!” yelled David Shield, with the exhilaration of a 
civilian who was doing surprisingly well in a villain battle. 


“We'll get the gear, then we can all fight back better!” Mei said, as they reached the first trees. A 
metre to their left, the rainforest seemed dense and natural and wild, but the manicured cobblestone 
path they ran on was clean and lovely. At some point she was overtaken by pretty much everyone; 
Hitoshi and Mina, Ojiro and Tooru, even David Shield. 


Only Melissa was moving slower, cause she wasn’t a pro hero trained to run in ridiculous high 
heels either, and had only now, away from the hot sand, decided to throw away her shoes, which 
had cost her a couple seconds of sprinting. 


She saw the spa get closer and closer, her mind rushing as she wondered if there were any ladders 
to the roof; none of the drone Babies seemed to have landed on the floor. Apparently, Hitoshi and 
Mina had the same idea, as she saw them rush up to the building with a running start and leap up, 
throwing themselves upwards with a step on the wall, catching onto the roof and hauling 
themselves up. Parkour! 


The two heroes fetched the care packages, some ten in total, and started throwing them down to 
Ojiro and Tooru, who caught them securely. Mei reached the spa then, helping to catch a medium 
polymer box marked with Mindtrick’s hero logo, a comic book speech bubble bisected diagonally 
by a bolt of purple lightning. Next to her, Melissa caught one with Invisible Girl’s symbol, a chibi 
pair of gloves and boots making an adorable pose. J suggested the chibi character! 


“Is everyone’s-” Mei suddenly heard boots clicking on the cobblestone path behind them, 
approaching faster, one of them yelling orders in Japanese accented English, but electronically 
modulated to be as androgynous as possible. “No time, get inside!” 


Hitoshi and Mina leapt down from the roof, Mina landing with an agile, catlike roll, springing up 
in a run, while Hitoshi landed more awkwardly, grimacing and mumbling grimly about how his 
feet fucking hurt. 


They all rushed inside, with Ojiro being the last one, closing the door behind them. With some 
luck, they didn’t see us... 


They started to move into the spa, as quietly as possible, going deeper, through massage tables and 
passing through a jacuzzi section, finally finding a defensible position at the foot massage area’s 
storeroom. They turned some tables and chairs over, then started rummaging through the care 
packages, while Ojiro again kept watch, this time with David Shield beside him. 


“If I hear or see anything, I'll tell you guys. Do we have a plan?” Ojiro asked. 


“Gear up, first of all. Then we have to get to the CCTV system...there’s a few security rooms with 
access to it. If we could get cam access and direct everyone...Then again we only have the comm 
gear we gathered here .” Mei said, “After that...well, we can’t just let these fuckers win. Let’s do 
hero stuff.” 


Melissa and Mei handed their gear boxes, and Mei caught Melissa blushing heavily as Tooru 
removed her dress and then her underwear, putting it all neatly to the side so she could put on her 
hero suit, which currently looked bright and easily visible. “Oh...I don’t wish to make you 
uncomfortable, I can turn around...” Tooru said, making Mina let out a giggle before clasping her 
hands over her mouth. 


“Tt’s...it’s just that umm...I didn’t imagine you were wearing that kind of underwear beneath your 
dress, Hagakure...” Melissa said, her voice cracking. 


“It’s cute, no? I love lace! Mashi loves lace too!” 
“1 do.” Ojiro said, in a low mumble. 


“T’m also wearing cute lingerie, wanna see?” Mina asked, taking the front of her dress skirt and 
turning towards Melissa. 


“T’d usually be more reserved about it but we did just get legit threatened to death by a giant in a 
power armour so...” Hitoshi said, his voice flirty and roguish. Grinning, Mina turned around and 
showed Hitoshi what she was wearing, and from that lazy, satisfied grin showing up on his lips, 
Mei could tell he liked what he saw. 


“So, Melissa...” Mina said, as both she and Hitoshi winked at the blushing American. 


“Oh, ummm...better not.” Melissa said, moving her gaze away to find that Tooru had already 
suited up in her hero suit. “Wait, is that...a weave of photovoltaic string and your hair? Ingenious!” 


“Tt is!” Mei confirmed, “With a simple, totally safe electric current it activates the string and it 
imitates the hair colour...it becomes instantly transparent!” 


“Works with my gloves and boots too!” Tooru said, wiggling the big toe of her Tabi styled boots. 
Then with a few soft button taps, she turned completely invisible again. With very soft footsteps, 
only audible once everyone turned silent, and even then needing Mei to strain her ears, Tooru 
moved next to Ojiro, and gave him a quick smooch on the cheek. 


Having finished checking out Mina’s underwear, Hitoshi opened his box and found his voice 
changer, which should come in handy, especially for the villains that spoke Japanese. “Testing, 
testing... “I’m the Iconoclast, All Might’s boots stink!”...not the right pitch, hmm...” 


“Try pinching your nose a bit!” Mina suggested, as she donned her acid launchers, which would let 
her propel acid the same way a squirt gun would propel water; pressure! 


Most of the other boxes were for their friends; an extendable javelin for Ochako, high-speed 
goggles and titanium shoe covers for lida, a set of emergency high-calorie bars for Momo, a set of 
kali sticks and some blood plasma, a little pick-me-up for Himiko, and finally Izuku’s “emergency 
suit”, which was basically the Air Force Gloves, a pair of armoured shoes, and a stretchy, highly 
flexible and resistant undersuit. J hope I can get it to him somehow...but even if I don’t, he already 


has a good advantage with Yuyu Haya’s tuxedo. 


From his box, Ojiro withdrew a trusty pair of tonfas, useful for the close quarters combat he 
preferred, as well as a headband. “What? It makes me feel more umm...karate-esque?” 


“It looks badass, dude. I use one too sometimes.” Hitoshi said, trying a different voice pitch for 
every word. “Icon... Icon ..."EVIL!” I think I got it. Sweet. Now I can finally live my fantasy of 
talking like a wedding-crashing lunatic.” It was a pretty decent approximation to the voice the first 
villain had used, in Mei’s opinion. 


“Eerie, dude.” Ojiro said, shaking his head. “Think you can imitate the supersoldier?” 


“No, his voice was too modulated. Too artificial. I don’t know what the real one sounds like. 
But...Mina, are you thinking what I’m thinking?” 


“Maybe...is it still about my underwear?” Mina said, winking and teasing the boy with a few 
forehead pokes. 


“T mean...Just partly.” he admitted. “But...No, remember that plane that took us away from the 
hidden city?” 


Mina’s face turned pale, “When...when I was poisoned?” 
“yeah.” 
“Then...then I do remem-” 


Mei saw a blue glow from the corner of her eye, glowing brighter and brighter... “PLASMA 
GRENADE!” she yelled, on instinct, remembering the grenades thrown by a villain during the 
attack. A villain that didn’t retreat with the others! A villain who- 


David Shield slammed the storeroom door shut and jumped out of the way, taking Ojiro with him, 
while Mina set out layer after layer of her acid shield behind it, hoping to catch the explosion and 
dissolve any shrapnel, “ACID VEIL! TOORU, MOVE, NOW!” 


The grenade went off outside, smashing the door into splinters that quickly burned when they 
touched the Acid Veil, showing a team of soldiers beyond the threshold, holding their rifles low, 
waiting. 


From their midst walked another villain, shorter, wearing a different mask, and what seemed like 
an electronic voice modulator. Their mask hid all their features, leaving a blank slate, a smooth, 
sweeping visor. 


They were dressed in a manner that wouldn’t have looked out of place in urban Tokyo; techwear 
pants, pitch black with off white accents, tight at the ankles, with a myriad of straps labelled 
“GHOST” in both Katakana and Kanji. Mei also noticed it was embroidered on the flaps securing 
their cargo pockets. Proud of your name, huh? 


They completed the look with a green leather jacket, sturdy but flexible, as they moved their arms, 
as if stretching to pitch a baseball. Their right hand didn’t glow, and looked grey, pale and 
unhealthy, but the left hand started to grow brighter and brighter, the fingers fusing into the palm, 
the knuckles smoothing over, and they turned their wrist quickly, faster still, as the hand became a 
sphere of burning blue plasma, glowing with a purple and aqua haze. 


“Hey, Mei. Anyone ever tell you that you’re an arrogant brat, sticking their childish nose in affairs 
that don’t concern them at all? That your CEO activities have earned you powerful enemies?” It 
was the same voice Mei had heard earlier, while running away. Back then, they had been speaking 


in English, now they spoke Japanese. 


“They are powerful enough, wealthy enough, that they asked me to deliver a message, right before 
I let this Baby float, these few metres between us, and stick right in your eye...” Ghost said, as 
their grenade started spinning faster, detaching fully from the wrist now, and pulling towards 
Mei...but they stopped it, for now. “How did the chief put it...Oh, who cares, you'll die in a 
moment, and the Africans can’t understand if it is a terrible one-liner or not... “Be Liberated from 
life, Mei Hatsume!” There, now die.” 


They started to bring their arm up, the grenade leaving the arm for good, getting closer and closer, 
darting around the acid veil, fully under Ghost’s control, indeed coming right at Mei. 


I always thought it’d be my own explosions killing me. Not...not some business rival’s hitperson, 
even less one directed to say a bad one-liner before I died...I’d have liked to eat more chocolate 
before I died. Invented more stuff: Worked with Melissa, made something great. Maybe I should 
have stolen a kiss from Izuku sometime. I wish I'd gone to space. Yeah, I think I could adapt the 
Mei to go there...Maybe in another life. Sorry, Izuku, I wish I could have helped you more... 


The glowing ball of blue plasma got closer, to the point where she could smell it, feel its heat on 
her skin. It felt like it would be hot, like a magnesium burn. She wouldn’t close her eyes, not even 
death would take her pride... 


But suddenly she heard something unexpected, as Mina yelled, “TOORU NOW!” 


And the world turned dark. 


With a bleeding, injured husband, a daughter hastily evacuated from a battlefield, and the lives of 
many in mortal peril, there was almost no reason for Ms. Joke to smile as they moved forward, 
chasing the villain gunmen all the way across the beach. 


No reason except psychological warfare. 


She noticed it, every time they got close enough to the soldiers. Even with their faces masked and 
armoured, they tilted their heads ever so slightly when they noticed the huge grin on her face...and 
that little moment was enough to tell Emi to use her power. 


It was called Outburst, and it made the target laugh uncontrollably. 


Outburst worked by proximity, directed by her focus, and it stimulated the victim’s ventromedial 
prefrontal cortex and parts of the limbic system, like the amygdala and hippocampus; for all intents 
and purposes, it hijacked those areas of the brain and made them work , no matter what the victim 
tried. 


It could be a very dangerous Quirk, making people laugh into a weakened, vulnerable state called 
cataplexy, or making them laugh till they started choking and dying. Even when she kept the 
laughter controlled, sometimes it ended up making the villains piss themselves as they laughed... 
but lately, as the HPSC had sent her and Eraserhead to more and more grim missions against 
villains who harmed kids, she’d stopped measuring her strength. 


And now that these villains had decided to put Eri’s life in danger, there was nothing holding her 
back. 


So whenever they’d gotten in range of the soldiers she’d attempted using her Quirk on them, at full 
power, wearing a murderous smile on her face that matched Shouta’s killer eyes...but her Quirk 
simply didn’t affect the soldiers as it should . It distracted them, made them trip and lose balance, a 
few held their throats, choking, and thus got taken out easier by the others, or her own fists when 
she was lucky enough to catch one and beat him to a bloody pulp with Eraserhead’s help... 


But they simply weren’t laughing . Something had been done to their brains, something ugly, 
something that gave her pause. Even complete monsters laughed, such as the villains she had been 
hunting with Shouta recently...and those had laughed within an inch of their lives . 


These men...Emi feared they had all been turned to something else, something evil. 


And the leader, the giant of a man who had gone out of his way to threaten Shinsou and Ashido? 
Ms. Joke hadn’t lost sight of him, pledging her very life to protecting the two youngsters. Their 
only fault was being amazing heroes, and this vendetta is plain villainy. 


But at some point she had lost sight of the two, as well as the Shields and young Hatsume, that 
bright, chaotic lass that she found so entertaining, and the adorable Ojiro and Hagakure, a pair that 
she’d always had a soft spot for when organising joint events between UA and Ketsubutsu, 
especially when they’d gone toe to toe with her best students, Shindou and Tatami in a 2v2... 


Ms. Joke, Eraserhead, Frostburn and Philosopher had left those friends behind, charging forward in 
a battle trance, leaving the soldiers that got within their clutches mangled and battered, bones 
broken with knuckles and steel, fire and ice, and Emi didn’t much care to hope they would make 
full recoveries. 


They’d run so far ahead that they’d caught up with the Pussycats, Twice, Ingenium (in Emi’s mind, 
their pal Teensei would always be Ingenium, no offence to young Tenya), Vlad King and the civvie 
priest, exchanging grateful looks as they found no one had sustained any new, important injuries, 
only a few of them now sported imposing ink blotches on their skin, in bright blue and orange. 


Their reunion lasted all of a second, as they turned to the last couple of soldiers. Emi saw the giant 
supersoldier sprinting for the jungle path that followed the main building’s southern side, and her 
grin grew, nourished by spite, emboldened by her enemy’s retreat. Big guy’s not too brave, huh? 
Come on, you may not have a Quirk for Shouta to disable, and your brain may be screwed up till 
you can’t giggle, but you still have an ass to kick, gonna take that ugly helmet off and punch you 
till you can whistle with your trap shut! 


“There’s just two more left!” Mandalay yelled, as she pointed at a pair of soldiers that had paused 
close to the jungle, taking a stand, one of them already firing his stupid paintball gun in a wide arc, 
the other one withdrawing a flare gun. 


“LET’S SHOW THEM!” Mandalay ordered, leading the charge, Ragdoll and Ingenium at her side. 
Whereas Mandalay usually did look catlike, it was mostly a resemblance to elegant, well behaved 
cats, the kind Shouta would often show Emi on his phone and they’d be doing curious things, like 
politely using a bell to ask for food, or yawning as they caught some sun...today Mandalay looked 
instead like a lioness, fierce and powerful, and her hands were covered in blood. 


And Emi seriously doubted it was Mandalay’s blood. 


But at the same time, her arms and legs and cleavage were covered with orange paint. She had not 


been using her Quirk to coordinate the battle, relying instead on her powerful voice. And Emi 
noticed that the same seemed to be happening to those hit by the paint; Tiger seemed much less 
flexible as he fought, Tensei was running at regular human speeds. 


The soldier shooting paint at them didn’t slow down, only stopping for an instant to take a plastic 
container from his tactical vest and pour blue paintballs into his weapon. “Shouta! The orange ones 
are-” 

“They disable Quirks.” he replied, shaking his head, then grimacing as he examined his bandages 
again. They had a moderate amount of blood; Momo had crafted really good first aid gear, and he 
wasn’t in danger of bleeding out, but that didn’t mean he hadn’t been shot twice. 


“Shouta...” 


“Let’s keep moving. Just two here, then the big guy...and we’re gonna have a nice, long talk with 
him about where he got these cursed bullets.” he said, “Overhaul’s weapon was never the only one 
of its kind, but...” 


He clenched his fist in anger, and his capture weapon wrapped around himself more threateningly, 
“T don’t care if it’s on purpose by them or not, but those weapons...” 


“They make it personal .” Emi finished, touching Shouta’s cheek gently. His skin was very warm, 
and she started to worry that his wounds would lead to a fever real soon if they didn’t end the fight 
with a victory. 


They started running again, only briefly noticing that a smoke flare had been shot up to the sky 
before seeing Mandalay and Ragdoll pounce on the soldiers, their gymnast-level agility put to the 
test as the soldiers fought back with rifles, pistols and even knives. 


It didn’t much matter as an instant later Pixie Bob disarmed one, her sand creatures holding him 
steady, opening up for Twice to smack him in the head repeatedly with a high-heeled shoe (which 
had looked rather fabulous on the former villain, all things considered), as Ingenium took down the 
other with a sprinting clothesline punch. 


Now the big guy...Oh you gotta be fucking joking! A dagger flew a metre to her left, then a metallic 
cylinder a foot to her right, even closer as she’d taken a step away from the blade. She heard it 
clicking, once, twice... 


Then a deafening boom assaulted her eardrums, a blinding flash seared her eyes. She could feel her 
corneas burning, and she hadn’t even looked at the flashbang directly. She tried to think, to react, 
to move out of the way and fight back , but all she managed was to slip on the fine beach sand, 
falling to a knee. 


Completely open to the attack of the soldiers that she’d barely managed to watch as they had 
emerged from the rainforest. What a bad fucking joke...To end like this? Blind, deaf, shot to death 
at a beach I lounged at just yesterday, as I sipped aa mai tai and tried getting my husband 
flustered? Leaving my daughter behind, just as she could need us most? Oh, Eri...forgive us. We 
didn’t...we didn’t mean to die. 


I was so excited to see you start middle school in a couple years, then maybe Ketsubutsu...who am 
I kidding, you will always choose UA, I know you, little lady! ’'m sorry I won’t see you grow up... 
She felt wind whistling next to her, she knew that danger was close. But if she had been blinded 
and deafened, with his eyes Shouta would only be in a worse place. 


And that broke her heart the most. If a bullet zipped past and caved her skull in right now, she 
wouldn’t see him again. She wouldn’t hear his voice a final time. It ripped a bitter, grim chuckle 
from her lips, and she couldn’t even hear that, over her ringing ears and the muffled sounds around 
her. 


Sorry, Shouta. Eri...I love you both so much. I only regret that... She felt fingers clasp her right 
hand, and for a moment she felt panic; they were armoured fingers, covered in warm steel and 
tough fabric straps...But then it hit her; the hand wasn’t completely covered by the gauntlets. It 
was exposed, to manipulate things she crafted. 


The hand belonged to Momo Yaoyorozu. 


As did the voice that yelled against her ear, sounding distant and muffled, completely 
unintelligible... 


But her words mattered less than the steady, urgent pull of her hand. Emi followed, rising back to 
her feet, regaining her balance from muscle memory alone; with her ears disabled, her body’s 
balance centre was directly affected. But what good are years of training, the best Ketsubutsu had 
to throw my way, if they couldn’t even teach us to stand up straight, eh? I won’t be slapstick 
comedy with my unbalanced running, no siree! 


The instant Joke had stood up, the pull started directing her, faster and faster. While her ears kept 
on ringing, her eyes had started to shift from off-white to red...and she hoped with all her heart it 
didn’t mean her eyesight was gone for good... 


They ran. She couldn’t hear her panting, she couldn’t see where her feet were taking her. But she 
felt the soft touch of plants and the rough scratch of rubbing against tree trunks and branches too 
quickly. She blinked, as hard as she could, her vision growing dark as she shut her eyes, then 
feeling them water...and then she finally started to see vague shapes and shadows, and the light, 
the morning sun shining bright as they cleared the section of jungle separating the beach from the 
golf course. 


If she hadn’t been crying already, from the eye irritation and pain, she would have cried in relief as 
she looked to her side and saw the vague outline of Shouta, stumbling along as someone...some 
blob with a red and white head...as Shouto Todoroki pulled him along. “Frostburn!” she yelled, but 
she had no idea if her vocal cords were making the right noises, “Thank you! Thank you!” 


Todoroki turned her way and gave her a brief thumbs up...or perhaps a wave? She couldn’t fully 
see his hand...but she didn’t think he’d give her a middle finger. That would have been more a 
thing that Shindou might have done, when feeling competitive... 


She let her tears flow freely, thankful that they were still alive for a while longer, and that the 
damage hadn’t been permanent...at least not to her. Shouta might have been hurt worse, and his 
previous wounds might have worsened while running through the small section of jungle... 


And in the vast open areas of the golf course, they wouldn’t find the cover to sit down and check. 


Still, she kept her mind positive. Her sight was returning, little by little, and she was starting to 
listen to the louder sounds again, and she could finally tell that the soldiers were now the ones 
chasing, countered with fireballs. 


But there were twice as many fireballs as she had counted on, some coming from her other side... 
and they exploded against the soldiers in blue blasts, contrasting with Shouto’s white-hot flames. 


And as she followed one again to impact, she noticed a tiny, gleaming marble flying beside it in a 
parabolic arc...and then turned to a large chunk of sand and flagstones from underneath the 
wedding pavilion. [t's Dabi and Mr. Compress! 


“You dumbass, you’re ruining the fifth hole with that unplanned sandbar!” grumbled Dabi loudly, 
getting a few steps closer to Momo and Ms. Joke. “Can ya hear already?” he yelled, looking at Emi 
with wild, unhinged but...somewhat caring eyes. He really has a little bit of big brother in him, 
huh? That’s good! 


“Mostly!” Shouta replied, taking the words out of Emi’s mouth. “Why are you helping?” 


“To prevail in this battle!” Compress said, sliding next to Shouta as he brushed the grass with his 
fingertips, and left a hole in its stead a moment later. “We have no ulterior motive, our own lives 
are on the line!” 


“So we’re just battle buddies now?” Shouta asked, blinking hard. His left eye was bloodshot; some 
blood vessels had burst when the flashbang had gone off, and his left eye looked almost as 
irritated, making it twitch slightly every time he blinked it closed. 


“Pretty much. Shig...[ mean, Tenko always said you were pretty cool... for a hero, so...guess 
we’ ll have the firsthand view, huh?” Dabi said. 


“Touya, Sensei’s an amazing hero.” 


“We’re counting on that, brother. Eraserhead! You up for keeping an eye on the willy pete dude as 
we kick him in the nuts until he fucking bleeds ?” 


Shouta grimaced and shook his head, “The phosphorus guy is a major threat, so of course I'll help, 
and his people are trying to hurt my family, so-” he nodded, resolutely. “Fine. We can work 
together without issue.” 


“Lovely!” said Compress, “I trust you have a plan miss Philosopher? Is it a reference to the 
Philosopher’s Stone?” 


“Of course. The plan is simple: just like they did against us, we are faking a retreat!” Momo 
explained, “The flash grenade against Eraserhead was a good move, but it is not permanent 
damage, so they still chase us with the Quirk suppressant capsules...They believe we are not as 
accurate as them in long distance engagements, but by drawing these troopers to us, we are 
widening the gap between them and the others. The Pussycats will stand their ground, I am certain 
of it. And us...well, the half-hearted fireballs give an impression of low morale.” 


“My morale is always low, sis-in-law.” Dabi said. He looked to be running out of breath as their 
run dragged on, especially when he needed to talk, run and hurl fireballs at the same time. “Just tell 
us when to stop and burn these fuckers.” 


“We need at least one unharmed.” Momo replied. She spoke with easy authority, but just enough 
room to overlook if the other enemies somehow ended up as casualties... She looked at Emi, saw 
that she could run by herself again, and nodded, letting go of Emi’s hand. 


With a swift motion, Momo grabbed the armour she had crafted around her waist and tore it away, 
leaving her stomach exposed. She started to slow down her run, and the others imitated her. 
Exchanging a glance with Shouta, Emi could see immense pride in his damaged eyes as his 
talented student took command yet again... 


“Now.” Momo ordered, her voice only loud enough for the runners to hear, and not the squad of 


soldiers behind them. And as she spoke, she reached for the love handles on her belly, crafting a 
Kevlar tower shield to go with her war hammer. 


Both Todorokis turned around in unison, sending twin balls of flame at the enemy. Emi saw them, 
one moment before the fireballs burst into them; six men, armed head to toe and dressed in the 
same red and grey uniforms as the men from the beach, rapid firing a hail of paintballs their way. 


Some of the paint was cooked to nothingness by the Todorokis’ fire, but the rest started to fly and 
hit the heroes. Shouta managed to duck behind the large shield, and Shouto protected himself and 
his brother with a sheet of ice...but Emi and Compress didn’t manage. 


The magician’s distractingly handsome face and arms were pelted with orange and blue, narrowly 
missing his eyes, and Emi almost got away by rolling...but a glob of orange paint caught her 
shoulder, and another caught her calf. 


The paint tingled against her skin, and she felt it seeping into her, like a cold salve chilling her up 
to the bone a second after applying it. Her hand went towards her shoulder, then her calf...then she 
noticed more paint, on the abdomen of her dress. Odd...I didn’t feel this one. Didn’t notice it was 
wet...Is this why my Quirk hasn’t affected them so much? How long ago did they shoot me? 


She tried focusing on the soldiers, scattered by the fireballs, only four still standing as Momo and 
Shouta charged at them...but none laughed. None except Emi, bitter laughter, feeling utterly 
disconnected from her Quirk, and exceedingly vulnerable... 


So of course, she charged into battle. As Momo’s warhammer smashed a soldier’s helmet and took 
him down, knocked out cold, she darted in, twisting her core to deliver a nasty suckerpunch against 
a man Shouta had entangled with his capture weapon. She heard the man’s nose jaw cracking, and 
her knuckles immediately felt the pain...but she laughed in the soldier’s face as he fell down to the 
ground. And she laughed as she punched him yet again on the floor, until he didn’t rise again. 


The two soldiers that remained trained their rifles on the heroes again, trying to withdraw beyond 
the capture weapon’s reach to no avail; in an instant, the steel cloth had coiled around rifle barrels 
and arms, constricting around them mercilessly, then he pulled them, right into a pair of ice pillars 
that surged to punch the soldiers in the face with awe inducing force, making both ice and helmets 
crack and splinter, and their faces ended up as a bloody pulp. 


“Now we deploy to assist the Pussycats! Back to the bea-” Momo said, then she yelped in alarm, 
“Guys, there’s someone-” A dagger flew from the jungle, landing right on Momo’s shield and 
sticking. “It’s a high frequency blade, armour’s of no use!” 


More daggers flew, one catching Shouta’s capture weapon and almost dragging him to the ground, 
another flying far away from anyone, one almost sticking into Dabi until Compress put his 
prosthetic arm on the way. In the jungle they saw a blur, moving quick, much quicker than any of 
them, but still slower than speedsters like the lida’s... 


And then the blur turned towards them, bursting out from the trees, his limbs shining in the sun, 
the textures of carbon fibre and titanium apparent from a glance, his lower legs switching from 
blades to spring-loaded calves and metal feet as he took a knee by the 8th hole marker and leapt up 
into the air... 


“Cyborg!” Shouta yelled, narrowly evading another thrown dagger. While cybernetic prosthetics 
and enhancements were fairly common, both among criminals and law abiding citizens, “full” 
cyborgs, those who would even replace their torsos and even their private parts with cybernetics, 
were a rarity. 


And while they couldn’t exactly tell if this guy had replaced his privates for carbon and steel, they 
could see a big katana slashing down towards them. 


He was fast, pro hero level fast, and he was in their midst in an instant, cutting through Momo’s 
shield and barely flinching as she smashed her war hammer against his knee, kicking at Todoroki’s 
ice, struggling as Shouta ensnared his empty hand away from the brace of daggers at his side. 


“T didn’t think you would make it when I threw that granada de luz, Eraserheddo!” he said, 
speaking Japanese with a thick accent. From the casual Portuguese thrown in, Joke imagined he 
was Brazilian. “And look at you, blinking like you’re bébado , angry as hell!” 


He slashed his sword again, this time carving into the shield’s Kevlar surface, and cutting off the 
ends of the capture weapon, freeing his empty hand, but instead of reaching for the knives, he 
withdrew a handful of paintballs and threw them at Frostburn, most of them missing, but staining 
the hero’s shirt bright blue at the chest, opening himself to a mighty blow to the jaw from 
Philosopher’s hammer. 


“Surrender!” she ordered, as she put all her power to the strike and sent teeth flying, both bone and 
titanium teeth glinting in the sun among the golf course’s manicured grass. “Surrender, and give up 
on your leader, the Iconoclast!” 


“ Criancas \’ he laughed, spitting out another tooth and leaping away, throwing a series of cuts and 
thrusts that Dabi only barely avoided, and chopped off Compress’ prosthetic thumb. “Children... 
Iconoclast brought us together, yes, but our reasons are not the same!” 


“Then what are yours?” Eraserhead asked, seven strands of his capture weapon pouncing at once, 
like cobras biting into seven different prey, finally catching his sword hand, immobilising the 
cyborg and snatching away his daggers and another pouch of Quirk suppressant capsules. As the 
eighth strand snaked up and started to curl around the cyborg’s neck, Shouta asked, “ Why? 
Money, fame? A grudge? Give me your reason, ninja , and I won’t twist your metal neck it bends.” 


“T’ve had worse. A gang clinic in Paraisopolis...now that is painful. This?” he motioned to his 
captured body, as Shouta moved and twisted his capture weapon to extend the cyborg’s limbs apart 
and minimise risks. “It’s more dangerous playing futebol with my cousins. You wanna know why? 
You hit the nail, heroe; money AND fame. Power, influence...ever heard of Pirate Lord 
Nguyen?” 


“That’s like the most common name in Vietnam, it rings no bells.” Shouta said, as the heroes and 
former villains circled around. Any quick move, and they’d move in, even Joke and Compress 
without their Quirks, they would still get in a punch or two. His eyes don’t look augmented. And up 
close...his neck connects with the metal really...weirdly. Almost...organically? But...could it 
simply be armour? And some kind of gross glue? Who knows...and his Quirk, he hasn’t used it yet. 
When he does... 


“He’s a rising star in Roanapur. The Russians and the Japanese have had some defeats against him, 
business-wise, so...it’s top dollar work. And you guys...you guys are famous! That green boy, and 
the other one, the one who’s probably getting a thousand bullet holes to the back by Datura and a 
squad of soldiers...Bakugou? And Tomura Shigaraki...they killed All for One. It’s known.” 


“That’s just rumours.” Todoroki said, scowling. “No proof of that, at all.” 


“Our source , the person who gave the Iconoclast all the details for this? They confirmed it!” he 
grinned, showing his missing teeth. Emi looked at him more carefully; very tanned, his hair worn 
in dreadlocks, with messily trimmed stubble on his face. His dark eyes were rather sharp, but the 


laugh lines by his mouth hinted at a relaxed attitude...most of the time. “So yes, Eraserheddo... 
Fame, money, power. I, Joao dos Santos, the Rio de Janeiro Ripper, took this job for that reason 
alone. It ain’t personal...” 


There was a quick, metallic whirr, as spring-loaded metal plates snapped into place over his jaw, 
then extended over his face. “But I did always wonder how many of you I could kill .” His wrists, 
held fast by the capture weapon, suddenly detached, and the Rio Ripper lunged forward, leaving 
his hands and wrists behind, the carbon bone underneath showing as he attacked, taking a swipe at 
Shouta. “The cagador Stain...he honestly wasn’t that good!” 


Shouta took a step backwards, and Momo stepped in, bashing the cyborg’s body backwards with 
her tower shield, but he quickly pushed back. He reached for his hands, trying to get them 
reattached, but Eraserhead withdrew them quicker, throwing the sword hand to Momo, then trying 
to sweep the cyborg’s feet under him. 


But it failed. He was firmly planted, and instead he pulled, and Eraserhead wasn’t quick enough to 
counter it, and fell to the ground. With a kick backwards, the Ripper pulled Eraserhead almost all 
the way to himself, but Momo cut the capture weapon before, and both sides leapt backwards... 


And the cyborg was instantly hit by twin streams of fire, burning off his exposed dreadlocks, and 
turning his arms red-hot as he covered his eyes. The fire stopped for an instant, and the Ripper 
raised his head, thinking they might have given up, only for a barrage of ice to hit hit¢m directly, 
sharpened to a vicious spear, aiming to his core. 


Once more the cyborg stood his ground, his feet digging into the soft golf field soil, pushing him a 
few metres back, but right away he adjusted again, his forearms switching with mechanical whirrs, 
springing forth a fist for the right hand, and a blade instead of the left. 


The ripper charged forward, cutting into a second ice barrage with his left blade, shielding his head 
from a scythe of blue fire with his right arm, sprinting right into a rocket that Momo had quickly 
fashioned by tearing off his right side bicep armour and using some underarm fat to create both 
launcher and rocket. 


It only staggered the cyborg for a moment, and, blindsided, he didn’t see it coming when Mr. 
Compress showed up from the side with a furious palm strike to the cyborg’s chin, “You aren’t the 
only one decked out with titanium, you Brazilian brat!” 


The magician attacked another time, scoring another solid hit, metal slamming against metal with a 
dull clang, but a moment later the Ripper turned and punched the former villain, and metal met 
ribs. This time there was no clang, but a distressing snap, and a pained groan as Compress 
collapsed. 


“You MOTHERFUCKER!” yelled Dabi, and a small, extremely dense ball of flame cut between 
the Ripper and Compress, just as the cyborg readied for a killing blow. A second flame blast 
followed the first, lancing through the cyborg’s elbow, and he yelled in agony. “Next one will 
fucking cook you!” 


But the cyborg wasn’t there anymore when Dabi shot his next spear of flame, and the moment he 
realised, he tried switching strategies, “So that’s how it is? PROMINENCE B-” 


There was no time to finish the sentence, or build up the flames that lapped up at the tattered 
remains of his tuxedo sleeves. Only a wet, gurgling sound as Dabi puked, punched with extreme 
force in the stomach, and his wordless cry as his right arm was broken at the elbow, as the cyborg 
avenged his own smoking arm. 


And Emi was not the only one that noticed his arm... “There’s flesh in the arm, interfacing with 
the prosthetics!” Philosopher yelled, as she launched another rocket. It barely moved the cyborg, 
and he didn’t react, either, as Frostburn shot his own version of the compressed fire spear, and it 
punched a hole through the torso...and again showed flesh underneath, connecting ... 


“This is a longshot, the Quirk isn’t obvious. It’s a bloody hunch...” Eraserhead muttered, and he 
forced his eyes open, forcing them to focus, to activate through the discomfort and pain. His hair 
stood up, and the cyborg stopped, just as he raised his bladed hand to finish off Dabi. 
“EVERYONE, ATTACK!” 


Frostburn moved in, coating an arm in ice and an arm in fire, unleashing them both as he punched 
the cyborg’s face, and at the same time Philosopher pulled Dabi away, as the former villain 
vomited again, the vomit showing a worrying reddish tint, “My fucking organs ...shit...” 


The icy punch lowered the cyborg’s faceplate’s temperature instantly, making little icicles appea, 
and when massive heat was applied a moment later, it shattered. But the Ripper rolled his chin like 
a boxer, and the flaming fist passed him by, and left Frostburn’s side open for a moment, so the 
cyborg pulled his right arm back, adjusted his body, and threw a nasty uppercut, catching Shouto in 
the chin. 


It was a fast, well placed punch, delivered in the right place; even if Eraserhead was blocking his 
Quirk, and his cybernetics had slowed down and no longer powered the Ripper up quite as much, 
the punch was a solid hit, and Frostburn fell backwards, out cold. 


Before the cyborg could recover, before he could move to a better position, Eraserhead and Ms. 
Joke were on him. Steel cloth tangled the blade hand away from the heroes, then pulled it down, 
burying itself into the fine grass, and Eraserhead brought his foot down at the cyborg’s wirst, hard, 
once, twice, thrice...it didn’t snap his arm, the materials were too tough for that, but the blade got 
buried deeper, making it much harder to get away as Joke started dancing around him, watching 
her footwork. 


Jab, straight punch, hook, uppercut, aiming for the eyes, the nose, the teeth. Every part that wasn’t 
augmented. A hammer strike to the Adam’s apple made the cyborg retch, and a palm strike 
flattened one of his eyes; when Joke took her hand away, she saw bits of metal stuck in her palm, 
but adrenalin ran too strongly in her body, and she barely felt it... 


“T underestimated you, caralho ...guess I won’t be campedo do mundo...” the Ripper started 
laughing, falling to his knees, “I can live with that. Or die. Don't much care either way...Oh! By the 
way...Silverback just found your daughter. Eri, isn’t it? Adorable criancinha ...Little girl is hiding 
at the little house the seaplane pilots use. You should have killed all the soldiers at the beach...a 
few lived. And they will be there real soon!” 


Emi exchanged a glance with Shouta. The fear and anger she saw in his eyes matched her own... 
and they knew exactly what to do. 


As one, they pulled their fists back and punched the cyborg in unison. Then they punched again, 
and again, until the man stopped moving. They started running then, leaving Momo behind to take 
care of the two injured ex-villains and Shouto, as she started making lead chains to pin the villain 
survivors to the ground for good, unable to move... 


They ran, breaking to a sprint, holding hands out of a desperate, dreadful fear that they wouldn’t 
arrive in time. They held hands because they needed the tiny, worthless amount of comfort it gave, 
they needed the lie that they could make a difference. They held hands and ran faster still, crossing 
the beach in a flash. 


They saw no soldiers in their path, at least none standing, and it all seemed clear as they sprinted 
the final stretch of sand to the house, which doubled as a control tower for the seaplanes and a little 
lighthouse for the hotel, next to the seaplane pier. 


And then they heard the gunshots. 
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The will to save 
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The control tower for the seaplanes stood five metres above the roof of the house that Toshinori 
and Inko had just searched, finding courage from deep inside themselves and seeking out the 
enemy fearlessly. 


With no villains in the house, they had climbed to the roof and now they moved to the base of the 
tower, grasping the rungs of the steel ladder, painted white to avoid overheating, and covered in 
grip tape to make the climb safer. 


Inko wasn’t especially afraid of heights, but climbing a five metre tall ladder, even one surrounded 
by a safety cage after the second metre to the top, still made her palms sweaty, her knees weak, and 
her arms increasingly heavy and sore...but Toshinori had offered to climb behind her, and it 
reassured her. J trust him completely. I know he will always catch me if I fall... 


What a thrill, climbing these damn ladder rungs...They knew there was communications 
equipment up there; to direct the planes there had to be big radios of some kind, probably 
computers too. Maybe even a guard or staff member, who had simply hunkered down there... 


And, as Inko clambered up the last rung of the ladder unto the towerhouse, she did see a guard... 
slumped down on the floor, shards of broken glass from the window next to him all around his 
body, his chest and neck covered in bright blue paint. 


“Toshi, there’s someone here!” she said, keeping her voice down on instinct. They hadn’t found 
any villains, but if someone had... taken out the guard, it worried her. We’re responsible for the 
little ones, we have to be safe so Izuku can focus...and Hisashi is also with us. Do I even want to 
know why he did that? Cut Toshi’s jump short? 


“Oh my goodness...” Toshinori muttered, as he closed the distance to the body in an instant, his 
hand reaching for the guard’s neck, careful not to touch the paint. ““He’s breathing. Still alive.” 
Toshinori pulled on the man’s wrist to turn him over and placed a big hand on the man’s back. “His 
heartbeat is calm, steady...he’s asleep . The blue paint must be fast acting tranquillisers...” 


“And the orange?” Inko asked. She remembered flashes of the first part of the attack, brief and 
violent and terrifying, and in some she saw the paint exploding against their friends; Mandalay and 
that Norwegian heroine and even Emi, who hadn’t even seemed to notice... 


“The soldiers...I only got brief glances at them. But...well...they seemed to be soldiers , not 
villains.” Toshinori explained, “And...our son did fight the Quirkless troops of Mbele twice before. 
And the second time was here .” 


“If they are Quirkless, that must mean that they...are using some kind of Quirk...blockers?” Inko 
asked, “Maybe the type they use to block dangerous Quirks for surgery?” She grinned, as 
Toshinori considered her words and nodded, a proud look on his face. “I worked a bit in nursing, 
remember? They used those some times, to ensure the safety of everyone. So they have to be 
temporary...I think.” 


They exchanged a look, and Toshinori’s eyes were full of worry. “We can’t let them get Eri.” 


Inko nodded grimly. She had known about Eri’s past from the moment Izuku had left the hospital 
following the ride at Overhaul’s hideout, and it had broken Inko’s heart to know the little one had 
endured so much pain and misery, and she had been immensely proud of Izuku as he took a 
brotherly role for the girl, so naturally, so responsibly, so maturely. 


It had brought out the very best in Izuku, and it had made Inko cry rivers, as much in joy at her 
son’’s growth as the grief for what would never be, for a life in which she might have had another 
baby, a little sibling for Izuku. But it was not meant to be and now...now it was probably too late 
to think about such things. 


And she’d rather die than let anyone hurt Eri again. “We must hurry, then. We can’t leave them 
defenceless...” 


“They’re with Hisashi...” Toshinori began, trying to sound optimistic...but he immediately shook 
his head, “You’re right.” 


They found a personal radio on the guard, a walkie talkie, but the moment Inko reached for it, 
Toshinori placed his hand over hers, “They knocked out this guard before they attacked us. 
Probably did that with the ones patrolling the grounds. If...” Toshinori grimaced, as if the words 
were painful, his face full of guilt, “If they haven’t been killed. But...one thing is almost certain; 
someone else could be listening if we tried that walkie talkie.” 


Instead he moved to the console, where flight plans were listed, with none uploaded for the day. 
“There has to be some...some SOS button somewhere...” 


“Let me try.” Inko said, picking the mouse and poking around a little. She felt worry building 
inside her, feeling too slow and ineffectual, and starting to fear that the villains would find them 
before she could find anything useful... “Toshi! A panic program!” 


“Click it, Inko! Click it!” 


“Silent panic alarm pressed; the police and local heroes have been alerted. En route now. Help is 
on the way.” The message was reassuring, but dry, and Inko wasn’t too used to reading in English, 
so it felt somewhat alien...but help was on the way. She could finally breathe a little. 


“T knew it’d connect immediately to cops and heroes, it’s the American way!” Toshinori said, 
grinning, “Hawaii has powerful heroes, Inko. I think I may even know a few...And they’ ll get 
here-” His black and blue eyes darted to the side, and he rushed for the broken window, peering 
outside, “No. Dammit, no.” 


Inko made her way to the window a second or two later, and from beyond it she saw it. 


Three villains...no, three soldiers had closed the distance with the house and were now just metres 
away from the front door. One of them limped, another had his gear slashed through by giant 
claws, showing bleeding skin and the third carried a bent rifle slung across his back, as if it had 
been struck with such might with a sledgehammer that the metal and polymer had no choice but to 
bend in half. 


They were all covered in wounds, it was plain to see...but they moved decisively, aggressively, 
with a goal in mind. They weren’t simply scouting the house; they were hunting . And the kids 
would be their targets. 


“COME ON!” Toshinori yelled, leaping down onto the ladder and sliding down somehow, his 
hands gliding next to the support bars and his feet barely touching. It made Inko’s heart leap, 


because on one hand it had been amazing, and on the other, it was something she had no idea how 
to imitate...So she just started climbing down, as fast as she could, looking down every few rungs. 
I’m not fast enough. I’m not strong enough. My arms..why do they hurt? It’s not so much...Why am 
I so weak? The kids need us, they need us NOW! I’ve failed so many times before, I can’t fail now, 
not now, not... 


With two metres to go, just as she cleared the ladder’s safety cage, Inko moved her left hand to the 
lower rung, but a sudden, violent boom behind her made Inko lose focus, just for an instant, and her 
hand completely missed the steel bar, only scratching the rung with her fingertip and, as her left 
arm lunged forward, she unwittingly loosened her grip with her right hand...and she fell. 


She fell backwards, her gaze shifting to a bright sky spotted with a few puffy, white clouds, with 
birds flying in the distance, flying away from the battle. She wondered for an instant if there was a 
chance of dying, when falling from a relatively short height, and closed her eyes, tasting the 
bitterness of failure one last time. 


But instead of a hard roof, she found herself falling into a pair of long arms, strong and gentle. It 
had been over in a second...and her fear had not come to pass. Of course Toshi could catch me, 
he’s so tall...God, Inko, why didn’t you consider that possibility? Courage, Inko, courage! 


Toshinori put her down gently, but with a sense of urgency and immense worry in his eyes, “Are 
you okay?” 


“T.... just slipped.” Inko said, “They scared me with that...that explosion. What the hell was it?” 


“A shotgun. They blasted the lock and door handle, I think.” Toshinori replied, with the certainty 
of a professional. 


“T’m okay!” Inko said, springing back to her feet and rushing to the stairs down. Jf you slow down 
for me, we won’t be able to help, let alone save anyone... “Let’s go, Toshi!” 


In an instant the former hero had caught up with her, and they rushed down the stairs, two steps at 
a time, then three, then Toshinori leapt over the railing, yelling wordlessly as he rushed forward. 


The room that the kids had secured themselves in was on the second floor of the house, at a rest 
area that the staff could use, and the door had been determined sturdy enough that villains wouldn’t 
be able to open it with a kick...but the breaching shotgun changed things. 


The villains could get into the safe room and then...and then what? Inko feared the worst; the 
enemy had proved they were ruthless, heartless, when firing with gusto into a wedding , they 
wouldn’t budge at hurting kids. But there was also the chance that they might know about Eri’s 
power, and that they might covet it like Overhaul had. 


Eri would never face that fate again, if Inko had any say in the matter. Over my dead body! 


The corridor leading to the room was narrow, with space for the staircase going up and the one 
going down, and the couple of doors on the left side; Eri, Kouta and Hisashi were in the room 
closer to Inko and Toshinori, to the right. And to the left was a big window, overlooking the pier 
and three shiny, well maintained seaplanes. /f only one of us knew how to fly one... 


In front of them lay the staircase to the floor below, and Toshinori quickly closed the distance, 
screaming as the first soldier appeared, sprinting up the stairs. A burst of gunfire made Toshinori 
slow down and hug the wall, and the second soldier used that moment to run up, sprinting past 
Toshinori, escaping the former hero’s grasp with a twist of his body. 


An instant later the soldier stood in front of Inko, who hadn’t slowed down and was still running, 
full speed, to protect the children. Her eyes fixed on the soldier’s face and saw that his masked 
helmet was cracked open, a big chunk missing and showing almost half of his face; bruised 
terribly, as if from a quick, hot kinetic blast, his dark skin bleeding from several cuts, a grim, 
serious eye returning her gaze. 


He moved his arms, and Inko instinctively raised her own, putting them in a fighting stance. It 
would probably do her no good...but she was tired of being afraid. She’d face death like a hero, 
like Toshi, like Izuku. “FIGHT ME, VILLAIN!” she yelled, watching the gun rise, knowing she 
wouldn’t have much of a chance, but deciding to put her all in a final punch, to cause as much pain 
as possible. 


But instead of shooting her, the soldier turned to the door, aimed for the lock, and fired. “NO!” 
Inko yelled, watching the door handle and lock be replaced by a hole the size of her head. Her ears 
started ringing, deafened by the blast, but, even muffled and distant, she still heard the kids yelping 
in fear, she still heard little Kouta’s voice breaking as he screamed, “Eri! Stay back!” And she also 
heard Hisashi screaming, even louder, wordlessly. 


Chack-chack. With a quick jerk of his left hand, back and forth, the soldier loaded another shell 
into his shotgun’s chamber...and Inko knew what to do. It was the only thing she could do; her 
“final punch” wouldn’t be powerful enough, fast enough... J have to use my Quirk. 


The world grew slow around her. Her ears rang, and the heartbeat pounding on her chest felt slower 
and slower. Boomboomboom...boom boom...boom...boom. The soldier twisted his hips, and his 
left foot started to rise from the ground, his finger hovering by the trigger. 


Inko’s hand moved faster, much faster, rising up, feeling , reaching out, and she took a step 
diagonally, still faster. She was behind the soldier as he kicked the door open, watched from under 
his arms as he aimed the shotgun directly at the kids, at their little brave, defiant faces... 


And she pulled . At the same moment as the soldier pulled the trigger, as it brought the hammer 
forward to strike the back of the shotgun shell, Inko pulled. Her focus became narrow, undivided, 
grasping the shotgun’s hammer with her telekinesis and pulling it towards her, steel straining 
against her mind. 


The hammer was stopped, dead in its track, and instead of striking forward, as it should have by the 
trigger pull...it started going back , digging into the gun itself. The soldier noticed it then, shifting 
the gun slightly in his hands, finding the affected hammer. He was distracted for an instant, his 
brain quickly working out a possible solution, perhaps by going for his pistol, or his knife. 


And that distraction was more than enough. “DETROIT SMASH!” appearing from the side with 
shock and awe, Toshinori used every bit of muscle he had built up after getting surgery for new 
digestive organs. He used every bit of natural leverage, put every detail of his combat acumen into 
a pinpoint strike, his fist darting forward like a cobra, straight into the unprotected side of the 
soldier’s face. 


Inko could hear cheekbones cracking, and the soldier staggered to a knee, almost falling to the 
ground. His shotgun skidded across the floor, but he made no move for it, instead reaching for a 
pistol at his hip and raising it, at the same time as Toshinori stepped onto the closest wall, pushed 
himself off with all the strength his legs could muster, for added leverage, and twisted in midair, 
setting up for another, even stronger punch. 


It was a Quirkless punch, and his muscles were far from their peak. He was still rather lanky. But 
he was the veteran of hundreds of battles. He was the man that had defeated All for One twice. 


“SMASH!” 


This time the punch connected with the soldier’s nose, the shock of the solid hit travelling up 
Toshinori’s arm, making his shoulder shake...and the soldier fell, gurgling blood from nose and 
mouth, his exposed eye unfocused, his scarred mouth letting out a low moan of pain. 


The pistol clattered to the ground, and the soldier did not move to get it, or for anything else, 
crumbling into himself in an awkward sitting position. 


But he wasn’t the only one. They hadn’t won yet. Only a couple seconds had passed... 


And the other soldier made his move. His rifle raised, he stepped forward, the index finger of his 
gloved hand edging towards the trigger. This was the soldier with the bent rifle at his back, and 
watching it now, Inko saw that it was longer, closer to a hunting rifle than the assault weapon on 
his hands, and, just an inch away from the spot where it was bent in half by the strength of a 
hammer strike, she could see strange darts encased in a transparent plastic magazine. Good 
riddance, that you can’t shoot those anymore! 


His left shoulder stooped noticeably, twitching with the movement, and his wrist had a contact 
burn from what seemed to have been a weapon coiling around the hand and yanking, hard ...until 
the shoulder had dislocated . It was Eraserhead’s work, clearly, and Inko couldn’t imagine how 
much it had to hurt to lift a rifle with such an injury, and to shoot a gun on top... 


She lifted both hands now, acting purely on instinct. She was directly in front of the soldier, but he 
also had a clean line of sight to Toshinori, and his beatdown on the previous trooper must make 
him the biggest threat around. 


And she would not let the man hurt her Toshi. Not now, not ever . 


“ENOUGH!” she yelled, her eyes narrowing down, gazing directly into the red lenses on the 
soldier’s mask. Unlike the other one, this one’s mask remained and hid whatever bit of humanity 
he had left. But that didn’t matter much, as Inko’s focus again shifted completely to her Quirk. 


She reached out with her mind, grasping, and again she pulled . She pulled and she pulled, her 
hands twisting as she directed the telekinesis more carefully. She felt a vein bulging on her 
forehead, straining with the effort, and her neck got tighter and tighter. 


Her power was weak. It could only move small objects, and only in limited ways, usually only 
pulling them towards her. 


Her power was weak, and she couldn’t simply slam the villain against the wall and out the 
window. 


Her power was weak, and it could only affect small objects, one at a time... 


“ENOUGH!” she repeated, her voice breaking, then recovering, “ENOUGH I SAY! ENOUGH 
FEAR, ENOUGH HATRED! ENOUGH WITH YOU!” 


And she pulled. Once, twice, thrice. Ten times. Twenty. 


She pulled the assault rifle’s bullet, pulling it with it’s brass casing, pulling it forward until it 
jammed on the barrel. She pulled on the magazine release, she pulled on the magazine itself. She 
pulled on the buckles on the soldier’s gear, making them dig into his skin. She pulled at his mask, 
his Quirk grasping the red lenses and ripping them apart... 


And behind the lenses, Inko’s Quirk found the man’s eyes. Her Quirk wrapped around an optic 
nerve, the one on the soldier’s right eye. Inko felt her hands tremble, and her head seemed like it 
would explode into a million pieces; she had never used her Quirk so much, so precisely, so 
aggressively. She had never used her power to hurt someone. 


But to save the kids, to save Toshi, to save Hisashi, to see Izuku again... 


Inko pulled, screaming. Her vision went red as she pulled, the blood vessels in her eyes rupturing 
from the pressure. She could still see, but the world was red...and the soldier in front of her 
screamed . He bent down in pain, bellowing in rage, withdrawing his knife and slashing forward, 
wildly, blindly. 


He screamed again, with the fervour of an Inquisitor about to execute a witch, “SHETANI!” His 
knife barely missed Inko, but his good eye found her, and he corrected his position, starting to 
laugh and mutter darkly, in a language Inko did not know... 


He darted forward, a step, then two, then a jet of water shot past Inko’s ear, launching a stream of 
water with intense pressure, exquisitely aimed into the soldier’s remaining eye, and it met its mark. 
“Take that!” yelled Kouta, as the soldier missed his strike, fully blind for a moment. 


And he fell right into Toshinori’s hands. With a deft palm strike to the wrist, Toshinori sent the 
knife flying away from the soldier’s hands, evaded a counter punch from the soldier and hit the 
man with a quick succession of punches, two jabs to the stomach, a haymaker to the side of the 
head and finally a hammer strike to the injured shoulder, dislocating it even further. 


Inko joined in, grabbing the jammed assault rifle from the floor and swinging it like a bat against 
the soldier’s knee, weakening his footing enough that Toshinori could sweep the legs under him. 
The soldier landed on his back with a heavy thud, reaching desperately to remove his mask and see 
the fight... 


But the moment it was free, he was once more hit by a powerful water jet, this time to the nostrils, 
and he rolled away, trying to choke out the water, only to find how unwise it was to present the 
back of one’s head to a kick from All Might. “SAINT LOUIS SMASH!” Toshinori yelled, as his 
foot descended, right onto the back of the soldier’s head. 


The soldier finally stopped moving, and Toshinori collapsed beside him, panting heavily, holding 
his stomach with his hand. Inko, too, fell down to her knees, wiping her bloodshot eyes with the 
back of her hands, crying tears that felt too heavy, too thick to be simply salt water. 


She sobbed, her entire body shaking, then she laughed, an ugly sense of victory taking over. She 
had won, Toshinori had won. The soldiers were down, and she had done it. She had been brave, 
and protected the innocent. She had finally lived the values she had taught Izuku... 


Click . She heard a voice then, his accent so impenetrable that she could barely register it as 
English at first, “You die now, Shetani .” 


There were three soldiers, not just two... 


It had happened so fast. 


One moment the children had been lecturing Hisashi, and he was starting to actually consider their 
perspective might have some merit; he was starting to open up to an idea, an interpretation of what 
Izuku believed in, what the hell he meant with “heroism’”’...and the next a shot had rang, echoing all 
across the house, as some massive gun fired, and an instant later footsteps had clanged against the 
stairs, coming up. 


There had been no time to pray for mercy, to cry out a pathetic plea for some god he didn’t believe 
in. No time to hide, no exit to run out from. No time to wallow in the bitter, unfair reality that he 
was about to die, for no fault of his own... Unless it’s my fault for jumping on All Might to 
escape...Would I have died back in the pavilion? Would Izuku have protected me? His strange 
friends? Hatsume, that I thought was so well adjusted and normal , a much better catch...she was 
shooting back at the soldiers with gadgets and gizmos...Jesus Christ... 


He hated it. He hated the futility of it all; he had accomplished nothing with the trip; he did not get 
closer to Izuku, or get any less estranged with Inko (not that he thought the relationship could be in 
any way salvaged, but he had at least hoped for something better than cold politeness). Hell, he 
hadn’t even played a single good game of golf since arriving, or closed any business deal. 


And just when his mind was opening up a little, just as he was getting some unexpected insight 
into Izuku’s brain, the villains had to find them . 


It was unfair, completely terrifying, paralysing. He felt his legs quiver as the footsteps approached, 
and almost jumped when he heard All Might and Inko running their way, too. He almost lost 
control of his bowels when gunfire erupted outside the room, in the corridor, and he did not hold 
back his screams as the giant gun was again used to blow up the door lock and handle in a single, 
massive shot. It didn’t hit them, landing instead with a thwack, a foot to Hiashi’s left. 


It boomed all over the room, and Hisashi yelled as loudly as his throat could manage, but he didn’t 
hear that, only hearing the gunshot echoing, over and over in his ears. Make it stop, MAKE IT 
STOP! Make it ALL stop! PLEASE! 


“Eri, stay back!” Hisashi barely heard the words, so the kid must have been yelling at the top of his 
lungs...And he tried standing in front of Eri, somehow steadying himself, raising his fists just like 
Izuku had done when first sensing a threat back at the pavilion... 


A heavy jackboot kicked the door open then, and Hisashi found himself staring down the barrel of 
a very big, very threatening shotgun, a shell still falling down to the floor, smoking on one end. 
Hisashi had never imagined he would die by being executed by a gun, it was a bizarre idea to him. 


He had never been interested in learning about weapons, or the people that used them. He had 
never spared a second glance to corporate security guards, or watched cops with attention. But even 
Hisashi knew that they fired when you pulled the trigger, and he saw the soldier’s finger move 
back all the way, pulling the trigger steadily, decisively. 


But the shotgun did not fire. 


It didn’t fire for an instant, then two. Then the man turned it over, and Hisashi saw curiosity 
shining in the side of the soldier’s face uncovered by his mask being cracked open... 


But the curiosity didn’t last long, as a whirlwind of blond hair, white shirt and tuxedo pants rolled 
in, punching hard, then propelling himself off the wall like some parkour punk to punch again, 
even harder. “DETROIT SMASH! SMASH!” 


The first punch had thrown the man halfway to the floor, but he had tried recovering quickly, 


fighting back...and the second punch had put an end to that. Fuck, fuck, FUCK! And he’s 
RETIRED? They say he’s POWERLESS? 


They were right, in one way; neither punch had any extra power, all of it had come from All 
Might’s scrawny muscles and the momentum of his run, or his ridiculous wall jump. 


All Might scanned the room, his eyes wild, almost feral...dangerous. They only softened when 
they saw the kids were alright, but by the time All Might had checked that, another soldier had 
barged in, this one armed with an assault rifle instead of a shotgun. 


He instantly knew it was the gun they had heard in the hallway, firing a loud, dangerous burst just 
a moment earlier. Hisashi imagined the bullets ripping into his flesh, how much it would hurt, how 
even a headshot would be terrifying, even if he didn’t even know he had been killed. 


He sobbed, bitterly, and he felt himself muttering under his breath. He couldn’t hear his own 
words, and he was too focused on the gun to know what he said, he was only grateful that so far his 
trousers remained unsoiled ...He knew All Might wasn’t close enough to fight off this man, not 
without his powers. He simply wouldn’t be faster than the pull of a trigger... 


But Inko was also in front of the soldier, and for some reason, the man didn’t fire. His gun clicked 
and clacked, and the magazine detached on its own, as Inko held her hands up. No, no, NO! What 
are you doing, Inko! Don’t play the hero, NO! 


Hisashi wanted to scream, to plead with her to stop. He knew her Quirk wasn’t strong, that it was 
only delaying the inevitable, that she would hurt herself. He saw her eyes turning red, crimson tears 
streaming down her cheeks. He saw her back shaking. 


“ENOUGH! ENOUGH!” she yelled, anger and pain mingling in her voice. And fear...so much 
fear. Hisashi had seen Inko be afraid of many, many things, but it had always been especially 
poignant, especially notable, when Izuku was involved. 


He remembered a fever when Izuku was a young child. His body temperature had only grown 
hotter and hotter, and Inko had been terrified, praying to any god who would listen for Izuku’s life, 
trying every method under the sun to heal him. 


Hisashi had done as much as he could, too, rushing through half of Musutafu to find Izuku’s 
doctor, a man called Tsubasa. He had not been at his clinic, or the hospital, and Hisashi had run 
around town, aimlessly, desperately, only to find the doctor returning on a train from Hosu. 


The doctor had quickly examined Izuku, then given him a remedy, a thick syrup from a bottle that 
Hisashi hadn’t been able to read, as it was in Cyrillic. He hadn’t questioned it, back then, only been 
grateful for the help, vowing to never let Inko be afraid again... 


And his vow had been worthless in the end. He had forgotten it entirely, and Inko had lived 
through so much fear throughout the years... Alone. 


But not anymore. With All Might, with Yagi, with Izuku, even if he wasn’t physically present, Inko 
wasn’t facing fear on her lonesome, that was clear... And she was fighting it bravely. 


“ENOUGH I SAY! ENOUGH FEAR, ENOUGH HATRED! ENOUGH WITH YOU!” Inko 
yelled, her words turning to a bloodcurdling cry, partly agony, partly rage, all of it courage. That 
is...that looks just like what the kids described Izuku as. She’s...she’s just...just a housewife and 
yet... 


The soldier howled in pain, doubling over, reaching for his face, then his knife. “No, no! INKO 


WATCH OUT!” Hisashi yelled, but it fell on deaf ears; Inko had been so focused on taking down 
the soldier, on doing whatever had hurt him so painfully, that she didn’t move, not too fast, not the 
dead sprint Hisashi wished. The soldier lunged forward, attacking and finding his balance at the 
same time, getting closer and closer. 


Until Kouta shot him. The kid, the little brat, had the presence of mind to lift his hand up, arm 
steady, and shoot a tiny jet of water, somehow hitting the trooper in the eye. “Take that!” It was 
uncanny, and Hiashi could barely believe it had happened...or the speed that All Might used next, 
closing the distance and attacking ferociously, fighting like a lion, protective, drawing strength 
from his willpower. 


The knife was gone, and the soldier’s body was pummelled from all sides with fists, as All Might 
yelled “Smash!” indistinctly, without any real rhyme or reason. Inko even joined, wielding a fallen 
rifle like a club, and the brat once more attacked with water, leading to the soldier getting knocked 
out for good. 


It was over. It was all over, Hisashi hoped, watching in horror as All Might collapsed by his 
enemy, drawing in deep, raspy breaths, and Inko slumped to the ground, too exhausted to fight 
anymore. Why did you do that? Why, Inko? You...you were a hero. You were AMAZING. You 
probably broke the guy’s brain or something, fucking hell... You were incredible...why? WHY? 
Why did I never see that? Why did I never see that courage, and saw instead your fears, your 
sensitivity? Why, Inko? He could see it all along, couldn’t he? 


Hisashi felt a tear run down his cheek, feeling a sense of loss he hadn’t felt before. He didn’t even 
know what he grieved; his marriage? Inko, and how he had never truly known her ? His chance at 
being a father, squandered, disdained? J was blind. 


Click . “You die now, Shetani .” 


There was another soldier. It was one too many, now that Inko and All Might were exhausted, 
beaten, out of the fight. All the soldier had to do was point his rifle and pull the trigger. His cold, 
foreign voice gave no hints of mercy, his steady arms did not move but to aim in the direction of 
Inko and the kids, who stood behind the brave, reckless woman. 


The children exchanged a look, their eyes serious. There was a question in Eri’s eyes, and Kouta 
shook his head; the battle was lost, and they were still not strong enough to change things on their 
own. Resigned, Eri nodded and immediately enveloped Kouat in a warm, tight embrace, and the 
boy returned it wholeheartedly, finally breaking down and crying. 


In front of them, unexpectedly, All Might rose to his feet again, standing in front of the rifle with 
no visible fear, staring the soldier down impassively, stoically, a silent promise that he’d protect 
Inko and the kids with his life. 


The soldier nodded, almost respectfully, ready to grant All Might his wish and kill him first...and 
Hisashi felt his legs moving underneath him. One step, then two, faster, a roar surging in his throat, 
hotter, hotter still... 


It was just like Izuku had said, that illogical, spontaneous urge to save ...it pushed Hisashi forward, 
everything finally fitting in place. Izuku’s actions, his lifelong dreams, the hope he gave to children 
and adults alike, the helping hand he extended even to evil people. Inko’s courage, fighting a 
losing fight with a power anyone would have called worthless...and winning. 


All Might’s heroism, fighting to the bitter end and then some, giving it all for the innocent. 


In that instant, he didn’t care if every other hero in the world was an arrogant, psychopathic oaf, all 
too eager to get in reckless fights for glory and fun, it didn’t matter in Hisashi’s mind anymore. He 
got Izuku, at least a side of him...and he was acting on it. 


Hisashi roared, as the heat building up in his lungs transformed his breath into fuel and his saliva 
into the firestarter. He had long ago dreamed to use his power fully, to show the world what he 
could do, but that dream had died. There was little use for a man who belched fire, except for the 
few occasions where he forgot his cigarette lighter... 


He had never had a hero’s spirit, never figured a way in which fire breathing could have saved 
lives or won battles...But Izuku’s illogical, heroic drive, which now guided his steps, didn’t quite 
think things so coldly. After all, it burned . 


“FUCK!” Hisashi yelled, pushing All Might to the side and shooting the first burst of fire directly 
in front of himself, catching the soldier by surprise. It was a terrible war cry, but what else was he 
supposed to shout? “Business!’? The name of his company? His own name? 


“FUCK! YOU!” Hisashi breathed more fire, from a little ball into a true stream of flames, constant, 
burning hotter and hotter. From a red flame, he watched as his fire shifted, slowly, then quicker, 
until green flames licked at the soldier’s arms and torso. 


The soldier didn’t scream at first, as his uniform and gloves seemed to be somewhat flameproof... 
but the polymer on his rifle started to bubble and melt, and Hisashi’s fire pushed the man further 
and further back, the flames engulfing the man more completely every passing moment. Now he 
reacted, slowly succumbing to dread. Yes! How does it feel, huh? Now YOU are scared, not me, 
NOT ME! 


Step by step, Hisashi drove the soldier backwards, all the way to the corridor’s window. The 
soldier’s back tapped against the glass, and Hisashi took a deep breath, letting the fire stop for a 
moment...only to belch fire again, stronger, more powerful than ever, emerald flames pushing the 
soldier back and cracking the glass into a million pieces, igniting the soldier’s gear and gloves and 
boots and belt... 


And he finally fell, backwards, slamming down onto the pier, then rolling over until his broken 
body fell into the water. /...I did this. I...I acted like an absolute idiot . A reckless bastard. A shit- 
for-brains...A...a hero. I...I fought to protect lives? Me? 


Hisashi leaned over the broken window, careful not to place his hands on any of the piping hot 
broken glass, and vomited. By this point his breakfast and the previous day’s meals were all gone, 
and all he expelled was red-hot bile... 


He retched once more, watching the ignited stomach acids punch holes into the pier below, then 
staggered back to the “safe” room. It might have been triumphant...if he hadn’t been holding his 
belly for dear life, felt worse than what All Might and Inko looked after fist fighting twice as many 
foes, and was feeling the adrenaline high leave alarmingly fast. 


“That...was impressive, Hisashi!” All Might said, helping Hisashi sit down. Fucking superhuman, 
he still has some energy left to sit me down gently...I hate him so much... “You showed a true 
hero’s heart. Thank you!” 


“Hero?” Hisashi shook his head, then had a brilliant idea to fuck with All Might a little, and he 
couldn’t avoid a grin, “I’m no hero, All Might, I’m the last of All for One’s secret lieutenants, the 
last dragon.” Hisashi spoke with grim determination, and the smug grin probably helped. 


Because All Might had gone livid. “You...you what?” He clenched his fist, ready for another fight 
to the death, his discomfort completely satisfying for Hisashi. “You fucking what ?” 


Hisashi’s grin only grew, “Just kidding!” All Might deflated, then let out a sigh of relief as he 
finally realised he had been pranked. “Jesus, All Might, I really had you! I just remembered All for 
One from Izuku’s anecdotes and thought to joke a little, cheer up.” 


“That...that was a terrible, horrible joke, Hisashi. After seeing your power...” 


“Tl feel like [ve eaten a lit cigar for like...a month? It was just some harmless fun, we’re both 
“heroes” now, after all...” He turned to see the kids already working fast, securing the soldiers’ 
wrists and ankles with cuffs they found on the soldiers’ gear, which was certainly alarming for 
Hisashi; he rather thought it best if children weren’t taught how to restrain grownups so...securely. 


He kept on watching, as Eri placed her hands on the foreheads of both unconscious men, after she 
and Kouta had roughly removed their helmets and masks, and her horn began to glow with a 
golden hue. In a few seconds, all the bruises had disappeared from their faces, as well as some 
previous damage, and one soldier, the one that Inko had all but defeated, who had a completely red 
eye when unmasked, ended up with a nice, healthy eyeball, and even started to blink. 


“Oh no!” Eri yelped, leaping back a step. Before anyone could do anything else, though, she spun 
around and kicked the man, right in the jaw, and he fell right back to sleep. “Okay, now that’s 
done.” she said, sharing a high five with Kouta...and then they both turned to look at Hisashi. 
Menacingly. 


“Children, settle down...” All Might asked, catching Kouta’s attention...but not Eri’s, and she 
closed the distance with Hisashi right away. 


“Pranking friends is not cool!” she said, looking very serious. And then she kicked Hisashi. He had 
expected to be kicked in the nuts, and frankly, he thought he would have deserved it...but instead, 
Eri had kicked him in the chest, so viciously that he imagined for an instant it must have been 
some adult’s kick... “It was cool that you helped, but joking about AFO is not what heroes do! He 
was bad ! He really hurt uncle!” She pointed at All Might, then to the outside, “Tried to kill our big 
brothers. It’s not funny. It’s what...what an asshole would do.” It felt wrong to hear Eri curse, and 
even worse to be the one she insulted. 


“T...yeah, that was out of line. I just...have been so pissed off at you, All Might, and I had no idea 
why before now, and...I needed to do something about it. Sorry about it.” 


“Tt’s fine...” All Might replied, his demeanour friendlier than Hisashi felt he deserved. 


“It was a dick move, you don’t have to forgive me, it’s...” Hisashi heard a sound suddenly, a 
massive, brutish, dreadful sound...that sounded just like when All Might had jumped. Just as 
strong, just as powerful... They wouldn’t be ready, if that thing was heading their way, if that was 
someone else jumping. “Did you guys hear that ?” 


Melissa Shield didn’t need a thorough examination to realise a few things: first, the villain in front 
of them had it out for Mei Hatsume, threatening her specifically, presumably not taking their gaze 
off the inventor girl, though with their opaque mask it was impossible to know for sure. 


Second, the idea that the villain fully controlled their hand grenades (which was a pun she would 
have been sure to share around with the others and get a laugh or two), including their speed and 
trajectory, as the hand turned to blue and purple plasma, ignited and started spinning. 


Third, the previous grenade had been strong enough to destroy a sturdy door and a bit of its frame, 
which meant they were by no means weak...but the rest of the spa building was still standing, and 
not in flames or anything...But what did concern her, was the growing worry that the grenades 
would stick to people, or maybe objects. 


And finally, Melissa noticed that, while she and Mei had been staring at the villain and their squad 
of gunmen, their hero pals had not been idle. Mina and Shinsou had started moving quietly, 
discreetly, but fast, towards the right side of the room, opposite to where Ojiro had crouched at the 
ready. Tooru had already gone completely invisible before the attack, so Melissa could only 
assume she was acting already, too. 


“How did the chief put it...Oh, who cares, you’ll die in a moment, and the Africans can’t 
understand if it is a terrible one-liner or not... “Be Liberated from life, Mei Hatsume!’’ There, now 
die.” The plasma grenade leapt from the villain’s hand, briefly lighting up their outfit, a very 
beach-unfriendly getup consisting of techwear pants, sneakers worth several months of an average 
I Island appartment’s rent and a snazzy dark green leather jacket. 


The ball of plasma sped up, weaving through Mina’s Acid Veil that had protected them by soaking 
up the blast from the previous grenade, dancing around the acidic barrier. 


Melissa had found the idea exciting, fascinating, as Mina had combined acids of different ph and 
viscosity layers to almost instantly produce a bubble around the door frame, almost a metre thick, 
part a dense foam that absorbed the concussive force, part a highly acidic grid that dissolved any 

shrapnel before it threatened them. 


It was the kind of creativity that she most admired in heroes...and in people with Quirks, in 
general. Being Quirkless, she had struggled to find that niche for herself, that thing only she could 
do...and science had been her way. 


And the way the grenade moved didn’t lack that creativity, either, travelling fast, but slow enough 
that its intent, its target, was clear; the grenade would stick on Mei, and kill her. Once stuck, 
Melissa knew there would be no way to get the grenade off, not in time... 


“TOORU NOW!” 


Melissa knew what to do in an instant, her brain catching details on overdrive. Mina’s scream, the 
villain suddenly staggering forward, holding the back of their head, the grenade twisting its 
trajectory ever so slightly...Melissa jumped forward, using all the strength on her legs, feeling her 
toes scraping against the floor as she started to fall. 


Her arms shot forward, one wrapping around Mei’s waist, the other grabbing for her head, her 
fingers slipping down Mei’s sweaty forehead and covering her eyes. And then Melissa’s body hit 
Mei’s, her shoulder crashing against Mei’s back, painfully, and the metal vambrace on her forearm 
hitting Melissa’s knee, a piece of steel hitting the very same spot doctors hit with a hammer to 
test...whatever they tested, but with all the momentum of the jump, sending a jolt of agony up to 
Melissa’s brain. 


They fell down together. Melissa’s head crashed against Mei’s massive back muscles, and her boot 
somehow ended hitting Melissa’s knee again , “Fucking hell!” she cursed, then moved again, 
trying to cover Mei’s body with her own, to protect her from the blast. 


She gave one last look around, and saw that Ojiro had leapt to action, taking on a pair of soldiers 
with their bayonets fixed, and on the other side, Mina had created a hole on the wall with her acid, 
and she had then flanked them, Shinsou’s capture weapon already snatching a man’s rifle away. 
And in the middle of it all, an invisible, implacable force was relentlessly attacking the villain 
squad leader, the one with grenade hands. 


And her dad. David Shield, also jumping next to Melissa, sharing a glance with his daughter. There 
was no time to speak, no time to say anything, but in his eyes, she saw the same will to protect , as 
he also covered Mei with his own life... 


The grenade went off, and Melissa shut her eyes closed, gritted her teeth. She didn’t know how far 
it was, if it had stuck to anything, if the villain had triggered it as it flew... 


All that Melissa felt was heat . Intense heat, scorching heat, burning, blue heat that kissed her skin; 
the back of her calves, the soles of her feet, her toes, the hem of her dress. She saw light , bright 
blue, almost white, even through her closed eyelids. 


And then she felt a push. A strong push, as if she had been shoved by an evil thug with all his 
might...but all across her back and legs, at the same time. Her skin was pushed, then her organs, 
and she felt her insides shake violently, and her brain rattle. Her ears popped, and she tasted iron in 
her mouth, and she knew it was from her own blood. 


But she was alive. 


She opened her eyes, and blinked away furiously, until she saw clearly; in front of them, Shinsou 
and Mina had taken a soldier down, who writhed in the floor with the acid-burnt remains of his 
rifle and a clearly shattered leg, and had a second one immobilised by the capture weapon, as Mina 
winded up and delivered a solid, devastating uppercut, her knuckles coated in an acid that broke the 
soldier’s mask as she punched. 


Ojiro was fighting a soldier, having thrashed the other one with a nasty tail sweep, the fallen man 
clutching a broken foot with mangled hands. And the leader...in the middle, she saw the assassin 
rise up to their feet again, striking out with a hidden stun gun that had suddenly appeared in their 

hands, trying their hardest to defend from Tooru’s barrage of hidden, invisible kicks, that cracked 
the air like whips whenever they hit the assassin's leather jacket. 


Beside her, David Shield groaned and rolled over, battered and bruised all over, his glasses 
shattered, bleeding from his nose, but alive, too. “Dad... DAD!” 


Melissa tried moving, tried placing her hands on the floor to push up...but her arms collapsed under 
her, and she fell on Mei again. Pain flared on her legs and feet, and she started to panic, realising 
that her dress was getting hotter and hotter. 


“Shield, Shield! Melissa, your dress is on fire!” Mei’s voice was distant, pushed away by panic. 
Melissa was frozen, unable to move away. Stop, drop and roll. Stop, drop and roll, that’s what they 
taught us...[ CAN’T ROLL. I will burn! 


“MELISSA!” Mei’s yell was the only warning Melissa got as she was pushed to the side, off Mei’s 
back, falling to the ground like a sack of potatoes, only feeling the pain on her legs. “Don’t move, 
I’ve got this! I’ve got this!” 


Mei stomped on the flaming cloth, fast, effectively, putting out the flames...but Melissa still felt 
the fire on her skin, on the back of her legs and feet. She craned her neck as much as she could, 
trying to see the damage, and her nostrils caught a scent disturbingly similar to bacon, and she felt 


tears start to stream down her cheeks, breaking down in big sobs. /t...it would smell worse, if the 
burns..if they were...Oh God, but it hurts! I can feel it! 


“You'll be alright, Melissa.” Mei said, taking Melissa’s chin between her fingers, angling her face 
to look at her own. Her eyes were nothing but determined, “You...you’re my rival . My equal. 
That...you didn’t have to do that!” 


“Tt was the right thing to do.” Melissa croaked, before pain flared again, this time at her pinky toes, 
feeling as if they had been dipped into a bed of coals. She groaned and held back a scream, and 
shut her eyes hard. “You’d have done the same, even if we’re rivals.” 


Mei didn’t reply instantly. Behind her, the sounds of battle subsided, leaving behind only the 
groans of the injured. “SEARCH THEM! Get me a medikit, Hitoshi, we need first aid here!” 


Melissa heard footsteps rushing towards them, and opened her eyes to see Shinsou and Mina’s 
faces, full of worry, as they handed Mei a bag marked with a red triangle. Not...not a cross? Or 
even a caduceus? Odd...OH GOD. IT BURNS. 


Mei rummaged into the bag quickly, desperately, “WHERE THE FUCK IS IT? WHERE? WHE... 
HERE!” She produced an aluminium canister, roughly the size of a standard soda bottle, topped 
with a nozzle, and she immediately started applying the product it contained on Melissa’s legs, 
starting with her toes, then the rest of her feet. 


It was cold , so very, very cold, and it smelled heavily of antiseptic. It soothed the skin from the 
very first instant, and Melissa immediately theorised that the enemy soldiers had probably 
prepared anti-burn medicines to fight all the fire Quirk users in their midst. “You...you WILL be 
fine. You...you goddamn, you....” 


Mei started sobbing, as she finally finished applying the burn cream. The pain became muted, no 
longer taking the priority in Melissa's mind, and she could breathe in relief...but she was still in 
general pain all over her body, and not too eager to move. “Why, Melissa? You...you shouldn’t 
take your name so literally.” She manhandled Melissa a bit, getting her to a position where she 
could sit as comfortably as possible, and then took Melissa’s face in her hands, once more making 
Melissa face her. What...what are you doing? 


Melissa found herself looking at Mei’s golden eyes, moist from the tears, utterly, singularly 
focused, the crosshairs in her pupils adjusting every instant. She had no idea what Mei would do. 
Punch me? Kiss me? I... umm...Maybe it would be best to keep our rivalry umm...professional... 


Mei brought their foreheads together. Between sobs, she said, “Fuck being just rivals. Being just 
equals. We’ll be proper friends. We’ll be BUSINESS PARTNERS!” I... really thought this was 
going somewhere else for a second. Whew... “I'd shake your hand, but...you hand looks clammy, 
and weak, and weak handshakes are not businesslike... You saved my life. Fucking hell...As my 
human shield .” Mei let out a breathless, ironic laugh. 


“Yeah, I'd like to be friends. As for business...we’ll see.” Melissa said, then, taking some offence 
to her hands being weak, she wrapped her arms around Mei, hugging her close. She smelled of 
perfume and sweat and explosions, and she was incredibly stiff as she returned the hug...sort of. 


“T did say you’d be alright, just look at you now.” Mei said, as she pushed Melissa back three 
seconds later, rising to her feet and turning around, “Now...Tooru! Did you take that assassin 
alive?” 


“We’re heroes, Mei, we do that as a standard!” Tooru replied, having turned her suit visible again, 


holding the assassin down with her foot at their shoulder. The assassin’s jacket had been torn off 
their shoulders, then tied around their wrists, that were once again starting to glow, very, very 
faintly. They need to recharge their power... “This person...I think they are trying to go boom- 
boom hands again. Want me to knock ‘em out?” 


“Give me some room, Tooru.” Mei said, her voice now filled with all the authority of her position 
as CEO, “So...Ghost, was it?” 


“..yeah.” the assassin answered, their voice muffled under a very broken voice changer. 


“You said “liberated”, so that must mean it’s the Liberation Army. And my business enemies... 
You just set a big, big target on a few people, Ghost.” Mei laughed, then continued, “I think I know 
just where to look for your boss. And [’1I let them know exactly how I figured it out, how you 
helped.” 


“So they’ll kill me?” Ghost replied, and Melissa was sure that they would have spat to the ground 
if the mask hadn’t been in the way, “Do it yourself , Mei. My contract says nothing of a specific 
date for you to die-” 


“Oh shut up already.” Mei said, then armed her palm repulsor, glowing with energy as she raised 
her hand, “You don’t matter, fool, this a game of CEO’s...but you just hurt my friend . She’s back 
there, isn’t she cool as hell? Too literal about her name, and wears labcoats far too much, but...I 
like her now. Respect her. And you hurt her .” 


Mei aimed the repulsor at Ghost’s masked face, and fired a full power blast. The assassin’s head 
snapped back, as shards of metal and polymer exploded around them. There was blood, and teeth 
flew around, and there wasn’t even a chance for Ghost to yell out in pain before they fell 
backwards. Their face was too covered in blood and bruises to tell any specific features. 


“Oh, and you also crashed my BEST FRIEND’S WEDDING!” Mei said, and kicked the 
unconscious assassin with her heavy boot a couple of times. “Right! Change of plans, guys. We 
have to get the Shields to the police barricade.” 


“How do you know there is one already?” 


Mei pointed at a crackling speaker, connected to a CCTV camera, both broken by one of the 
grenade blast, then to a radio on Ghost’s belt, “That one has been blinking and giving off signals, 
it’s just a simple bluetooth speaker...but it got busted. And just as I got closer to this guy... Tooru, 
you didn’t notice that their mask headset was giving off a bit of sound?” 


“T was busy kicking their butt, sorry!” Tooru replied, her tone chipper. 


Mei ripped the radio from the belt, then started poking at the buttons, “If they are using the CCTV 
camera speakers, it means they have a good look to the outside.” 


“And they do love to get chatty when a police standoff happens...” Shinsou added. 


“Exactly. So...at the very least, we know there’s a good shot of getting to the cops that way. The 
new plan, then, is...wait, it’s talking again...” Mei clicked the radio again, this time making its 
external speakers spark to life. 


“ENDER! Deliver unto us six people, and we will accept your capitulation. You will be free to 
leave with the hostages. BRING THEM TO THE LOBBY, BRING THEM TO ME!” 


“That’s the guy that called us out at the beach!” Mina said, “And he mentioned hostages!” 


She seemed ready to speak further, but the radio interrupted her, “BAKUGOU KATSUKI YAGI 
TOSHINORI. ASHIDO MINA AND SHINSOU HITOSHI. TOGA HIMIKO. MIDORIYA 
IZUKU.” The enemy soldier, his voice inhuman and cruel, said name after name quickly, with a 
lot of hatred...especially for Shinsou and Mina. 


And knowing their story, how those two had snuck into Mbele, tricked its king, Ndege Mweusi, 
with Shinsou’s Quirk and abducted him, which would later on bring an end to the war and force 
most of Mbele’s armies to surrender. She knew why a rogue supersoldier from that nation would 
hate them...and that was dangerous. “YOU HAVE ONE HOUR.” 


“Should...should we listen? Trade. ..trade ourselves? If they have hostages, and they are serious 
about killing them...” Mina said, her eyes fearful, overtaken by doubts. 


“ Never .” Shinsou replied, taking Mina into his arms, “We’re never giving ourselves up. We’ ll 
save the hostages instead, do whatever we need, but...I am nof trading your life. Not in a million 
years. I'd sooner give my own, give it so you could live...” 


"We're not doing that either! We...we both stay. We don't give up, we don't surrender." 


“No, not you...” Mei said, then sighed, defeated, “But Izuku might give himself up. All Might too. 
If...if they heard this...” 


“We...he mentioned one hour.” Ojiro cut in. He had busied himself keeping an eye on David 
Shield, who hadn’t suffered burns like his daughter, but been hit just as hard by the concussion. “If 
we aren’t giving up, we need a plan. If they are holding hostages...” 


“The hostages might be at the front gate. We can get them AND the Shields clear, if we move 
now!” Mei said, punching the bottom of her left hand against her right palm. “Any objections, any 
other ideas? We’ II still have the one hour, they won’t expect-” 


Melissa heard footsteps approaching fast, heavy, metallic. Faster then, heavier, hurrying up, getting 
closer and closer and... 


The side wall to the room they were in exploded in a hail of brick fragments, dust and wood 
splinters, as a massive object crashed into it, barrelling through like a cannonball. 


At first, Melissa thought it was a car that had crashed right through, it was big enough to make 
such a hole...but the dust started to settle and the silhouette was no car. It was a man. A gigantic 
man, covered head to toe in black armour with red and silver accents, with heavy arms and a silky 
grey fur collar around its neck. 


And his helmet, just like that of the other soldiers, resembled a skull, but this one looked nothing 
like a human skull, it was uncanny, it was distorted, it was wrong . And the eyes, just like his 
companions were red, a piercing, penetrating red glow that shone through the dust as he rose to his 
full height, his helmet nearly touching the ceiling. 


He carried a machinegun at his right arm, but, as all gazes fell on him, he casually slung it over his 
shoulder, and instead reached for a big, evil looking machete strapped to his leg, that he wielded as 
easily as a smaller man might have held a boxcutter...and then he spoke, his helmet’s voicemitter 
crackling on, his voice just as wrong as his helmet. 


“THE ICONOCLAST CAN HAVE HIS REVENGE ON HIS OWN TIME. THAT HOUR ...IS 
FOR HIM. FOR YOU? DEATH COMES NOW.” 
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“Now, you have a choice.” 


When the battle had started, Chizome had fled. Not because he was a coward, or because it didn’t 
concer him; as a matter of fact, the battle didn’t concern him. The villains wanted revenge, 
against All Might most obviously, but surely against the League of Villains too. His mind 
immediately fixated on the one moment that all those present, all the targets, had converged; the 
Battle of Kamino. 


Stain had not been at Kamino. The villains, a rough mix of Japanese lowlives and foreign soldiers, 
acting as irregulars, had no quarrel with Chizome. 


But that was not his reason to flee. 


His reason was confusion . A choice, an overwhelming decision; to fight with the heroes, even 
those that he had only begun to respect, and watch the backs of those that he did not respect? Or 
perhaps turn on them, grab any weapon at hand, and draw their blood all across the sand, help the 
villains win? 


There had been enough wood splinters to fashion crude shivs after the soldiers had started 
shooting. A quick run to the catering table might have given him a knife or two, and the distracted 
heroes would have never expected it... 


He could have finished Tensei lida once and for all, a red smile from ear to ear. He could have 
shaken all his doubts about Tenya Iida, denied the worth he showed, and showcased his innards for 
the whole world to see. He could have decapitated Bakugou, the unworthy hero he never got to 
face... 


And so many, many more that he wasn’t fully convinced about. All those doubts about his 
mission, about his judgement, his very ideology...he could have sliced them open. Erased them 
with hero blood. Paralyzed by Bloodcurdle, caught between a hail of bullets and Chizome’s blade, 
they would have fallen! 


Or he could have helped . He had stopped being a hero so long ago... 


But the battle had very few shades of grey. Yes, he would have once spilled the blood of half the 
heroes present with no remorse, and talked himself into killing the rest, eventually...but the villains 
were a clear opponent, their murderous intent impossible to mistake for anything else. 


Fight beside the heroes, or turn on them. Pick a side. Defend All Might and Deku, the worthiest 
heroes he knew, and all the others, and possibly die in the attempt, or betray them, betray Izuku’s 


earnest ideal that people could change, betray the very idea of redemption. 


So he ran. He didn’t make a choice, limited himself to a pathetic, cowardly neutrality. True heroes 
will survive. The false will die. It will thin the herd, just as I wanted...But I could do something . 
No...My help is unnecessary. Unwanted. I am neither a hero, nor a part of the League...they all 
have easy motives to fight; their survival . Me? Who the hell am I, at this point? Far from the 
places I used to hunt, alone for decades, doubting myself...Everything tells me I can’t do anything 
worthy. Maybe...maybe... 


Melting into the shadows, his steps muffled, his every move careful and precise, he had escaped. 
But his flight didn’t go unnoticed. Golden and phosphorescent green eyes followed his every step, 
Toga and the American agent watching as he ran away. 


While the heroes fought back, their Quirks taking on more guns than what Chizome had ever faced 
when fighting Japanese cops, Chizome escaped, first heading to the back of the wedding pavilion, 
then circling around, skirting around the white phosphorus still floating in the way, and bypassing 
the catering table, empty now after Tenya lida had ran through it. Instead of battling, he and that 
girl, they saved those civilians...Or did they, really? The attack can’t be just those few... 


His footsteps made no noise as he tiptoed the outside path, bordering the jungle and the hotel’s 
northern side. He turned back for an instant, and saw Deku flying away, caught in flight by a 
gigantic villain, and a moment later, he saw All Might, in his true, heroic form, suddenly leap 
upwards, people held in his arms...and a scrawny man holding onto his back. 


And then, as Chizome considered heading into the jungle and running until his feet gave out, he 
saw the heroes’ counterattack, led by another giant of a man, a giant who should not have been 
there, Gigantomachia. 


All for One’s servant wasn’t as towering as Chizome had been led to believe, barely surpassing the 
pavilion’s height, but even at a distance Chizome felt afraid . If the devil’s watchdog had suddenly 
appeared, the battle would surely end soon...and tragically. 


He imagined the soldiers would panic, that the weaker villains would cower in fear, beg for their 
lives...But the staccato bursts of rifle fire did not die down, and a grenade launcher soon fired, 
exploding right at Gigantomachia’s face. And he started to melt into a puddle of ugly brown goo. 


Well, that was underwhelming as hell. Stain turned and kept running. The truest heroes were gone 
from the battle, All Might leaping to save innocents, Deku to fight an imposing enemy, and the 
rest... Would I stick my neck out for that...that rabble ? I know I saw Ingenium saving people but... 
No. They will prove their worth. And I? I will be long gone. 


Maybe he’d start hunting heroes again, here in Hawaii, or find a ship back to Japan. Maybe he’d 
travel to America instead, see their decadence with his own eyes, plunge a knife into their capitalist 
sins... Who am I kidding? Do I have it in me, to continue the mission? Yes, I'll run away, but... 
what, then? What will I do? 


His footsteps made no noise as he moved from the path to the jungle, both feet moving with 
purpose and accuracy, not stepping on any dry leaves or fallen branches, but, as he ran deeper into 
the forest he stopped rushing from cover to cover, stopped hiding. 


Until he saw the soldiers, lying in wait, ready to ambush him, a crocodile man among them, armed 
with a very flashy pistol. They wouldn’t have seen him if he had remained in cover, but one of 
them had turned his way, and a number of rifle lasers soon aimed his way. 


“We know you’re there. And if you’re running through the jungle, you clearly aren’t with the 
heroes...Come out or I'll just tell the soldiers to drop you. Hands up, and I might just decide we’ ll 
treat you nicely.” said the crocodile man. 


Chizome didn’t doubt that the soldiers could indeed kill him, now that they all had him in sight. He 
cursed his momentary carelessness, his naiveté to imagine the enemy wouldn’t have stragglers in 
the jungle. If I’d kept stealth five seconds longer, I would have evaded them easily. Now...I’ll play 
along, for a minute, create an opportunity and escape. 


Chizome walked directly into their firing line, but he didn’t raise his hands. All he needed was to 
get close enough, and his enemies would give him all the tools to escape. And what then? Why not 
let them kill me? Rid the world of my mission once and for all? 


“Wait a minute...” the crocodile man said. Upon closer inspection, Chizome saw that the man was 
wearing what looked like an Egyptian pharaoh costume, higher quality than a Halloween costume 
but not enough to look actually authentic. Actually...no. I amnot letting myself get killed by 
someone dressed as ridiculously as the hero Native. “I know you.” 


“Do you?” Chizome asked, walking closer and closer, until he could reach out and snatch a rifle 
from one of the soldiers. They smelled of saltwater, like sailors would after long periods at sea, and 
some of their gear looked just as salty. Not soldiers, then. Marines. But if they rely on guns...they 
won’t be fast enough. They are definitely worthless...Let’s see what happens. 


“You’re the Hero Killer Stain.” the “pharaoh” said, switching now to Japanese with a bit of a 
southern accent. He grinned, showing his rather impressive, and rather yellow set of crocodile 
teeth. He touched his gold chains casually, perhaps some involuntary gesture, or tick. “They said 
you would be here, but...none of us knew what you would do.” 


“IT don’t care to exchange words with villains .” Stain replied, pridefully. 


“Maybe not, but I have an offer for you. But...” he glanced at one of the marines, who seemed to 
be the scout and was looking ahead through his rifle scope down a narrow forest path, at the end of 
which lay a clearing with a big concrete building of some kind, that seemed to hum gently even 
from a distance. 


“But our key is just about to show up.” said the “Egyptian”. He turned to his men, switching to 
English, “Sailors, use the orange bullets! They should be awake, but powerless, for the next step of 
the plan.” 


“Yessir.” replied one, his accent reminding Chizome of old documentaries about Somali pirates. 
Who are these people? The croc’s some kind of Egyptian-Japanese, but the marines are African, 
apparently. That Iconoclast was definitely Japanese, but...what in the world did I get caught up 
with? 


“They said you were a sneaky one, Stain. Can I trust you to walk with us?” the gator man asked, as 
he pointed down the path. Chizome didn’t answer, and just glared at the man with contempt. As if J 
have much of a choice...for now. “Your hunt... must confess I wasn’t back in Japan for most of it. 
I’m a traveller, and...most of what I know of you is second-hand.” 


“T care not to speak with a stranger, much less one that knows me not.” Chizome said, but he still 
followed as the gator man started moving, quietly and slowly, towards the concrete building, 
keeping to the side of the path. 


“T go by Sobek. You know, like the Egyptian god?” 


“T couldn’t care any less for forgotten, useless gods. Might as well talk to me about your childhood 
imaginary friend; if religion is the only thing stopping a man from sin, they are no less than 
villains.” Chizome muttered, and wondered if the croc guy heard it, as there were no obvious ears 
on his reptile head. 


“That’s harsh, man. But fair enough, I won’t bore you with my journey to self discovery, my rap 
sheet, the twelve murders to my name, the story about the six tons of cocaine...or who is paying 
me to do this. And besides, we’re here.” Sneaking up the path, hiding behind tree trunks and 
bushes, then rushing to the next bit of cover, they had quickly closed the distance, and now the 
croc guy touched the outer concrete wall carefully, examining it for something . “Just as I thought, 
we don’t have the gear to break through this, the sailors and I.” 


“Can you shut up already?” Chizome spat, starting to lose his patience further. The soldiers are 
spread out, watching the road. I can snap this guy’s neck...nah, too thick. But I can steal his blade, 
or his pistol. The man carried what looked like a ninjato, a straight-bladed sword that ninjas 
supposedly carried in olden times, and a gold plated pistol, in a belt over the long loincloth and 
baggy white linen pants he wore. 


Stain had been a veritable blademaster, and Chizome didn’t think he’d be rusty enough to botch a 
close range kill like this one, even if he would rather have picked a longer katana with a curved 
blade, or a dozen knives... 


He had already decided to reach for the sword when he heard a rumbling, echoing all over the 
jungle, bouncing on trees and vines. Massive, impossibly powerful steps, one after another, fast, 
astonishingly fast. There were only four people who could run that fast, Chizome was certain. 


But he had crippled one before. Tensei lida might be back on his feet, yes, but could he run as fast 
as in his prime? 


A second person was All Might, but with his power gone, it was a very, very unlikely idea... 
leaving only Izuku Midoriya and Tenya Iida. 


“T really gotta hand it to the Chief, one look at the hotel layout and he knew they’d “save” someone 
here...” Sobek whispered, motioned for his men to move, and Chizome finally saw the runner. 


It was Tenya lida, with Ochako Uraraka holding onto him, both with their clothes damaged and 
several apparent bruises. They didn’t spot the marines or Sobek in time, and moved in to open the 
doors to the concrete building, and Chizome could hear the low rumble of some kind of reactor 
inside. He even heard someone speak in English, talking with the heroes. 


I can’t run away if I have to fight both sides...Can I kill them all? I willnever outrun an Ingenium, 
and Uravity is dangerous. Toga mentioned she was very good at fighting, unless I’m mistaken. 
Fighting two pro heroes, angry ones, who already have a grudge against me, plus a troop of 
pirates armed to the teeth, and a reptilian psycho who thinks he’s an Egyptian god...Not good. 


But what choice do I have? 


The sword was just an inch away, but Sobek sprang to his feet quickly, and Chizome’s chance to 
get a weapon was gone. A shot rang, fired from an assault rifle, then screaming and grunting and 
the sounds of a fight. He heard punches and kicks and the soft thumping of paintball guns, and 
muffled words. 


A soldier was looking directly at him, the one with the rifle. He hadn’t aimed it at Chizome, but he 
didn’t need to. Even firing from the hip, there was a big chance he’d hit the Hero Killer. So 


Chizome made distance the only way he could; by walking into the walled off area, and right up to 
the concrete building. 


Around the enclosure stood a couple of the marines and Sobek, and there were sounds of 
struggling and pain from the inside of the structure, as well as a louder sound from the reactor. 
Chizome had no idea what it could be, but he saw that the place would have been easy to defend if 
the plan of attack hadn’t used the heroes to open the doors. Strong place. They will use it, 
somehow. A fortress for when the cops and heroes inevitably arrive? 


Chizome started moving closer to Sobek, then noticed the blade he wanted was gone, the scabbard 
having come loose from his belt at some point. He looked around to find it, only to see a soldier 
bring it forward. Maybe he’ll use it to execute Ingenium and Uravity? 


He stood beside Sobek, then looked down at the heroes. The orange ink splotches had turned 
Uraraka’s nice bridesmaid’s dress into a canvas that a contemporary artist would sell for millions 
of yen to some rich dickhead, and lida’s square, clean shaven jaw was starting to swell from 
impacts. 


They both looked at him with a mixture of contempt and surprise. Uravity’s eyes burned with 
righteous fury, and Ingenium’s face turned to stone, only betraying his fear with a slight twitch of 
an eyebrow. 


“Now you have a choice.” As Chizome heard the words, spoken in Sobek’s raspy voice, he 
pondered his escape, the sense of futility, of aimlessness. And when Sobek offered the ninjato to 
him, hilt first, the weapon he had intended to steal mere moments ago, Chizome found himself 
hesitating. “You have a choice here, Hero Killer Stain... Continue your mission. Kill them.” 


“Or do what?” Chizome asked, pulling the sword from the scabbard. It was light, the blade a little 
over a metre long, and the hilt long enough to hold with both hands. The grip was made of micarta, 
with an easy texture to grasp firmly and securely, and the blade was cerakoted to a bluish grey. 


He held the weapon in his hand casually, appraising it. It wasn’t a high-frequency blade, but the 
edge was sharpened well. Sure beats a chipped sword. And besides, those hf-blades need batteries. 
If I could cut into Ingenium armour with my old tools, this won’t be too difficult. 


“Or leave . You can walk away. This isn’t your fight, Stain, unless you want to kill these heroes, 
and then a few others. My bosses were most interested in killing Dabi and Himiko Toga, but...I’m 
a team player. The Guild will give me cash for any heads. Actually... was paid some in advance. 
But the head honcho, Iconoclast...he’d explode with happiness if you do us a solid and carve these 
two up, eh?” 


“Who else are your targets?” Chizome asked, switching the blade from hand to hand, and taking a 
slow step towards the heroes. Ingenium. Are you a true hero? Uravity, how about you? Will you 
face death with a smile? 


“Iconoclast wants to kill All Might and Bakugou, more than anything. He’s a little...hmm... 
undecided on Shigaraki. And before he kills All Might, if we get the chance, he'll kill Izuku 
Midoriya in front of him. And the mother...I forget her name. An eye for an eye, a family for a 
family.” Sobek replied, then pointed at lida and Uraraka. “Choose. Kill, or walk. If you don’t cut 
‘em up, we’ll take them with the others. And they’ lI die all the same.” 


Chizome moved his eyes, pinpointing the marines and Sobek. He saw a fat American engineer in 
the corner of his eye, and then another two, these in better shape, and the soldiers escorting them 
were not too focused on him. 


He turned and met Uravity’s gaze. If there hadn’t been a pair of rifles aimed at her and lida, he was 
sure that Uravity would have attacked him, Quirk or n Quirk. Her anger was real, tangible, full of 
frustration, of every time she had told Tenya that Stain was no longer a problem. 


And Tenya...at first glance, he looked resigned to his fate. Without his Quirk, with guns pointed at 
him, at the mercy of villain scum, facing the man who had almost killed his brother, who had been 
close to killing him , he was certainly doomed...But his eyes flashed all around, keeping a close 
look at everyone. His neck muscles flexed on instinct, and the whispers his body language let 
through told of what he would do; he would get in the way. 


If Chizome swung down his blade or a marine shot his rifle, Tenya would use all the strength in 
his body to get in the way and protect Uraraka. He’d give his life away...and from her body 
language, louder than his...she planned to do the same for him. 


“T’ve made my choice. My judgement.” Chizome said, his voice low and menacing... 
Then he moved. 


The blade danced in his hands, slower than before, but faster than the enemy expected. His 
footwork didn’t fail him. A smooth cut backwards, slashing Sobek’s chest and neck, then a 
pirouette, right between the soldiers holding Uraraka and Iida hostage, and a second slash, using 
the momentum from the pirouette for added speed, angling the edge down, down... 


Blood exploded, as he sliced into one man’s right hand. He felt the ninjato’s hilt push back when 
he hit bone; the cut had not been powerful enough to chop off the entire hand. But that didn’t really 
matter; with a flick of the blade, as moved for his next attack, Stain brought the sword closer to his 
mouth and licked . 


The man with half his forearm chopped off froze where he stood, only able to cry out in agony, as 
Stain shouldered into him and sent his inert, rigid figure crashing against his companion. 


“Fight with me, true heroes!” he yelled, as he turned to see that Sobek had not been frozen by 
Bloodcurdle. My cut didn’t hit any blood vessels...damn reptile! 


He saw Ingenium and Uravity start to rise, springing to their feet with confusion in their eyes, but to 
their credit, when Chizome put his back towards them, they didn’t attack him. “You had a chance 
to walk free, Hero Killer, and instead you side with them?” 


Sobek laughed, a low rumble that Chizome would have mistaken for a growl if the croc man 
hadn’t smiled, showing his many, many rows of teeth. /’ve taken on bigger foes, what are you, 
only 6’5? You are scum, villain! 


“They were ready to give their lives to save. Even at my worst, I always saw that as true heroism. 
Now...now I'll judge you.” 


Sobek let out a battle cry, shaking the entire jungle with his massive jaws as he bellowed. The 
muscles on his neck looked tough as steel cords, and his shoulders only seemed to get bigger as he 
yelled, bellowing in a foreign tongue. Chizome could only understand the word “Anubis”...and 
then the man charged forward. 


He was fast. Not quite speedster levels, but rather faster than most pro heroes Stain had killed, and 
he closed the distance in only a couple steps. And by the time Stain had sidestepped, his pistol was 
in his hand, tracking Chizome, safety already off. 


From behind him, Chizome heard a gunshot ring, then a quick, decisive succession of kicks and 


punches, followed by the croaking of a man being choked. And, as he leapt to the side to avoid the 
first pistol shot, landing into another swift, agile pirouette, he saw that, while Ingenium had 
punched the soldier and disarmed him, Uravity had leapt on her boyfriend’s shoulders, and then 
jumped forward, catching the soldier with a leg choke and bringing him all the way down to the 
ground. 


As that soldier crashed to the ground, Chizome was still moving, three quick steps moving 
diagonally, this time towards the remaining soldiers. Sobek hadn’t expected it, and hesitated for a 
few seconds too long, as Chizome took another step, then two, then swung his blade with both 
hands. 


It was an upwards strike, angled to cut along the line of the soldier’s gun. With another step, 
Chizome added more power to his strike, and then he felt it, the blade biting , cutting into the tough 
cloth of the man’s military vest, then the stiff but brittle fabric of his salt-stained jacket, then his 
shirt...then skin, muscle, ribs. 


Chizome let out a wicked scream as his sword cut into the ribs, then the scream turned to a laugh 
as he slid the blade, angling it backwards so it wouldn’t get stuck on the bone. Blood had sprayed 
from the moment his blade made contact, and all he had to do now was lick his lips , and the 
trooper was frozen in place, only having managed to hold his injured, bleeding chest. 


I have about half a second before I get a 9 millimetre hole in my head... He spun around, hitting 
the paralyzed soldier with the flat of his sword, then jumped to the side, only inches away from 
two pistol shots. 


The soldier was as ready as he could be when Chizome reached him, having fixed a bayonet to the 
end of his rifle. Chizome let the marine take the initiative, parrying the first strike and deflecting 
the blade away, sidestepping the next lunge, and moving into the third to slash open the man’s 
neck. 


This time there was no point in using Bloodcurdle; the man was as good as dead...but he had 
managed to catch Chizome with his final strike, opening a deep cut in the side of Chizome’s 
abdomen. A wretch like that cut me open...no matter. That’s like...my appendix, or pancreas, some 
useless organ. I can just bandage it and... 


A fourth pistol shot barely missed him, burying itself on the dead soldier’s chest. By the size of the 
hole it left, Chizome was pretty sure it had not been the standard 9 mm he had expected. Guns are 
for those too unskilled to wield a blade and kill! 


He turned around, looking for Sobek, his gaze catching Ingenium and Uravity taking down another 
soldier with a double dropkick to the head, before his eyes moved on, scanning, trying to find... 


A blur of gold flew his way, and he was dumbstruck for an instant too long, trying to figure out 
what it could be, until it hit him. Literally . In the jaw, with a metal punch. Sobek threw his gun at 
me? 


It dazed Chizome, made him stumble, but he would not have been a Hero Killer if such weak 
attacks had been able to take him down. A punch followed, then another, raining down on 
Chizome like a hailstorm, aiming for his head and chest. 


And Chizome’s blade danced again, matching every punch. Sobek’s leathery skin split at the 
knuckles, then the back of his hands and palms, his wrists and forearms. He overextended a punch, 
and Chizome’s blade punished him for it, lopping off his left thumb, but the moment Chizome 
moved to lick the blood and immobilise his enemy, the crocodile man surprised him with a knee 


strike, right to the cut on Chizome’s stomach. 


The pain was blinding, but he’d endured worse, and his sword rose again just as quickly to meet an 
overhead punch, slicing between the knuckles and into the palm. Cutting, biting down, viciously... 
until the sword hit bone. 


Chizome felt it instantly, as the sword’s grip fought him when he tried taking it back. It was 
stuck...and Sobek realised it quickly, too quickly, bringing his mangled arm back and catching one 
of Chizome’s arms, just as he let go of the blade. His clawed hands clamped onto Chizome’s 
forearm brutally, and he yanked the Hero Killer to the side, then closer to him, closer to his jaws, 
that snapped open and close. 


Chizome saw the rows of teeth gleaming in the sunlight, and the villain’s neck and back muscles 
tensing. “Ever seen a Nile crocodile bite its prey and spin , Hero Killer? Ever seen what it does to a 
man’s chest? Ever seen a man destroyed like that for cash?” 


Sobek brought Chizome closer and closer, only a foot away now. I was never afraid of dying, not 
that I remember. Heroes had crueller ways to kill me. If this is it...so be it. End the Hero Killer if 
that’s your will, villain. 


With a dreadful snap of his snack, Sobek finally lunged forward, jaws opening... 


And a few inches away, the jaws were kicked away, to the side, only shifting a little from the 
flying kick, only powered by Quirkless muscles. And then, the arm holding onto Chizome’s wrist 
was pulled down suddenly, violently, as a person’s entire bodyweight wrapped around it and 
moved downwards. 


As Sobek’s arm was lowered, Chizome was dragged to the ground, too, and the jaws missed him 
with the second bite...and a new kick landed, this time striking one of the crocodile man’s eyes, 
and flinging his ridiculous headdress from his head. 


Ingenium kicked again, with nothing more than the power of his muscles, weighed down by the 
engines on his legs, and Uravity twisted, her hold on Sobek’s arm finally forcing him to let go of 
Chizome. 


He was almost certain that his right wrist was broken from the villain’s claw,and he was bleeding 
even more profusely from the cut, so the fight couldn’t last for much longer...not if there was any 
hope of keeping Ingenuim and Uravity alive. 


“VILLAIN! THIS ENDS HERE!” Chizome yelled, leaping into the fight again, just as Sobek 
punched Uravity away and elbowed Ingenium in the stomach, reaching for the sword. Chizome 
pulled, with all the strength he could gather on his left hand. And the sword came loose, just as 
Ingenium distracted Sobek with a devastating push kick to the side of the knee. 


With a quick twist, Chizome brought the sword around. Fighting through the pain, even knowing 
his hold would be weaker, he grasped the sword with both hands. He saw Sobek move in for a new 
punch against Ingenium, aimed to the hero’s neck, with clear intent to kill...and Chizome sliced, 
finding the right angle to cut the deepest into the gator man’s neck. 


His blade aligned like he had wanted, biting deep into the flesh, cutting through fat reserves instead 
of muscle fibres. Just like cutting armour. The very first atom in my blade knows the way of blood. 
It knows the path. It bites and it destroys and it kills the unworthy... He felt the feedback on the 
micarta grips, smooth through the fat, fighting him through muscle, stalled for a second by the 
trachea...Sobek’s eyes went wide, and he choked, spitting out blood, his punch interrupted, dying. 


The pull to release the sword left Chizome exhausted, and the enemy collapsed before them, 
swiftly getting to death’s door, looking up at Chizome with incredulity and terror. Chizome 
couldn’t look into the villain’s eyes and not see the heroes he had killed...and doubt his cause once 
more. Was I wrong, all along? I was...I wasn’t. It was righteous...it was evil. 


Unable to see the death of the man, who had been polite enough to hand his killer the murder 
weapon, Chizome turned to the two heroes. They looked tense and focused, ready for a fight, 
already moving to get between Chizome and the terrified, panic-stricken engineers. 


For the young heroes it wouldn’t be their first ttme witnessing a bloodbath. It wouldn’t be the first 
time where the need to protect civilians would get in the way of any intention of giving first aid to 
the wounded. /t wouldn’t matter, even if they were Recovery Girl in the prime of her life. I sliced 
Sobek’s neck, and that soldier’s. Another one I opened from armpit to shoulder, and I don’t care to 
finish him off: One is bleeding from a severed forearm artery, and the other two...well, I didn’t see 
what exactly happened to get them so immobile on the floor, but I doubt the heroes snapped their 
necks... 


“Why did you do that?” Uravity asked, reaching behind her to put a comforting hand on one of the 
engineer’s shoulders. “Why, Stain? Why turn on them?” 


Chizome opened his mouth, then hesitated. A moment ago it had all seemed clear, an easily 
defined situation with good and bad sides...but now he wasn’t so sure. He looked at his blade, 
absentmindedly, noticing a strip of grey-green flesh had become stuck halfway up the edge, and he 
flicked it away with a quick swing of the sword, flicking away most of the blood too. 


“T...I don’t know.” 


“You don’t know?” Ingenium asked, raising an eyebrow. Where did your glasses go, hero? 
Without them the resemblance to your brother is...almost terrifying. You are almost the same man 
and yet...what do I feel? Fear? Shame? Some leftover resentment? You showed who you are and 
I...WHO AM I? “You killed a villain officer of some kind, butchered these soldiers, attacked them 
as they held guns to our faces, and you don’t know ?” 


“What is your game, STAIN?!?!” yelled Uravity, arming herself with one of the soldiers’ bayonets. 
What do you think you’re doing with that butter knife, girl? Toga says you’re skilled, and you can 
certainly fight, but...are you thinking of fighting me ? Now? “WHY?” 


“ma killer. You really need a reason?” 


“A hero killer .” Ingenium said, his voice low. Chizome could see the young man’s leg muscles 
tensing and relaxing as he shifted his position ever so slightly and put one of the engineers behind 
his bulk. “Talk, Stain. What’s your angle?” 


Chizome let out a long, defeated sigh that made the gut wound hurt even more, then gave one last 
look at his sword and threw it to the ground, at the heroes’ feet. It gave a little clink as it fell and hit 
the packed dirt. “When I took that first swing, against that first soldier, I told myself it was because 
you two are true heroes. I saw it in you, that selfless will to save. You were ready to die for each 
other, and for those fat civilians behind you. I thought that was enough.” 


He looked away, peering into the reactor room, watching as a myriad of big metal pipes joined 
together into a single machine that hummed slightly. “I thought it matched my old ideology but...I 
have been having doubts .” 


It was something he had never intended to admit. Something he had wanted to push away, to 


ignore, to stamp out and replace with zeal and confidence, with hatred for fake heroes, with resolve 
for the mission. “I am /ost . Unsure of the path. For the first time in decades, I have no idea who 
I’m supposed to be. When I ran away, I knew in my heart that I didn’t have it in me to carry on the 
mission. I knew I couldn’t rid the world of fake heroes anymore, because I now saw shades of grey 
where before there was only black and white and...and I don’t know what to do.” 


“Huh...” Ingenium muttered, nodding slightly. He relaxed a little, and Uravity imitated him, but 
both seemed just as ready to spring forward and beat the crap out of Chizome. “Since when has 
this been going on?” 


“This week, this year, since the beginning...it doesn’t matter . [have doubts...and doubts are what 
kill us. What make us fall. What change us . The quest...can’t go on. But my life isn’t over. And... 
I thought the mission would only end in my death.” 


“So your doubts...made you fight with us? Or even for us?” Uravity asked, tilting her head to the 
side quizzically. 


“Much has changed and...I haven’t been able to process it. But there is one thing I’m certain of, I 
don’t regret starting this fight.” Chizome said, with a voice that was less confident than he hoped. / 
sound...broken, don’t I? 


“Even when it ended with so much death and pain?” Ingenium asked, motioning around the 
concrete enclosure. 


“You’ve seen this kind of carnage before, don’t lie to me. In your eyes...in your eyes I see the 
darkness .” Chizome said, focusing on Uravity now. “Death is no stranger. Death was a last resort 
for you, heroes ?” 


“You don’t know a fucking thing about us.” Uravity said, all but spitting out the words. “You’re 
the one that killed these men. We’re grateful for the help, but...” 


“But I just burned the ugly deaths of these “people” into the nightmares of three civilians and 
yourselves. I wouldn’t ask for thanks for that.” Chizome said, shaking his head. “So...what now?” 


“What do you mean “what now’’?” Ingenium asked, raising his voice but keeping it controlled, free 
of anger. J applaud you for that, kid. 


“T killed for you. My reasons are as muddled as my mind and my future. As it stands, I have no 
idea what the future will bring, what I’m supposed to do, what I can be. So I have no plan . You do 
have a plan, I hope?” 


“Of course we do.” hissed Uravity, giving the engineers a quick glance. “They mentioned 
“hostages”, so that means either the civvies we left behind, or our friends. Whoever it is, we will 
rescue them. Quirks or no Quirks, it’s what we will do.” 


“You two have become true heroes, there’s no doubt about it...” 


“T thought you said your “judgement” was done? Our value as heroes has no relation to whatever 
opinion you might have of us. You...you said you were done.” asked lida, a vein on his forehead 
popping with the effort of keeping his anger in check. It is a thin line, cross it and they will turn on 
me. Would they kill me? They have more reasons than most... 


“That’s true. I don’t trust my own judgement at this point. There are too many variables. But I have 
the certainty that you two have my respect.” 


“Woohoo.” replied Uraraka, without the slightest hint of joy. "The hero killer respects us." 


“Take it however you will...Back to your plan.” Chizome’s gaze moved from lida to Uraraka, then 
back. There was only one choice now. “Can I help?” 


The wedding crashers had done their job, and how . 


Hana Ishigami had watched it all on her laptop, sitting comfortably at her hotel suite’s desk. After 
hastily switching hotels thrice, cheking in at two and entering the third through a side entrance with 
the help of an employee she had bribed, she felt confident she had lost whatever spy had been 
following her the other day. 


It wasn't an especially great hotel this time; in fact, she hadn't even remarked on the name, before 
claiming the best room they had to offer, a decently equipped suite with soundproofed 
walls...probably for guests with more mundane activities in mind that watching a wedding turn to a 
battle. 


Beyond the window she could watch Honolulu’s skyline, if she wished, but for the better part of 
half an hour her gaze had been fixed to the screen, as her technicians curated the video feed in real 
time to show her exactly what she wished to see. 


She had watched the first attack crash and burn, almost literally, as Eraserhead and Deku quickly 
reacted to counter young Hakurin Hidan, the “Iconoclast”, then watched the rogue troops of Mbele 
opening fire on the wedding. 


She had noted their cautious approach, preferring to use their automatic weapons to control the 
heroes, and the unexpected Quirk suppressants, that Hakurin had never mentioned, to weaken 
them, whittling down the threat little by little, and not being afraid to sacrifice a few pawns as the 
heroes pushed back. 


Caught in tunnel vision, eager to win quickly and decisively, the heroes had fallen right into a 
feigned retreat trap that would have made Genghis Khan grin, and ended up scattered into smaller 
groups. One by one, Ishigami saw each splinter group engaged by the Quirkless soldiers and the 
villains, and even a rescue attempt on the side, by Ingenium and Uravity, was soon put in peril. 


“Using the heroes’ priority of saving civilians like that is pretty sly, Iconoclast. How much of that 
was you, and how much was that supersoldier rogue, Silverback?” 


A very short while after Hakurin had been abducted by the HPSC and fed the information for the 
attack, a group of Mbele diehards had found them and joined up, becoming most of the attack’s 
muscle...and perhaps their leader, a runaway commando by the name of Silverback, had quietly 
usurped Hakurin’s leadership. 


It was amazing to see the Quirkless in action, at least in such a firsthand manner. With such limited 
resources they had made a sizable, veteran group of heroes fight on their terms, all the while 
adapting Hakurin’s varied gang of mercs and misfits to be as useful as possible, especially the 
sniper, a scruffy lass with the alias “Grease”, and a big brute, calling himself Grunt or something 
similar, using them both to scatter and engage heroes. 


Deep down, she knew that she should have been rooting for the heroes. In theory, they were her 


people, her assets, her troops. But in practice, and especially in a secluded spot in which she could 
freely think , she knew that they were liabilities at best, and threats at worst. Especially the spy. If 
we can get rid of her, it’ll be the best possible outcome. If not... 


“Edgeshot.” Ishigami called, switching on her radio microphone, “Report.” 


“[’m in position. With the camera feeds the tech team is giving me, it has been a walk in the park 
to move around.” The ninja’s voice was steady, calm, but the faint rustle on his mic revealed he 
was moving fast. “What are your orders?” 


“The hostage situation was only a mentioned fallback in the Iconoclast’s plans...how goes it?” 


“T tapped into their communications. Tech team are decrypting the umm...the weird Swahili they 
speak, and feeding them to me, as close to real time as possible-” 


“T only care for the results, Edgeshot. What. Is. Happening?” 


He paused for a second to answer, perhaps pushing any resentment away with some fake bushido 
technique. “They have all the civilians and staff hostage together. They have been slowly herded to 
the hallway between the lobby, and the food court. It’s a funnel, all the soldiers have to do is stand 
behind the hostages and shoot the heroes as they get here. Do we inform the police?” 


“No.” Ishigami replied, her voice ice cold. “Not even an “anonymous leak”...if there is one, I'll 
know it was you. There will be consequences.” There’s dozens like you. You’re good at this, ninja, 
but as disposable as Nagant or Hawks. 


“T wouldn’t compromise our mission like that.” Edgeshot replied. “Still, I believe the villains are 
being allowed too much of an advantage...” 


“There’s some of Japan’s top heroes there. They hardly need your help if they are worth their salt.” 
“Understood, ma’am.” 
“Tell me about the corridor.” 


“It’s rather wide, it’s well lit, but the windows are thick and strong, designed to resist typhoons. 
The soldiers have been busy closing every open window in the corridor for a minute or two. 
There’s AC, so the hostages aren’t reacting to it much.” 


“Clever Iconoclast, you have your enclosed space now...We can return to him in a minute.” 
Ishigami cut the communication to Edgeshot for a moment, then opened a line to her tech team, the 
pair that had bugged teh cameras and were working their asses off to give her a very pleasurable 
viewing experience of her uppity heroes getting their asses kicked. “Daigo, update me on the hotel 
next door to the operation. Have they evacuated yet?” 


“Yes, ma’am. Apparently a woman got to bossing the staff and guests the instant she heard the first 
shot.” 


“She must have some big ears, then.” Ishigami muttered. “How clear is the place?” If the 
Iconoclast’s plan should meet yet another obstacle, it might be a good place for Edgeshot to take 
him. If he has made the connection, figures out who we are... 


The tech guy, Daigo, answered quickly, sounding a bit surprised, “It’s...empty except for...for the 
heroes Red Riot and Ground Zero. The woman taking the lead...apparently she...she jumped into 
the jungle, cursing loudly, the moment she saw those two. Think she escaped, ma’am? Some kind 


of villain?” 
“Perhaps. Don’t dwell on it. Get me a feed on Toga.” 
“We uhh...we don’t have her on any cameras, ma’am.” 


Ishigami groaned in annoyance. She had received the exact same reply when she had asked for the 
spy’s whereabouts, but agent Anna Dobinek was not a fucking bride . “How hard can it be to spot a 
woman IN A WEDDING DRESS? FIND HER!” 


“Yes, ma’am! We’ll do our best!” 


Ishigami closed that call and brought Edgeshot’s back up. “Give me a sitrep on the Iconoclast. 
Where is he at?” 


“Walked into the building by a side entrance, but he got winded, running for his life with a gas 
mask on in tropical heat. It’s only human.” 


“Will they catch him?” 


“Wave Motion and Shigaraki?” Edgeshot asked, using the villain’s old name on purpose. He 
believes in Shigaraki's “redemption” as much as I do...he’s only acting soft and harmless just to 
show off for that blue haired bimbo. If his life wasn’t in danger, he’d make a run for it, and return 
to crime. 


“They are in the very next room. Do I intervene?” Ishigami heard a soft tapping noise, probably 
Edgeshot perching himself on a vantage point. “I have visual. Iconoclast has stopped at one of the 
north side event halls, this one seems to be styled Classically, the floor has nice checkerboard- 
patterned tiles, along the walls there are Corinthian columns, a few marble statues, a fountain at 
one end...he’s resting there, throwing some cool water on his arms.” 


“T don’t pay you to appraise the architecture, but...thanks. I found the camera feed real easy with 
the description.” Ishigami saw Hakurin kneeling by a nice little fountain at the end of the hall, and 
wondered why Midoriya and Toga didn’t simply have their wedding there and save everyone the 
trouble by being easier to gas to death. 


“Keep watching them. Only move if J say so.” 


“Right.” Edgeshot replied, with the loyal, disciplined cadence of a samurai acting on his daimyo’s 
orders. Isn’t that what we are, he and I? “If I move and extract Iconoclast, what rally point do we 
head for?” 


“So far, ?m keeping my mind on point 2. Ground Zero would recognize you in rally point 1.” 
Ishigami stated, “Unless I am completely sure he moves back to the area of operation, don’t move 
to point 1.” 


“Roger that.” Edhesgot replied. “Ma’am, eyes up. Shigaraki and Wave Motion just kicked open the 
hall’s door...” 


“Get me audio of this, Edgeshot, this instant .” Ishigami ordered, and heard the minuscule, muffled 
sound as Edgeshot pulled a directional microphone from his gear belt, assembled it, and connected 
it to the call. In an instant, Ishigami could hear the Iconoclast panting through his gas mask, the 
faint trickle of the water fountain, and the footsteps of Shigaraki and Wave Motion as they stepped 
in to confront the villain Ishigami had sponsored. 


“This...this should be interesting...Will you rid me of a liability, Tomura Shigaraki? Or will you 
earn all I gave you, Hakurin? Pay back for the information, for your chance at revenge?” 


Chapter End Notes 


As always, thanks for reading! Hope you don't have to wait so much for an update 
next time! 


Reunited 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


It hadn’t been much of a plan. Rather, it had been more of a collection of Himiko’s negative 
thoughts, killer impulses, and the deep, painful wish to be better , to rise above a past she couldn’t 
control anymore. It had been a self imposed test; rather than fear for Izuku’s safety as a villain took 
him away to battle, she would face Bakugou. 


And she’d deal with the threat he posed, one way or another. Fear, respect, admiration...as long as 
it got Bakugou to stop talking shit behind her back and Izuku’s, as long as it got the animosity out 
of the way, as long as it gave Toga the catharsis of speaking all the reasons she had to kill the 
bastard, and the reasons why she wouldn’t. As long as it worked. 


And now it was done. Maybe he’d grow as a person from it, but that was up to him now. The 
nightmares in which Bakugou crashed the wedding, the ugly, terrifying dreams in which he hurt 
Izuku again...maybe they’d stop. Maybe not. 


It didn’t really matter what he did next. Toga had been the bigger person, unexpectedly, strangely, 
and she felt peaceful about it. J did my best. Maybe it wasn’t the “right way”, but it got the point 
across, right? I did it my way. It might work. Bakugou and Kirishima get to walk out safely, with 
those soldiers I took care of. His life was in my hands , and now...well, he can choose if he prefers 
to think if he owes me, or not. I don’t care either way. As long as I never hear a friend tell me that 
some other “friend” was against Izu-Izu and I being together to such an extent they’d tell said 
friend it should have been her! 


Good plan or bad plan, Toga had tested herself more than anything. With the temptation of having 
in her hands the life of someone she despised, it was the ultimate test of the self control she had 
built up, ever since she had started fighting back against her sleeper agent programming. 


And the moment her finger had hovered over the trigger of the loaded gun, her mind had been her 
own, completely, utterly. Pestilentia’s brainwashing and All for One’s influence didn’t try and 
whisper back, didn’t try and take over and pull that trigger. 


It was all her. 


And that made her incredibly giddy and excited. She had even more hope for the future now...that 
is, after carving a nice red smile across the throats of whoever was in charge of the attack 
interrupting her beautiful, perfect wedding. 


Thus she had left, bounding from shadow to shadow, from cover to cover, avoiding security 
cameras whenever possible, becoming a whisper in the wind. Most others would have made a ton 
of noise as they splashed around the pools and ran towards the main tower, but not Himiko Toga. 


Her steps were silent, she moved unseen. Half a dozen soldiers ran through the pool area, walking 
through the main doors to the food court, carrying as many of their fellows on their shoulders, in 
varying states of injury, their uniforms covered in soot, ice shards, burn marks, blood and most of 
all, sand. The ones standing have no sand on their stuff, they were inside while it happened. The 
beat up ones must be from the beach, the first ones to attack. 


There was a seventh one, I think? And the big one...I guess we didn’t get the big one. A commando, 


just like those I killed a year ago here. Those eight they sent here were taking revenge from the 
ones we killed in Denmark so...more revenge? Fuck. How many are there? It can’t be that many, 
or they’d have used bigger squads for everything. Maybe they’d even have armoured vehicles... 
Nope, there’s like...50. 60 tops. And they all have enough mud on their boots...they walked 
through the jungle. 


She saw a woman, then, a villain, halfheartedly trying to drag a couple of the soldiers on her 
command. She looked like one of those old timey Japanese delinquents; a long canvas biker coat 
with bright stitched, aggressive slogans on the sides, sturdy boots, and a pair of sawn off, double- 
barrelled shotguns on shoulder holsters. Her clothes were damaged, the left side torn and covered 
in blast marks, and she limped as she moved, but that wasn’t the most defining feature. 


It was her mask. It looked like a creepy doll head of some kind, that Toga couldn’t quite place. /t 
looks traditional, but whose tradition? Japanese? The expression is so blank...and disturbing. The 
mask was cracked, exposing a little bit of the jawline and one of the eyes. 


As Toga watched her, the soldiers she’d just seen returned, and one of them took the injured 
trooper from the masked delinquent villain’s hands. When one of the injured soldiers was lifted, 
Toga saw that his arms were broken in very, very painful ways, and there was some obvious 
shrapnel damage from his weapon exploding in his hands. The other one, while less obviously 
damaged, was knocked out cold. 


The delinquent villain pointed towards the pool area warehouse that Toga had just used for her 
ambush. The villain gestured several times, pointing again and again, until the soldiers turned to 
search the place. Good thing I’m not there anymore. Let’s see where they take the bodies. 


Toga shadowed the soldiers and the limping, slow delinquent woman, staying hidden as they 
moved to the food court. I’l] get around them through the kitchens. And...oh, did your earpiece 
break, Sukeban gal? The delinquent tossed a small earpiece and the cable connecting it to a radio, 
and brought the radio itself to her mouth. “Datura here, it’s gone quiet, what the FUCK is going 
on? The soldiers just...walked over and started carrying the dead and wounded inside. What’s the 
plan? Can I get a status update? Grease, Runt? Cyborg guy? Croc guy? Boss?” 


A wheezing, heavy breathing voice replied, one that Toga recognized as the Iconoclast, the same 
motherfucker that had interrupted the wedding, the same shithead that Tenko and Nejire had 
chased with his tail behind his legs. “Datura, the plan changed ...Grease is down. Joao too. Sobek 
has caught Stain, Uravity and Ingenium and...” 


Then an emergency speaker next to Toga sparked to life, joined by all those she could see in the 
pool area, the restaurants and bars around it, and even the big warehouse. And the person using the 
PR system had a very deep, booming, evil voice. 


“Police officers, heroes. Not another step...We have captives; this is now a hostage situation. My 
men have good eyes and quick tongues...at their call, we will not hesitate to slaughter them all . 
Our prisoners include two pro heroes, the hotel manager, and all of the staff and civilians present in 
the hotel today. The weak, the unclean .” 


Toga knew then exactly who was speaking; the Mountain Brigade commando in the power 
armour. And from the sound of his voice, he knew what he was doing. Shit. More hostages? I 
really need to find Izu-Izu, we will need to do it together if we’re gonna save them...They’re the 
hotel staff that looks up to us. To me ...We WILL NOT let them down. 


“WE HAVE CONDITIONS! OBJECTIVES. AND WE HAVE A NAME. MBELE! WE ARE 
NOT GONE, WE ARE STILL FIGHTING! Those outside, SHALL REMAIN OUTSIDE.” The 


commando spoke English with a marked accent, but his words were completely clear. He would 
have no mercy on those poor hostages. “Heroes inside the hotel. You have fought well...for 
subhuman filth . SURRENDER! Deliver unto us six people, and we will accept your capitulation. 
You will be free to leave with the hostages. BRING THEM TO THE LOBBY, BRING THEM TO 
ME!” 


Of course a hostage exchange like that would be a terrible idea. Toga knew all too well that the 
villains would simply use the chance to shoot those heroes noble enough to try the exchange with 
Quirk blockers, and they’d all end up on the evening news, heads chopped off by a rogue 
commando. We’ll just have to kill him before this exchange. 


“BAKUGOU KATSUKI. YAGI TOSHINORI. ASHIDO MINA AND SHINSOU HITOSHI. 
TOGA HIMIKO. MIDORIYA IZUKU. YOU HAVE ONE HOUR.” The villain's motives clicked 
in Toga’s mind; all of it was revenge. Revenge against All Might and against Bakugou could have 
innumerable sources for grievance, with the great hero’s decades of hero work, and Bakugou... 
well, Toga had not five minutes earlier considered pulling the trigger and watching life leave his 
eyes. 


She herself knew she’d earned little good will in her twenty one years of life, especially not with 
All for One’s little /ist . Or with how she had massively sabotaged the war effort for the army of 
Mbele. Or literally any of the villains she’d stabbed to death or captured in her more “lawful” 
work. She’d be giving herself no credit if she was at all surprised people wanted payback. 


But the others they wanted, Mina and Shinsou and Izuku, that was what made it all connect 
together; the Quirkless commando had all but usurped the plan. He wanted revenge against the duo 
that had abducted his king from his own palace through quick thinking and luck, and he wanted 
revenge against the pair that had likely killed the highest number of his old comrades, Izuku and 
Himiko. Though Izuku did his best to only arrest them , Agent Anna told me in no uncertain terms 
they’ll be executed for war crimes. 


The PR speakers went silent then. There was an hour left, to walk to the lobby and give up, or the 
hostages would be executed. /zuku would take their place without hesitation. All Might too. But 
they wouldn’t sacrifice others. Father and son would rather die a painful death than see the other 
suffer. And...and Izu-Izu wouldn’t let them have his friends. Not Shinsou, not Mina, not Bakugou. 
And he wouldn’t give up on me, I know it. We can’t surrender. 


“You weren’t kidding, Iconoclast, plan’s definitely changed. What contingency are we on now? C? 
D?” Datura said, panting with effort as she walked on. Toga noticed that her ankle was swollen, 
pushing her leather boots outwards. “The Quirkless left me behind, they haven’t come back, I'll try 
and get to the lobby.” 


Toga skirted around carefully, hiding behind piles of pool floats and palm trees, sneaking into the 
kitchen. There she hid, finding an empty cardboard box, big enough to cover her, and placed it over 
herself. It smelled faintly of the oranges it had once transported, and the outside was rather plain, 
with a simple fruit logo on the side and serial numbers. 


It wasn’t the first time she’d used that technique, and, being on the smaller size, height wise (even 
if her muscles weren’t exactly petite), she would regularly find boxes that worked for her. Safely 
hidden inside, she started to ponder. She’d need a few moments to think up a plan, one that she 
could perform on her own. /f I pause to find Izuku, we might run out of time. 


The hotel lobby was a very open space, and she was almost certain that the soldiers would cover 
every approach with overlapping fields of fire. But if they are consolidating their forces, it must 
mean...the gas. The white phosphorus. 


The Iconoclast’s first attack had been unsuccessful, as it had happened outdoors, with plenty of air 
and wind to scatter the phosphorus away. But if he was placed indoors, protected by the soldiers, 
with the hostages? The lobby is not where they’ll be, not entirely. They’ll move to the hallway, and 
if we strike there, and he’s in play, the gas will overwhelm us. And he'll ignite it. It’s an ugly way 
to die. 


How then, would she do this? Hunt down the Iconoclast? Tenko and Nejire were already doing 
that, and Toga refused to think they’d been killed. But...running into a building, the place where 
the Iconoclast was most dangerous, there was a good chance he could take them out. 


I have to trust them. Tenko...you weren’t our leader for show. You have it in you, even if it’s just 
two of you... Two...If Izuku was with me, we could finish this quick, but... know you’re alive. I 
know you won against that big guy. I know that you'll be back with me. But...I don’t know if it’ll be 
soon enough. 


The only way that I can stop this by myself...is taking out the supersoldier. Kill him, then become 
him , order his troops to give up. It will be so incredibly ironic, it will be like poetry. To be 
defeated just like his king... 


But where would she even find the man? And how would she beat him? His armour seemed 
thicker and more resistant than the “scout” commandos she’d fought a year ago in the hotel’s 
beach, with more exposed joints that she could stab through. It seemed to have more artificial 
muscle powering it than the airborne commandos that had destroyed the Agency jet over Denmark, 
those that had eventually captured Izuku and her. 


I can not win against him in an open battle. But like I just told Bakugou, a “fair fight” is a stupid 
fight. I have to find him, get him to fight on my terms, kill him, trick several dozen soldiers using a 
language I don’t speak...all of it in under an hour. Fuck... 


But if she didn’t, she’d have the blood of innocents on her hands. Innocents that liked her, that 
treated her with respect she only experienced in Japan when surrounded by heroes. The hotel staff, 
who already expected to be rescued, and fellow guests, who had done nothing wrong and had been 
caught in a battle by the only sin of sharing a hotel with heroes and villains on an unlucky day. 


It was an easy call to make to kill for them. And...and maybe die, too. Maybe leaving that 
handgun behind wasn’t a good idea. Last time I shot their guns and then sliced them up close. And 
now... She had a few knives, mostly straight, razor-edged bayonets she’d scavenged from 
neutralised soldiers, as well as one of the metal spikes from her hair bun, and she’d grab more 
blades from around the kitchen, if possible. Resupply quick, Himiko, time’s already running out... 


She started moving, very slowly, keeping the cardboard box over her and looking through a small 
peephole she’d carved on the side, making her way from the larder she’d used to enter, to the main 
kitchen. She saw massive ovens and stoves, fryers of all kinds, giant pans and pots and kettles... 
and a rack full of knives to the side, close to a walk-in freezer for the beef. 


The box moved quicker now, as Toga eyed the knives with single minded focus. The meat cleaver 
will do! And the fillet knife for jamming right into his carotid artery ...Yes, yes... 


Then she heard the backdoor, the same one she’d used, opening up quietly, and she froze. The box 
did not look out of place in the chaotic, evacuated kitchen, and Toga knew that she’d remain 
hidden. 


She heard a footstep, familiar, agile, with a spring to his step caused by sheer power, but a calm, 
slower gait denoting a gentler nature. The footstep echoed slightly, with the soft clink of dress 


shoes...and the drip of water drops; the person had been drenched in water, but he had mostly 
dried off...mostly. 


If it had been anyone else’s footstep, she’d have reached for her knives, ready to ambush and hurt 
them. She would have made sure she remained undiscovered. 


But she knew who it was. And a moment later, after a quick, much louder succession of steps, she 
saw the one they belonged to, as he lifted the box over Toga’s head. 


“TZU-IZU!” Toga leapt up, just as aggressively as she would have if she had been attacking an 
enemy, but instead of slicing into his veins, she wrapped her arms around his neck. She giggled 
with glee, wrapping her legs around his waist, as they spun around. She saw his eyes, wide open, 
worry fading away, and his mouth turning to a shaky grin, his face turning red. “You’re okay!” 


“Yeah! ’m...?’m okay!” he said, letting out a sigh and wrapping his arms even tighter around 
Toga. He was warm and smelled of salt and blood and All Might-brand cologne, which made 
Toga’s spine shiver with pleasure. 


And his outfit fared similarly... J did consider ripping it off by myself, but this...ocooh, just look at 
it! The jacket is gone, his sleeves are rolled up, showing bruises and cuts that I'll absolutely cover 
with kisses, who knows where that bowtie ended up, those wet pants are even closer to his legs, I 
can see pretty much everything . And...do I have to thank the villain or the ocean for unbuttoning 
his shirt halfway down? GOD! Why did this have to happen like this? One day, when everything’s 
safe and fun and no one’s in danger I'll get you just like this and we’ll just ravish each other... 


She peppered his cheeks with about a dozen kisses, not going yet for the lips as he seemed to want 
to say something more. “I...1 won. Against the big villain. His name is Runt and...I know why 
they are after us.” 


“Revenge?” Toga asked, kissing Izuku’s ear softly as he rested his chin on her shoulder and 
nuzzled against her face. 


“Yeah. Dad...dad’s battle fight against All for One had collateral damage. They were orphaned 
there, Runt, another one they called Grease, Hakurin...that’s what Runt called the Iconoclast...” 
Izuku explained. His voice sounded very tired, conflicted, and he rubbed Toga’s back as he spoke, 
holding her tenderly, desperately, as if he was afraid she’d suddenly disappear from his arms. 


“The Quirkless also want revenge. You...you heard the broadcast they just sent on the hotel’s PR 
speakers? That’s why they’re asking for Shinsou and Mina and...and us.” 


“IT know.” Izuku said, moving backwards slightly so he could look directly into Toga’s eyes. She 
died a little inside, watching that sad, weary expression. “We thought we’d won. But...it’s not 
over. They want us , but...” 


“Don’t you dare mention giving up, Izu-Izu. Not you. I know you’re noble, I know your heart 
wants to sacrifice yourself for the hostages. I know you’re good . You wouldn’t let any of us do it, 
would you?” 


“No.” Izuku said, shaking his head decisively. “I nearly drowned fighting Runt...I’m of no use to 
anyone if I give up to die. The way to protect everyone isn’t to play their game. And...Himiko, I 
am not sacrificing myself, okay? I would have, before, but now...” He moved Toga’s left hand 
from his shoulder, then brought it to his face and give it a couple soft kisses, once to Toga’s ring, 
another to the back of her hand. 


It was chivalrous and dashing and she nearly melted with the gesture, blushing madly, breathing 
heavily and grinning in a way that would have gotten her banned from family-friendly 
establishments. If there hadn’t been a time limit for the lives of people she cared about, and her 
friends and family fighting all over to save their necks, she would have given Izuku a very lewd 
proposition right that instant. 


“Things are different now. Their scheme...yes, I would have thought my life was a cheap price to 
pay for those of others. But my life is not just mine now. It’s yours, too. It belongs to all our friends 
and loved ones. I am not throwing away this new beginning we fought for, no way. Even if their 
reasons...give me pause.” 


“Tzu-Izu...who gives a shit what their reasons are? They attacked us. They attacked everyone we 
love. They aren’t pulling any stops to kill us all.” 


Izuku’s eyes flared with anger for an instant, “They are specifically going after All Might. They 
want to see dad suffer. And for that, they’re just as likely to hurt mom. And the kids...oh god, the 
kids .” He looked away, his eyes darkening. “I...I didn’t kill Runt. When I beat him, he told me 
that killing him was the only way to stop him and...and I didn’t. Did...did I make a mistake?” 


They had talked deeply and for a long time about death. About how one day he might need to take 
a life to save another. He didn’t hold Toga, or anyone, for that matter, to the same standard that he 
held himself; if he could pull his punches, if he could hurt a villain as little as possible, if he could 
be fair and just, he would be. Many that live deserve death, and many who die deserve life. And he 
will keep hope for them as long as he can. 


“You were true to yourself, Izu-Izu.” Toga replied, her voice soft, as she touched his cheek, 
caressing it gently. “You didn’t betray your code...it is part of you. It’s part of why I love you. 
You have a good heart, Izu-Izu, don’t...don’t beat yourself up for having mercy.” 


He looked away, his cheeks blushing, his eyes distant. He was silent for a long time, still holding 
Toga securely in his arms, casually, as if she weighed nothing at all. When he looked at Toga 
again, his expression was no less pensive, but a warm smile accompanied it. 


“Himiko...I saw what you did, just now.” 


Panic flared in Toga’s mind. Of course it would be something alarming for Izuku, a major red flag 
that Toga would ambush and psychologically torture his friend for a few minutes, instead of 
joining the fight with everyone else, and it was a terrible look. J fucked up, didn’t I? Fuck, fuck! 


“..how much did you see?” she asked, lowering her eyes, letting out a sigh. 


“I saw enough.” Izuku said. If his voice had been stern and disappointed, cold, it would have 
broken Toga’s heart. She cursed her recklessness, her impulsiveness, her haste. But...but Izuku’s 
tone had been gentle, soothing. “And I’m so, so proud of you, Himiko.” 


He said, his smile growing wider, and a few tears showing up on the corners of his eyes, “I know 
how difficult it must have been, I know it couldn’t have been easy to take initiative and...I spoke 
with him briefly, and...it changed things, Himiko. It...it was amazing.” 


“T pointed a gun at your friend , spoke all my grievances, and gave him a chance to kill me... You 
think that’s amazing?” 


“T think it was very...very Himiko. You didn’t betray yourself either. You showed him how 
you’ve grown and...it was incredible to see. It...it is what I see everyday in you, that wonderful 


person that I love! You did it your own way!” 


Toga blinked away a few tears, “I just...just wanted to deal with the problem , to really begin our 
life together properly. I...I didn’t know if it would work. And now...Fuck, Izu-Izu, I have no idea 
what to say. Just...just kiss me.” 


She didn’t wait for him to make the first move, and lunged at him, their lips meeting an instant 
later. His mouth was sweet, with a faint trace of salt and blood that Toga’s tongue relished. They 
kissed for a long, long time, cursing the entire world for every second stolen after their lips parted. 
We’ll have to continue that...later. 


“Did those two get away safely?” Toga asked, knowing that every second now would be essential; 
they had spent too much time with their reunion. 


“Yeah. They went toward their hotel, if they get their Quirks back I’m sure they’ll get back and 
help.” 


“IT was thinking up a plan. Alone, my only shot at solving this mess was decapitating the enemy 
force and then, you know.” She wiggled her arms around, giggling, “ Becoming the head. Using 
the old plan Mina and Hitoshi used to leave Africa with Blackbird. You know how dogmatic these 
bastards are, they’d surrender if ordered to.” 


“T don’t think he’ll be at the lobby. That hour he setup? He’d have asked for ten minutes if he was 
there and ready. He’s doing something else.” Izuku said, his brow furrowing as he pondered. “He 
probably doesn’t know yet that I beat Runt, and if he’s got any intel on you, well...” 


“I could play hide and seek against that brute for decades .” Toga replied, showing her fangs 
smugly. 


“He’s after Hitoshi and Mina. And that means that the ones guarding the hostages are rank and file. 
The Iconoclast could be with them, but...you and I have advantages indoors, too.” Izuku said, 
anticipating Toga’s comment. “If he’s there, can you sneak up behind him?” 


“Of course!” Toga said, pulling out a bayonet and twirling it in her hand, spinning it around her 
fingers and stopping at an icepick grip. “With the distraction you’ll cause, with the massive blind 
spots of wearing a gas mask? Consider it done, husband!” 


“Oh, that...that sounds...” Izuku giggled awkwardly, turning redder than a tomato. Toga didn’t 
help that by kissing him again on the lips. “I...1 hope the manager forgives me for the property 
damage I’ve got in mind...” 


Sneaking off quietly, or at least as quietly as they could with Izuku’s elegant shoes clicking on the 
kitchen tiles, and Toga holding the folded up cardboard box under her arm, they made their way to 
the side of the building, trying to get a good angle to storm the hallway between the lobby and the 
food arcade. 


The hallway’s big windows, made with thick tempered glass, and giving a lovely view of the golf 
course in the distance, as well as the beach and pools from another angle, quickly made their 
approach unwise. Put simply, there was no way to approach the hallway and get to the lobby on 
that side, unless one moved further away, towards the spa area. 


And as they glanced that way, they heard two explosions in quick succession, and a couple 
moments later, the supersoldier. Ubuyile, that’s what he called himself! 


Running towards the spa, the supersoldier’s heavy footsteps thundered in Toga’s ears, and he 


didn’t slow down as he crashed against the building’s wall. “Himiko, we have to move, take 
advantage that he isn’t at the lobby! Let’s go!” He wrapped his arm around Toga, and she held on, 
already catching up to his idea, as his voice started going quicker and quicker. “If we charge 
through this path they’ Il spot us, so we jump above it, get to a side door, flank!” 


With a soft thud they leapt into the air. Contrary to All Might’s massive jump, they were only 
moving a couple dozen metres, with a lower parabolic arc, and thus less energy was needed, less 
sound produced. 


Behind them, Toga heard a low rumble, then what she assumed were the sounds of battle in the 
distance; perhaps the American heroes had decided to attack either way, but then they landed, 
Izuku breaking into a quick run to absorb the shock of the jump, and Toga leapt to action too, and 
the rumble behind them, even the dry, massive thud that followed, were left at the bottom of her 
focus. 


What mattered was finding a suitable side entrance and moving in quietly... “There!” Toga 
whispered, pointing at a small smoking area and the back entrance for the lobby offices. 


They ran to the door, and Izuku quickly pulled the handle, bringing it clean off, lock included, 
cursing mildly at the noise made, “Oh, crap!” Izuku placed the piece of door gently on the floor 
and moved it gently as he opened it, breathing out a sigh of relief as it didn’t creak. 


They crossed a brightly furnished, very comfortable break room, the AC cooling them after their 
jump and short sprint. They saw notices on the board, telling the staff that only essential employees 
would be present the day of the wedding. Thank goodness they did this. Even if it was them being 
paranoid about my friends...Thank you, manager Akamai. 


They moved next to a few administrative offices, the cubicles decorated with surfing paraphernalia 
or baseball merch, one even had a veritable shrine for an American hero called Star and Stripe, a 
tall, Amazonian woman who was aiming for the country’s top spot. A minute later, as Izuku once 
again broke a door handle, they found themselves walking out to the lobby, a few metres away 
from the front desk. 


And in the very end of the lobby, at the point where the hallway started, beyond some elevators, 
they saw the hostages, and the soldiers with them. There were more than Toga had expected to find 
there, considering the battle still raging on outside, numbering twelve and looking no worse for 
wear...but she noticed that some were outfitted differently, wearing their helmets and tactical gear 
over sailor clothes and salty boots. The injured troops weren't in sight, and Datura, the villain with 
the creepy doll mask and delinquent outfit, had not yet joined them, probably outpaced by the 
troopers not burdened by a painful limp. One less to fight is always good news. 


They hadn’t yet looked their way, so Izuku and Toga moved back into the offices and exchanged a 
glance; the iconoclast was not there. It would be easy! The plan was written all over Izuku’s face, 
in his hopeful eyes and warm smile and his adorable freckles. They exchanged a final nod, and 
moved out, Izuku leaping quietly upwards, grasping easily onto the top of a column with his 
augmented strength, then jumping towards the next one, a dozen metres away, the soldiers 
remaining none the wiser. 


Meanwhile, Toga placed the box over herself again, running softly under it, stopping every so 
often to check they hadn’t spotted her. In a well lit hotel lobby, cover and concealment were scarce, 
mostly limited to hiding behind the columns, but she soon made it closer and closer, until she was 
almost close enough to smell them. 


She could see now that the hostages were simply held at gunpoint; no explosives or any other traps 


had been placed on them. They were secured by plastic handcuffs, the type SWAT teams were 
most fond of, but it seemed like their feet had not been bound. 


All she had to do was start the fight. A knife in each hand, she inched her way to a pair of soldiers 
in the back. A couple quick cuts at the tendons on their right shoulders would take their weapons 
offline for a few seconds, giving her more time to fight the others. And as she did so, Izuku would 
strike, leaping to battle from the last column in the lobby. 


Three metres away, then two. Then one finally moved, maybe reacting to a muffled footstep, 
maybe catching the box on the corner of his eye. He turned around, dumbfounded, and Toga could 
see that he was one of the sailor troops, his trousers bleached almost white by the sun and salt. And 
in a heavily accented English, he murmured, “What the hell? A box?” 


An instant later the box had been thrown at him, as fast and hard as cardboard could be thrown. His 
scream of alarm was not fast enough to warn the man beside him, and Toga’s blade bit into him, 
right next to the strap of his tactical vest, sawing into flesh and muscle and tendon with a quick 
flick of her wrist. 


Without giving him a second longer to react, Toga pulled back the knife and attacked with a 
backhand strike, the bayonet’s pommel catching the soldier’s Adam’s apple. He choked painfully, 
arching forward, hands on his throat, just as Toga kicked his knee and pushed him to the side. The 
soldier was falling, but by then Toga was again moving. 


The first soldier had only managed to push away the cardboard box when he saw Toga beside him, 
half a metre away, her knife already cutting his right shoulder. The man’s scream was drowned by 
the shockwave, then, as Izuku pushed off from the column and landed between two soldiers, 
catching both with his extended arms, the clothesline bringing them to the ground already 
unconscious. 


Toga kicked, then, bringing her leg upwards and slamming it down, the soldier’s rifle crashing to 
the ground, dropped by his limp right arm, where she kicked it away, forcefully, a dozen metres 
away. 


She then spun around, throwing the knife on her left side at a third soldier’s right hand. She didn’t 
get lucky and cut off the index finger, and the trooper was fighting the pain desperately, trying to 
switch to his other arm, so Toga closed the distance with a cartwheel, picking up speed and 
momentum, then jumping over the man’s head, flinging the knife on her right side with all the 
power she could give it, stabbing right into the left wrist. 


Toga landed behind the soldier and pushed him with a strong kick, crashing onto the first soldier’s 
path as he tried attacking with his own knife, held in a clumsy left hand. The soldiers only 
narrowly avoided having one skewer the other, but Toga was right there, attacking again from the 
side, disarming the first soldier with a quick, nasty move that broke his wrist, followed by a kick to 
the head that sent both men to the floor. 


She didn’t have time to appreciate or examine her new blade, though, as a hail of gunfire almost cut 
her in two, narrowly missing her head by a couple inches. She looked towards the gunman, already 
aiming the knife for his eye, only to see him flying an instant later, having caught one of Izuku’s 
kicks in his stomach, crashing against the thick window with a thud. 


Toga looked at the other soldiers, finding that Izuku had already disabled most of their rifles, with 
only one left on his side and another on Toga’s, and the instant Toga locked her eyes on that 
soldier her blade flew, burying itself to the hilt on the man’s right bicep, numbing him with pain as 
Toga rushed towards him, kicked his right knee as hard as possible, hearing the satisfying crack of 


shattered bone, and then retrieved her knife, pulling it quickly, smoothly out of the trooper’s arm, 
using the same motion to cut three tendons, one at the bice, one at the middle of the forearm, and 
one at the wrist, avoiding blood vessels as much as possible. 


But there was still a lovely blood fountain, staining her dress even redder as she pushed the soldier 
down, wrapped her arms around his neck, and started choking the soldier, mercilessly, as the few 
remaining soldiers around her tried lifting injured limbs or reaching for knives and pistols. The 
man fought back, flailing wildly with his left arm, but Toga simply stared down the others. 


They all watched as the man stopped struggling and collapsed. She knew that snapping the 
soldier’s neck would not have intimidated them, not as much as watching one of their own be 
choked by a girl half their weight, with nothing they could do to help... 


A couple made a move towards the hostages, pistols and blades brandished in anger...only for the 
weapons to be destroyed in their own hands, hit by two finger snaps by Izuku. The soldiers only 
looked at their broken, mangled hands for an instant before the pain reached their brains, and their 
screams made those still standing hesitant to act... 


“T knew it!” Toga heard one of the hostages say, his voice hopeful. 
“We knew they would save us again!” 

“They are our heroes dammit!” 

“We told you so!” 


“Tzuku...Himiko...I knew you’d come!” In the middle of the hostages, kneeling and drying her 
tears with bound hands, the manager, Akamai Mahaulu, turned to look at them with shining eyes. 
Is this...what being a real hero feels like? “Thank you...thank you!” 


But it wasn’t over yet; there were still enough of the soldiers to do damage. Enough to distract 
Izuku and Toga long enough that one of them might get off a lucky shot. Four remained standing, 
still armed, their aim shifting, trying to hold their own and keep a stalemate. It looked like they 
were buying time ... 


And then Toga heard it, another thud by the beach, followed by thunder, as a massive villain 
dropped through the glass and metal roof of the restaurant arcade. Toga immediately knew who it 
was, there could simply be no mistaking the huge man, still half drenched in seawater, a stretch 
balaclava pulled over his face, gigantic titanium knuckles on his fists. 


Runt. 


One of his arms hung loose by his side, and in the other he carried something, close to his chest, 
but he moved too fast, and Toga couldn’t identify what it was. 


In a second jump he crossed the hallway, landing in front of the hostages, and now Toga could see 
what Runt held in his arm. Who he held in his arm. 


“NO!” Izuku screamed beside her, his voice desperate, full of anger and fear. 


Squirming in Runt’s gigantic hand were two people. One of them was tall and lanky, and moving 
to shield the other one from the giant’s grip; the second person was petite and moved just as much, 
this one trying to claw at the villain’s forearm. 


It was All Might and Eri. 


“Deku...I did tell you that we wouldn’t stop . That we’d win in the end. Do you see now how right 
I was?” 
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Eri Aizawa was no stranger to fear. To wanting to escape into herself and never, ever return. To 
shut away everything, to let everything be forgotten. To be forgotten. 


Back then, it had been her only idea. Her only plan. There had been no mommy or daddy to call for 
help; her father was dead , as Overhaul would repeat over and over when she misbehaved. Dead 
because of you . You...Eri...you did that. It makes you nothing , worse than nothing... 


Mother had ran away, after leaving her with her grandfather. And grandfather had immediately 
given her to Overhaul. Not even a full day had passed before Eri’s sole caretaker was a monster. 


Back then, the only thing to do was crawl inside herself and cry alone. 
But then...then she had learned to smile. 
And she had learned courage. 


She was scared, of course. She was afraid for her mom and dad, fighting so hard to save everyone. 
She was worried for all her big siblings, and she was worried for the adults with her, old man All 
Might and auntie Inko and Mr. Hisashi, who had now done the unthinkable and helped fight the 
bad guys! 


And she was scared for Kouta. He had been so brave so far, so tough, so cool, hiding that he was 
scared even better than Eri could...but they were both still little. They weren’t even middle 
schoolers yet, so it was very dangerous...and Eri absolutely dreaded the idea that he could be hurt. 


She knew that he probably felt the same way, had that same idea of protecting her. Maybe...maybe 
he also thought she was being cool! The idea of going back to class together next year, of going to 
middle school soon...she was very excited about it. 


Fear wouldn’t get in the way, not if she was brave. She trusted all her hero friends completely... 
hell, she even trusted her former villain friends a whole lot. That strange old dude Shimura, for 
example, acted so much like a rescued street cat, half feral but still finding a way to be nice...Eri 
wanted to trust that. 


So these villains with guns had become less scary. She was brave, and braver still because she had 
Kouta and the grownups, and their masks...their masks were different . Horrible, and very, very 
spooky...but nothing beat the ones in her worst dreams. 


And now that even Mr. Hisashi, the farthest thing from a hero that she could imagine without 
thinking of supervillains, had fought one of the soldiers and somehow won, Eri had started feeling 
relief. 


Of course, Hisashi had followed up his good action with trying to prank All Might into believing 
he had been a villain working for All for One, the “last dragon”’...so she had kicked him. It had 
gotten her genuinely angry, especially after the terrifying day so far. 


“It was a dick move, you don’t have to forgive me, it’s...” Hisashi said, after a brief comment by 
All Might trying to calm things further down. With the old hero’s words, Eri fully decided on not 


kicking Hisashi again. 


She felt the relief again. She started to think that it could truly be over, and exchanged a glance 
with Kouta...and then a smile. 


Kouta was a rather serious boy, even moody at times, but Eri always knew how to get a smile or 
two out of him. And lately, his smiles tended to get her brain all fuzzy and warm, and she rather 
liked that... 


“Did you guys hear that ?” Hisashi suddenly said, a note of worry in his voice. Picking up on his 
alarm, All Might and Inko started moving, getting back up with each other’s help, and motioning 
for the children to follow quietly. 


“T heard that.” All Might said, “It...it won’t be soldiers. It is someone strong ...I can only hope it’s 
Izuku. We have to check they are not headed our way...” 


All Might and Inko led the way, and, to his credit, Hisashi helped them walk upright, if only to get 
them faster to a window in the next room over. The children followed them closely, and they all 
inched closer to the window, eyes scanning the beach while trying to keep low and not show 
themselves to people outside... 


“DAD! MOM!” Eri suddenly saw them there! Torn clothes, blood and paint all over, drenched in 
sweat, visibly exhausted...but they were alive. The Aizawas were alive and well! “All Might! 
Auntie! Someone tall! Wave at them, I’m small, they won’t see my arm, they won’t-” 


Her parents were running, as fast as they could, and they weren’t looking up at them. They are 
heading here anyway, it’s good, they’ll be here in seconds! It’s all over! “Eri...” Kouta suddenly 
said, poking her shoulder, trying to take her attention away from the Aizawas. Nearly here! Dad! 
Mom! “Eri...up there, we...” 


Eri looked up, following Kouta’s gaze, and saw what first looked like a big, weirdly shaped bird... 
then a dark cloud...then, “JESUS FUCKING CHRIST! IT’S A VILLAIN!” yelled Hisashi, 
jumping back from the window and tugging at All Might and Inko’s clothes, bringing them down 
with him. 


In a moment, Eri felt herself falling too, hit by something shaped roughly like a grade schooler... 
Kouta! 


“JUMP!” 


An instant later the ground trembled, bouncing them up right after they fell. The sound was like a 
massive rockslide hitting a building. Outside, a small sandstorm raged, blowing sand away from 
the villain’s landing spot. And then he lunged, barging into the house’s wall shoulder first. 


The window exploded, and the bricks around it crumbled, and the villain, holding himself by the 
roof with one of his hands, started to use his massive legs then, quickly demolishing a hole big 
enough to cram himself into the room. 


And his mask...this one was much, much closer to something Overhaul’s people would have 
worn. 


Eri found her eyes fixed on the mask. The logical side of her mind, talking exactly like her dad, 
knew it was a completely different mask compared to the plague doctor masks Overhaul’s 
underlings preferred. It was a simple balaclava made with a stretchy material... 


But the primal side of her brain didn’t listen. Instead of seeing the difference, the mask started 
morphing before her eyes, as her spine started to shiver. One moment it was Kurono’s, then 
Nemoto’s, then Overhaul’s... 


“You heard, didn’t you? About the hostage exchange?” the villain said. His voice was deep but... 
young. But in Eri’s ears, it sounded very, very different. “I’m Runt. And you...I know you all. Say, 
All Might...how is Best Jeanist doing these days?” 


“He...he retired. He assures me he is well...” All Might said. Eri couldn’t take her eyes off the 
mask long enough to see what the old her was doing, but she hoped he had a plan. All Might always 
had a plan...he’ll know what to do... 


“Jeanist’s “threads”...when All for One almost killed him, they cut my building’s support pillars. It 
all collapsed.” said the villain, Runt. Eri shut her eyes, tried imagining a face to fit the voice. 
Anything but a mask. “Do you know how many people were there? How many of us? We had no 
part in the fight...we were all just living ! My family...I was the smallest one, once upon a time. 
That’s why they called me Runt.” 


His voice was full of sadness, but it was still poisoned with anger and resentment. “And now I’m 
the only one left. They all died, All Might! They died because of you ! Because of All for One, and 
his League of Villains. That Bakugou kid they kidnapped...was his life worth my family’s? WAS 
HE WORTH IT?” 


“Young man.” All Might said, his voice gentle, but powerful. ““That should never have happened. 
All innocent lives are just as precious to me, and I promise you that, if we hadn’t fought-” 


“My friend Grease... your United States of Smash made her an orphan, All Might. You ruined us . 
All you “heroes”...ALL OF YOU!” Runt said, choking back a sob. “Do you even care for all the 
lives taken? All the lives destroyed?” 


“T have decades of regrets, young man...” All Might said, just as gently. “Hundreds of battles. I 
have always fought the hardest, pushed myself furthest. I may have saved millions, along the years, 
but the people I haven’t been able to save...they all haunt me. The lives lost from collateral 
damage...I know the exact number of people I have killed, because I wasn’t good enough . | know 
their names. Each and every one. They are all etched in my soul, and I know I will answer to them 
one day.” 


“Do you, hero ?” asked Runt, with genuine doubt. Please...mom and dad are almost here...please 
be stalling for time, All Might! Please have a plan! 


“T know that six buildings collapsed in my final strike. Five were evacuated in time, and the last 
one...Shinoda. Is that your friend?” 


“Y-yes...” 


“T...I failed your friend. I failed her mother. I failed the other people in that building. It was enough 
power to hurt them...but not enough to kill All for One.” 


“He was just as guilty...but he’s dead.” runt said, grimly. “You...you aren’t. This is about justice-” 


“You call shooting up my son’s wedding justice ?” All Might asked, his voice passionate, 
righteous. “Catching children in the crossfire? Your pain started with collateral damage, and you 
would bring that to dozens of families, just like yours? Leave other children in the same situation?” 


“Deku lectured me really similar to that, you know.” Runt replied. “Sure, then. Don’t call it justice. 


Don’t even call it revenge. It’s payback. Cause or no cause...we’re here to hurt you and your 
people, as much as you hurt us . Hakurin wants your head, old man...and I will see that happen, 
one way or another. So, you either give up and cooperate...” 


“Young man, I will not be your prisoner to torture and execute. I feel your pain, and my regrets 
push me to self destruction, to face the judgement of all those I failed...but my life isn’t just mine 
anymore.” Eri opened her eyes then, feeling braver from the hero’s words. She saw him standing 
tall, facing the huge villain, unafraid, fists to his sides. “I have a woman I love, and I treasure every 
second we spend together. I have a son, the best thing that could have ever happened to me. Iam 
proud of him in ways I can’t even begin to put in words. I have my students...I’m not done with 
life, villain. I will not go quietly into the night.” 


“T can’t help but admire your guts, All Might...but you should have saved that speech for 
Hakurin.” The villain lunged, then, but not at All Might. His huge hand reached for the kids. 


His long arm could reach almost all the way across the room, and it was all they could do to 
scramble away, stumbling over their feet. “I promised Deku he would regret letting me live. I 
promised we would not stop coming for him and his loved ones...That starts here! With a broken 
arm, he forces me to choose ...Boy or girl? He saved you once, but he is not here for that!” 


As the hand closed in, Eri looked again at the mask. She looked into the eyes behind it. Younger 
than she would have imagined, years younger than her big siblings. Barely a grown up...But as he 
reached out, his features twisted. His mask grew a raven’s beak, and his eyes, so full of anger and 
fear and sorrow, turned cold and calculating. 


And she stood her ground. She stared back, right into Chisaki’s dead eyes, past them, through 
them. She looked until the vision faded. She looked until the fear eroded into nothingness, until 
courage replaced it entirely. 


And then she looked at Kouta, and smiled. She smiled until he smiled back, until they both knew 
what she would do. He was terrified, worried sick, a moment away from giving himself up to let 
Eri get away...but when they shared that smile, he trusted Eri. 


“GET AWAY FROM THEM!” she heard, just as she pushed Kouta away from the gigantic hand, 
and took a step towards it. The voice was at the same time dad’s and mom’s and auntie Inko’s, all 
saying the same thing, all of them trying different things to save them all...and it was her own 
voice, commanding him to stay away. 


He can take us both in a hand that big, and he can crush us, so the most logical plan... 


Eri stared right into the villain’s eye as she walked, and for an instant, the evildoer hesitated. He is 
not Chisaki, he is just a man. Just a simple villain... 


“ERI, NO!” 


The hand finally reached out for her, and she was terrified it might crush her...but something got in 
the way. Someone . 


“Hang on, little one!” All Might’s voice was strained as he tried prying apart the villain’s fingers, 
as he brought the two of them against his chest, unable to fully encircle them with his fingers and 
thumb alone. 


“LET THEM GO!” with a terrible cry of anguish and rage, Inko was at their side in a moment, 
scratching at the villain’s hand with all her might, trying her hardest to free them, and beyond, Eri 


saw her dad’s hair standing up, his eyes glowing red, and the villain’s hand started to shrink very, 
very slowly, while her mom had grabbed a chair and rushed at the villain, yelling wordlessly... 


Hisashi appeared, then, pulling Inko back, just in time to avoid a kick from the villain, “Get back! 
You too, clown woman, back off!" Ms. Joke only slowed down slightly, but Hisashi continued, 
maybe trying a plan of his own...maybe not. "Criminal guy...stop! You said...you said Hakurin ?” 


Runt laughed, then, a full belly laugh that shook Eri and All Might, securely grasped against his 
chest. ““That’s right...the guy you sat down next to on the plane is my best friend. He is the 
Iconoclast...and we’re here to make your son suffer . That is why I grabbed these two...All Might 
was heroic enough to make it easier...oh, if only Deku hadn’t broken my other arm, I could grab 
all of you to get killed by Hakurin...” 


Once again, Eri found herself soaring through the air, the wind messing her hair, moving way too 
fast...watching her parents try and reach her in desperation, reaching out with their hands up to the 
last second, growing smaller and smaller in the distance... 


The double doors were smashed open by a blast of golden light and energy, and right away they 
were met with gunfire, a single shot flashing between them, forcing them to take cover. 


Thankfully, the hall that Tenko and Nejire had chased the Iconoclast into was lined with thick 
columns to take cover at, that, combined with stone-carved walls, the Greek style statues, the 
checkerboard tiled floor and the fountain at the very end, looked very much like a boss fight arena. 
This is a fancy place...fancier than Toga or Izuku’s usual tastes...And if we’d been here, the 
Phosphorus could have hit us harder...But it’s probably open enough we have a chance... 


“Nowhere left to run!” yelled Tenko, looking over at Nejire, who had taken cover on the right side 
columns, while he had taken the left side. The side with a door to the rest of the main building...he 
does have somewhere to run. “We caught you, Iconoclast...you can give up now.” 


“Give up? GIVE UP?” The Iconoclast stood up from the edge of the fountain, his voice suddenly 
muffled as he put the gas mask back on. “No. Not a chance. We’re so close ...We have hostages. 
We have everything we need ...They’1l come.” 


“Your pal called for me on the radio...so here you have me, you piece of shit!” Tenko replied, 
biting back some nastier curses that he had learned in his online gaming days. “Come on, come 
on...Let’s have a scrap. Let’s start this!” 


Exchanging a glance with Nejire, Tenko gave a quick nod, then started running, as fast as he could, 
then hiding behind a column when another shot rang in the air. He’s got a revolver, I saw that. Six 
shots to start. And that’s two shots...Three now. Halfway there... The Iconoclast had shot again to 
stop Nejire from advancing further. Just six more columns and I'll be right up on your ass, you 
low-tier villain... 


Tenko ran again, clearing four columns before being stopped, but the shot right after almost caught 
Nejire, making her eyes widen with shock as they exchanged another glance. J have to buy time. 
Distract him. Just one shot on that gun...and I can’t let him think about that. 


“Iconoclast!” Tenko yelled, “Stop a minute. Fucking think . I heard you loud and clear at the beach, 


yelling at All Might, seething, chewing the scenery...all about revenge, is it?” 


“That’s right.” the villain answered, his voice muffled through the mask. “All Might...above all 
others, I wanted All Might to pay. And...and All for One.It was their fault, more than anyone.” 


“Their fault that what?” 


“That EVERYONE died. My family. My friends’ families. So many lives lost at Kamino ward and 
for what? You released All for One again. All Might’s “sacrifice”, all our loved ones, all those 
lives...they were in vain! They were all exchanged for...for fucking Katsuki Bakugou . Ground 
Zero...he named himself after our pain, did he not? That egotist made it about himself!” 


“He chose that name because he’s an arrogant prick, yes, but it means that he is the ground zero.” 
Tenko explained. Why, oh why am I defending Bakugou? “To acknowledge his guilt . To start 
better things. He said that to Izuku, and he means it .” 


“You think I buy that?” The Iconoclast said, sneering, “No, Shigaraki...I know Ground Zero’s 
rotten. You picked him for a reason, out of all those UA students...” 


“TI was wrong .” Tenko yelled back. He saw Nejire inching to the side of her column, but he 
wouldn’t risk it, he would still stall for more time. “I thought he was like me back then. That his 
anger was like mine...But it wasn’t. My anger...was like yours, Iconoclast. I don’t want to kill 
you, you get it?” 


“Not kill me? Shigaraki...the only reason I haven’t flooded this room with white phosphorus and 
set it aflame is that you killed All for One. If anyone was completely malicious, completely in the 
wrong about my family’s death...it was him . But if you get any closer, [ll put a bullet in your 
skull, and set your girlfriend on fire. Don’t fuck with me, Shigara-” 


“MY NAME IS TENKO SHIMURA!” he exploded, “And you are right. All for One died by my 
hand.” 


“ You got that revenge...so you understand how we feel, don’t you? How I feel?” 


“T do.” Tenko said, softly. He held up his hand, and Nejire stopped in her tracks, even if she was 
almost ready to run and attack. She trusts me...that still feels so...heartbreaking. So sad...The faith 
she has...it will keep me going forever. “I don’t blame you, Iconoclast...tell me, what’s your 
name?” 


“Tt’s...it’s Hakurin...Tenko Shimura.” 


Tenko stole a glance at the fountain, and saw that the villain had lowered his revolver. Good. Let’s 
keep talking. “Hakurin. All for One’s to blame. He stole your family as much as he stole mine. His 
experiments are what made that battleground so dangerous, his manipulation was what got us 
there...And me . Blame me. Not All Might, or Best Jeanist, or Izuku. He didn’t even fight anyone 
there...so why ruin his wedding?” 


“T do blame you, Shimura. I blame you with all my heart...but you killed AFO. I can’t deny you did 
that, nobody can. The underworld all knows it....And I will blame All Might. And to hurt him...I 
WILL hurt Izuku. I will hurt you if you make me...I’m conflicted. I hate you, but...all this? The 
masks, the people I gathered, even the mercs... you used these ideas, made them work. You got 
your revenge, Tenko Shimura...and I admire that .” 


“My revenge was empty , you idiot!” Tenko replied, losing his temper, “I was a broken man. All I 
had was anger...until I found compassion. Friendship. Support. I set out to kill All for One for 


vengeance, but the final blow? I couldn’t have gotten there on that alone, not. I killed him for 
others; for Izuku and Katsuki and All Might and Nejire and everyone else back in Japan...I killed 
him so we could all be free...Not just the souls of my family. Revenge was never enough, don’t 
you get that?” 


“You....you fucking bastard! You got to have your cake and eat it too, Shigaraki, and you dare 
lecture me on how “revenge is bad”? I watched my family die in front of my eyes! You want me to 
just forget that ? FORGIVE THAT? Let it go? No...no, Shigaraki...you showed me how this is 
done. You showed villains everywhere what needed to be done ...And yet you tell me to give up?” 


“Yes!” Tenko said, pleading. “It’s not too late. You haven’t killed anyone yet. There is still a way 
out.” Don’t play that card, kid. Not against me...don’t say you’re like me. Don’t say you wanted to 
be like I was...don’t. “Deku will see that you’ re treated well, that they give you a secon-” 


“Deku, Deku, DEKU...ENOUGH!” Iconoclast yelled, “He is the one that made this happen. 
Bringing heroes and villains together, acting like he loves all of you...he’s nothing more than a 
LIAR! His forgiveness means NOTHING! His life is WORTHLESS! I hate him, I hate his little 
game...I will end it. I will destroy this Symbol of Tomorrow, take everything from him. All Might, 
Himiko Toga, the children, Katsuki Bakugou, everyone else!” 


“T don’t blame you, Hakurin. I get your reasons. I get why it feels like you have to do this... You 
don’t . You can still stop.” 


The Iconoclast snorted, falling to laughter. “You have changed. For all that I hated Tomura 
Shigaraki, the villain leader...the man you’re now is pathetic . Weak...I’m sure you won’t even 
kill me now.” 


“He won’t. He doesn’t need to . We’|l arrest you, it’Il be very simple. He is giving you the easy 
way out, don’t you get that?” Nejire said, the angriest Tenko had ever seen her. “He is NOT weak 
by giving you a chance, even if you are being terrible about it!” 


“SHUT UP!” 


“Nope! Tenko went to hell and back with his mission against All for One, it hurt him terribly! He 
knows what he’s telling you!” Nejire said, pouting angrily, “You will really throw it at our faces 
like that, just cause Tenko is on the side of heroes now? Because he isn’t some super scary 
villain?” 


“He’s very far from a villain...you’ ve fallen very, very far, Shigaraki. You let that manic pixie 
dream girl “fix” you?" 


"Tam not maniac!" she yelled back, pouting. 


"I said manic, you zero braincell bimbo! That pathetic, lonely man's fantasy of a lively, quirky girl 
caring for them for no reason at all, even when they are a wretch!" That hits unfairly hard... 


"But she did have a reason. The stupid girl played you...YOU! You let her dumb, empty eyes put 
you in a trance? She's a goddamn witch!" 


“DON’T YOU DARE INSULT NEJIRE!” 


“She made you a dog . You ate up all their propaganda cause you got to kiss the lips that spoke 
it...At least as a villain you were free ...” 


“As a villain I was always a tool, you fucking idiot! I had to KILL for my freedom! ENOUGH!” 


He ran, blinded with anger, faster and faster. He saw a blur of golden energy on the other side as 
Nejire charged forward, then felt a stab of pain on his shoulder... The Iconoclast’s last shot had 
been merely a glancing blow, drawing blood but nothing else. You panicked, kid...and you’ll pay 
for it. 


“You are nothing , I will make you BURN!” Hakurin yelled, his arms extended to his sides, 
laughing, looking directly at Tenko from behind the green-tinted lenses of his gas mask with 
nothing but contempt and hatred. An instant later his Quirk was active, phosphorus starting to coat 
his arms in white mist... 


Only to be hit from the side with a massive energy blast, with Nejire having flown to his gas 
mask’s blindspot and then attacked. 


The phosphorus particles scattered all over the hall and the Iconoclast fell to his knees, just in time 
for Tenko to reach him. 


And his hand made first contact. 


His five fingers closed around the gasmask’s filter, at the bottom of the “snout”, and it started 
melting into dust, first the metal, then the filter itself, then the leather, ageing before his eyes and 
turning cracked and brittle. The straps to the side of the face went next, losing all flexibility in an 
instant and becoming leather and metal chunks that soon floated in the air as particles... 


Until only the green lenses remained, cracks appearing suddenly, snaking all over the glass...then 
bursting into billions of tiny pieces, then just dust. 


Tenko lifted his pinky finger then, as his fingertips reached the Iconoclast’s face. At the same time, 
Nejire circled around the back and sent a pair of energy shockwaves, sweeping the villain’s feet off 
the ground. 


He feel down, Tenko’s hand still firmly holding his face, a finger lifted, an inch away from 
death...and his eyes were full of terror . Tenko hesitated, lifting his pinky finger further away. He 
made me angry. He mocked my girlfriend. He is set on his quest to kill my friends...so why do I 
feel so hesitant? I vowed not to kill... but...wouldn’t taking his life make my people safer? 


“COME ON! KILL ME! Stop my revenge, if you have the balls to do it...DO IT!” 


“No. This is over, Hakurin. You’re done. I don’t need to kill you. You’re under arrest...and, you do 
know I have some measure of control over my Quirk, don’t you? I could melt just a little bit of 
your face...you’d still live, you know? But you better not do anything stupid. Let’s walk over to 
your hostage taker buddies...we’ll make it a Hawaiian standoff!” 


“Tenko, I don’t think that’s a thing... Wait...what’s that?” 


Tenko was too focused on the villain and only heard the metallic cling as a metal cylinder fell just 
beside the Iconoclast, who immediately shut his eyes tight... “Fucking FLASHBANG! CLOSE 
YOUR-” 


EEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE 


He had not been quick enough. His eyes burned, his ears rang...and his fingertips did not feel the 
Iconoclast anymore. The villain had reacted quicker, and he clearly had help...but what would he 
do? 


For a dreadful instant, Tenko expected the Iconoclast to use the flashbang grenade’s detonation and 


a burst of white phosphorus to cook them all alive...but instead he felt stinging . His shoulders and 
knees, forearms and wrists, even the side of his neck...as his sight returned, he saw a vague, 
shifting, impossibly thin figure stab at him, too quick to counter in his dazed state. 


And falling. His knees shook, his ankles buckled under him, and in front of him he could see a man 
in black, nondescript gear, a sword on his back, a belt full of different grenades across his waist... 


Tenko fell down, blinking his mouth half open, moaning low and trying to hear his voice, or 
Nejire’s...hear anything ...To the side he saw the Iconoclast running, staggering every couple of 
steps, slamming the door shut behind himself. 


The first thing he heard was Nejire yelping in pain. He turned and saw the figure, now clearer, 
appearing as some kind of ninja, having stabbed her shoulder with his arm, having turned it thin to 
the point it was sharper than a blade. Nejire fought back, blasting at the figure with her other arm, 
sending the ninja flying...but by the time Tenko’s head swivelled to watch the ninja land, he was 
gone. 


“Tenko! You’re bleeding! Who was that?” Bleeding herself, Nejire rushed beside him, holding him 
in her arms. “What do we do now?” 


“T...PIl try to stand. I think...you scared away that ninja. We’ll keep chasing the Iconoclast and... 
he isn’t escaping this time.” 


It would have been easy to rip them apart, to simply open fire with his main weapon and tear them 
to shreds. It would have been trivial to butcher Hitoshi Shinsou and Mina Ashido; Silverback’s 
machinegun was fully loaded with ammo that would not have been stopped by the meagre cover 
provided by the spa’s ruins. 


The place would have needed brick and stone and steel to withstand his weapon, and the boxes and 
massage beds and minibars littering the floor...they would have only become shrapnel , further 
destroying the enemy. 


But now that he was here, he had changed his mind. He had looked into their eyes, purple and 
gold, and there was fear in them...but also courage. Determination. Resignation. They had not 
expected vengeance earlier, no, but now...they had quickly accepted their reality. They were 
switched on, ready to act quickly. Ready to fight, and fight as dirty as they had when taking out 
Ndege Mweusi. 


He had studied them closely, ever after finding out their names during his escape. After reaching 
Japan, he had expected the pair to be impressive, to be stronger than any commando, smarter than 
any scientist. After all, how also could they have won? 


To his dismay, he had learned how they had done it. How their tricks had overcome honour, how 
their subterfuge had won the day. Like bumbling fools they had followed up a minor victory in 
France to a cowardly infiltration of the capital city of Mbele, Bonde Siri, built into the heart of the 
mountain that gave its name to the Mlima Kikosi . 


There they had first assaulted a series of guards and administrators, including a Minister, while a 
third person, a hacker that Silverback had not been able to trace in Japan, had moved to disable a 
new weapon that Mbele had started developing, crudely called a “Computer Bomb” by the 


commanders of the Mountain Brigade. 


Essentially a supercomputer endlessly coding automated worm clusters, Trojan viruses and other 
kinds of technobabble that Silverback would never have hoped to fathom, the Computer Bomb 
would have been essential to cripple the networks of enemy nations, like the US, Russia and China, 
all but bricking every computer, phone and tablet, cutting down their communications capabilities 
for long enough to let Mbele troops move unopposed and smuggle nukes into their capitals. 


Decapitated, sent to the Stone Age by the Computer Bomb and nuclear fallout, the enemy would 
have been hard pressed to resist the cleansing to follow; complete extermination of the Quirked, 
reeducation of the Quirkless. As a mere soldier, Silverback didn’t know all the details, but his 
commander had once whispered about a specific program, developed with the help of Russian 
criminals, apparently from some kind of school called the Tselinoyarsk Institute. 


Project Janissary it was called, and, if Silverback guessed right, it was a fitting name knowing the 
methods the Ottoman Empire of old had used to make Janissaries; tearing heathen children from 
their parents, raising them as soldiers, loyal and faithful to the empire and its religion. 


“The methods the Russian is selling us have already been tried, tested and perfected in Russia. But 
instead of assassins, we’ ll have super soldiers. Millions of them. The Kingdom will be endless .” 
had said the commander, but months later, as the war raged on, there had been no other mention of 
it. The project had died, it seemed, collapsing with whoever those Russians had been. 


With the bomb neutralized, Shinsou and Ashido had strolled to the throne room and, to their credit, 
they had battled two bodyguards and won. 


The Royal Bodyguards were the Mountain Brigade’s fiercest, most bitter rivals. Both units 
squabbled over recruits, fought over budgets for more augmentations, better weapons, fancier 
armours. They were the King’s shield, while the Mountain Brigade were his spear...and the 
Bodyguards had failed him that day. 


Maybe it was poetic justice, then, that the machete Silverback would use to chop the heroes to 
pieces had once belonged to a Bodyguard, confiscated when the army had surrendered, sold by 
some greedy clerk and then ended up being sold at a port market in Mogadishu. Like every Royal 
Bodyguard weapon, it was coated in a poison that weakened all that managed to evade a killing 
blow. 


It was a fine blade, but to know that a rival warrior would use it to do its owner’s job was absolute 
perfection. 


Silverback scanned the spa’s ruin again, this time using thermal filters and the armour’s computer 
to tag the Invisible Girl’s position. Next to her, another hero also moved carefully, trying not to get 
attention to himself. Tailman. That tail is said to be as strong as a supersoldier’s leg, and twice as 
fast. But those two aren’t important. 


The sweep continued to the floor of the spa, where two Americans, Melissa Shield and her father 
David sat, the girl injured with treatable burns and concussive damage, possibly internal bleeding. 
Her eyes were glassy and unfocused, as were her father’s, who looked to be faring better but was 
still shell-shocked and would be useless in a fight. J am sorry that they roped a human in their 
schemes, Melissa Shield...in a perfect world you would have used that mind for the King’s glory. 


Kneeling in front of those two was the arrogant brat Mei Hatsume, the one that Ghost had been 
hired to kill. With markedly stronger arms, shoulders and back than what seemed to be the custom 
for Japanese women, she carried a strange gauntlet and vambrace on her left forearm that 


Silverback immediately tagged on his HUD as a threat. He noted her heavy boots were at odds 
with the fancy, regal dress she wore, and that her eyes were narrowed menacingly. She’s a clever 
little demon. Her brain won’t be of much use once I sever it from her body. 


“Mei! Ojiro, Hagakure! Get the Shields out of here!” yelled Hitoshi Shinsou. Mindbreaker . Like 
the other men at the wedding, he sported a tuxedo, but unlike the others, he wore a “scarf” of metal 
cloth that no amount of research managed to fully explain, and the lower half of his face was 
covered by an angular mask that seemed to shift constantly around his neck and jaw, the moving 
parts being small, though not quite nanotech, and giving his deep voice even more volume and 
authority. 


“This bad guy is ours!” added Mina Ashido, grinning, as both heroes squared off in front of 
Silverback. The Black Eye Shaman had a short bridesmaid dress and half-melted gold accessories 
on her neck and ears; her shoes and bracelets had been completely melted off in the fighting so far. 
She started moving in place, her feet softly tapping the ground rhythmically, like a dance, swinging 
her arms with each move. “So, big bully, who starts this dance?” 


They moved then, faster than he had expected, much, much faster. Shaman took a step forward, 
then slid down to the ground, her legs coated in slippery acid, aiming a kick at Silverback’s front 
leg. Meanwhile, Mindbreaker’s capture weapon darted upwards, like a snake attacking its prey, 
ensnaring itself on a beam on the roof, and he jump forward, swinging with the capture weapon, 
aiming a kick of his own to Silverback’s helmet. 


They were fast, of course. But they weren’t supersoldiers. They were merely demons. 


A quick step back let him escape Shaman’s kick, and Mindbreaker’s kick overshot its target at the 
same time. He recovered quickly, freeing the capture weapon from the beam and pulling the 
strands down, quickly bringing them back to himself. 


Silverback didn’t wait to give Mindbreaker another chance and was already moving, his machete 
descending in a viscous arc, ready to cut Black Eye Shaman in two. She had miscalculated, walked 
right into the weapon’s range, and would pay the price. A leg now, long agony as the blade’s toxins 
go through your veins...you have already felt this bite, haven’t you, Mina Ashido? 


But suddenly an iron grip formed around his armour’s neck guard. His slash, meant to carve the 
demon’s pink flesh, missed for less than an inch as a force pulled the supersoldier backwards. He 
fought back against the pull and tried again, but Shaman had sprung backwards, leaping and 
landing on a handstand, again evading the cut as the iron grip yanked at Silverback’s neck once 
more. 


Then she leapt, springing up with her hands, swiping at Silverback’s gauntlet with a swift kick. He 
saw her foot getting coated in acid just as it was about to hit, but he moved fast enough and her 
kick did not connect, only a drop of acid hitting the armoured glove. 


As expected, the armour held...but he saw the acid stain the metal’s blackened finish. He wasn’t 
invulnerable, and for an instant he hesitated. 


For an instant, he was back in the village. He was one of six, the tallest and strongest, the fastest, 
the smartest. He remembered fear , when the tall man had come, dressed in what he would later 
recognize as a power armour undersuit of the Mlima Kikosi. He remembered hesitation, then, as he 
was given away to train. He remembered his oath to Ndege Mweusi’s father, when he was only 
eight years old, and already stronger than anyone at the village had ever been... 


The oath had washed away the hesitation. Training had killed his fear. The augmentations had 


dealt with the rest. 
Vengeance . 


His power armour whirred, gears and hydraulics engaging at overdrive. In an instant he took 
control of the battlefield again; Shaman had leapt backwards, Tailman carried the injured Shields, 
helped by an invisible hand, invisible until thermal imaging revealed Tooru Hagakure. In his 
rearview camera, projected by command onto his HUD, he saw that the one pulling on him had 
been Mindbreaker, cleverly using his capture weapon and a pair of spa beds as leverage to pull with 
more than his strength alone. 


And with the Shields, he saw Mei Hatsume, staring directly at him, her eyes changing , the 
crosshairs on her pupils moving, shifting... “Shinsou! The power armour’s energy source is in the 
middle of the chest!” 


How? It couldn’t be...there were no wires for the power supply exposed, and it was covered by 
almost three inches of metal. She observed my equipment and made the deduction. It is not based 
on any captured armour, is it? 


The pull on Silverback’s neck immediately subsided, the capture weapon snaking away quickly, 
and in front of him Black Eye Shaman was back on her feet, bouncing from foot to foot with fluid 
Capoeira footwork, flexing her fingers open and closed... 


Silverback counted to three from the moment the capture weapon’s pressure lowered. One...two... 
three. As the last inch of metal cloth was pulled back, the supersoldier reached out and grabbed 
onto it, then pulled it himself, catching Mindbreaker by surprise. 


The hero was catapulted forward by Silverback’s superhuman pull, his flight interrupted by the 
supersoldier’s knee crashing against his stomach. As Mindbreaker fell to the floor, struggling to 
rise, Silverback wrapped his armoured hand over and over with the capture weapon, until less than 
a metre separated Silverback’s grasp from Mindbreaker’s neck. 


At that moment, Mindbreaker looked up and, if his facemask had not hidden his mouth, Silverback 
was sure the young man would have been grinning . “That was a pretty nasty kick, reminds me of 
sparring with Izuku...Come on. Finish this .” 


His voice was deep, smooth, but every word seemed to shift tone and pitch as the mask 
reconfigured around him. Once again, Silverback noted the air of authority in the voice, otherwise 
aloof or lazy in most recordings he had found. “We don’t have all day.” 


Silverback might have gloated against any other opponent. Spoken all about how easy it had been 
to win, how the scarce minute of fighting was utterly worthless. How he’d start with a hand, then a 
foot, perhaps disembowel the hero as if he was a witch doctor capture in Mbele’s conquests... 


But not against Hitoshi Shinsou, who beguiled others with his questions. 


So he raised the machete with his right arm, feeling the blade alive in his hand, filled with fury, and 
pulled the young man closer with his left arm, knowing the diagonal blow would likely chop 
Mindbreaker in two, from shoulder to hip... 


“ DO IT.” Shinsou yelled, but at that moment, his voice was not his own. His voice was the 
Iconoclast’s, the young man that had become such a useful tool in Silverback’s revenge. 


It didn’t matter, however, as the machete was falling already, parting the air with a dread whistle... 
and hit the capture weapon, now held taut between them, as Shinsou dove to the side desperately, 


pushing against the metal cloth with all his weight, making his neck strain visibly. 


Until the machete cut through the cloth, and the tightened strand shot back, hitting Mindbreaker’s 
shoulder with a solid, nasty smack . “Fuck!” yelled the young man, already dropping to an evasive 
roll, away from Silverback, away from... 


Away from Black Eye Shaman, and the twin bursts of acid that exploded from her hands and 
forearms, exploding all around Silverback, making the air dirty, foggy and clammy. His helmet 
immediately notified the air was now contaminated, but a chemical analysis revealed the acid 
thrown wouldn’t be powerful enough to harm anyone. 


It wouldn’t be enough to poison Silverback...but he soon discovered that the acid she had thrown 
had been secreted with a range of temperatures, varying from below and above a person’s body 
temperature; his thermals wouldn’t pick them up easily through the fog. 


Two more bursts of acid followed, then two more, until the entire spa was coated with a hanging 
mist. The fog muffled quiet sounds and even his augmented vision wasn’t enough to spot the 
heroes if they hid behind something solid. 


Tricky. Lacking honour. You would not have been fast or strong enough to stand in a longer duel, 
so you resort to cheap tricks...Two can play this game. Silverback sheathed the machete, shrugging 
internally; he didn’t owe the weapon of his rivals any blood, after all. And once more, he brought 
his machine gun up to his shoulder. 


He picked a direction, based on where he had last seen the heroes, and fired a burst. He heard his 
bullets shredding wood and plaster, even breaking glass, but no screams, no yells of agony. Toa 
different direction, the tracer rounds placed every five rounds in his ammo box lighting the way 
until the acid fog swallowed them. 


He fired and fired...until he heard a voice in the air, seemingly whispering right in his ear. 


“Ubuyile...faithful soldier. Your King’s avenger...that is why you fight, is it not?” He did not 
know the voice for a long moment. It was a female voice, with a higher pitch, tinted with a certain 
madness... Toga. Or perhaps Mindbreaker, tricking us... 


Silverback punched in the place he had heard the voice, his fist only meeting air and fog. “I have 
you figured out.” The voice was now hopeful, bright, with a kindness to it; Izuku Midoriya’s. 
Silverback quickly checked his gear, tapping the bags full of anti-Quirk munitions on his belt; if it 
came to a fistfight between him and the superhero, the first punches would explode the substance 
right on his jaw. 


Even a Quirk that powerful would be dulled by the equivalent of twenty of the paintballs...per 
hand. The munitions work together; the more on a foe’s skin, the quicker they are cut off from their 
demonic traits. Forty munitions at a time...it might even be instantaneous... “You are a clown . A 
diehard that didn’t get the news...The war is over, chump.” 


The voice was still Deku’s, but the despective tone... Mindbreaker. Whose voice will you use 
next? 


“Tt’s all about your King .” he spoke again, this time switching between Eraserhead and All Might 
mid sentence, “For a second I thought it might be personal. Maybe you were Blackbird's bastard 
lovechild...but now I know that ain't it.” 


The voice shifted, word by word. Most voices were unknown now. Lovechild? You insult my 


honour, my King’s... 


“Nah.” It was Shinsou’s voice again, finally. Laced with venom, full of contempt, “You're just 
some grunt . Not even a general or anything. You didn't even try and exchange hostages for the 
king!” 


They would never accept . Shinsou continued, his voice amused now. /[f I can use my helmet’s 
audio receptors to triangulate his position, like a radar of old, I can finish off this devil ... "Your 
vengeance, for all its danger, is so very misplaced...” 


Misplaced? Silverback had to bite his tongue. It was the duty of any and all of the king’s servants 
to avenge his capture, to preserve his memory; as the warlord, not the man who had surrendered 
and delivered their nation to the Americans and the rest of the world. To kill you is to wash away 
the King’s own sin... 


“Your king is nothing to me. Mina and I, you know why we kidnapped him?” To add insult to 
injury, the bastard then laughed . 


Anger flared in Silverback, clouding his mind. He lost focus, almost charging the voice instead of 
waiting for his helmet to locate the source. For a moment, he almost fell...but discipline prevailed. 
You are unclean infidels, animals. You needed no reason to take the King. 


“Let me be absolutely honest with ya...Because it was our job .” Shinsou said. His voice was 
closer, just a leap or two away, and Silverback found himself taking the machete again, 
brandishing it ready to murder. “As important as garbage cleanup day...maybe less. Maybe as 
important as clocking in for a day that we will do absolutely no work ...Yeah. Your “divine king”? 
Your Quirkless “God”, that shitty saviour to lead your idiotic genocide? I couldn't give a shit about 
him! For us it was just a terrible saturday!” 


“He was a bully. The biggest, probably.” Ashido added. She was close, and getting closer. Her acid 
would be dangerous, she had already proven her skill with it, but with some speed, Silverback 
would kill her before she damaged any vital systems. “And that beaked helmet he had? With the 
feathers and all that? Tacky! I know I'm one to talk but...” 


Insulting the king's headdress was a grave mistake. She would pay. 


“King?” Shinsou asked. 75% sound wave triangulation...hold on. Loading...76% sound wave 
triangulation...hold on. “Guess it makes sense, for a bastard born with a silver spoon to give us the 
fight he did... He was pathetic.” 


50%...Where is Black Eye Shaman? I can kill him...or use him. Bring her to me. And then.. “Sure, 
he broke a couple of my bones but...half of class A did the same one time or another. I expected so 
much more...he didn't even resist my Quirk much, you know? When [ use it, I feel this push . 
Resistance.” 


Silverback had known about Mindbreaker’s Quirk since the day he had landed in Japan. Hero 
guides online were vague, interviews with the press a little more detailed, but it had been combat 
footage that had explained everything. All one had to do to fall to his power was answer . 


“People trying to shake off the hold on their body, to wake up...Common thugs put up more of a 
fight. Your king gave up . He gave up on all of you...you probably think / called the surrender, 
even more with this voice changer on my face? I didn't have it in Mbele.” 


It was true; the security cameras at the palace had captured Shinsou with a simple balaclava to hide 


his face at first, then nothing as the fighting progressed. He couldn’t have faked the King’s speech 
unless the cameras during the surrender had been tricked...but even then, he could not have 
imitated the monarch’s every mannerism. 


“T can't make people speak whole speaches, fuck no...your king gave up. On the war, on his 
country, on his army, on his dream of conquest...on you . He couldn't care less for you "avenging" 
him...shit, he probably saw that lethal injection as a relief.” 


No. No...NO. I...1 heard nothing of the King dying. Nothing at all...The trial...the trial was still 
ongoing when we left Japan, there was no verdict. 


“Yeah, you didn't hear? The king is dead, long live...well, whoever picks his throne from that 
scrapyard in Cape Town or wherever...Long may he reign!” Silverback rushed forward, his blade 
slicing the air already, his armour faster and stronger by the second, running to the voice’s 
direction. A quick glance told him that his on-board computer had not finished, but anger fueled 
him. 98% sound wave- 


“Your vengeance is worthless, Ubuyile!” he caught up with the voice an instant later, and slashed 
at it furiously...missing anyone. Then his HUD chimed in with an alert; Sound wave triangulated, 
target locked. A marker appeared in his display, a red target locator, to his side, 3 metres distant, 
not moving. With the added intel, the thermal imaging scanners set to work...and instantly he saw 
the outline of Mindbreaker, kneeling, as if ready to spring into action. 


“We win!” he yelled, then, jumping forward, leading with his capture weapon. It was still long 
enough to dart towards Silverback’s machete, even when it had just been cut down to size, and the 
hero was clearly aiming for a disarm, not knowing that Silverback had found him. All it will take is 
lean into his attack and punch . Destroy him, destroy that voice, end it all...Avenge the king. He... 
he would order it, it is his will. It is the Gods’ will. 


Silverback readied, keeping his muscles tense, not betraying his knowledge of the enemy, letting 
them think they were hidden, and a moment later, the metal cloth tangled all over the machete’s 
grip. DIE NOW! Silverback punched with his left hand, catching Shinsou in the shoulder as he 
pulled the machete away from Silverback. 


The gauntlet pushed forward, the synthetic muscle fibres augmenting Silverback’s already 
inhuman strike, the metal knuckles digging into the young hero's collarbone, upper ribs and 
shoulder bone. The bones snapped, fracturing and splitting, and the gauntlet’s mechanical feedback 
let Silverback know it had been a perfect strike. The hero spun, falling backwards, letting out a 
muffled scream until he clenched his teeth...but he still managed to pull through and wrench 
Silverback’s weapon from his hand. 


The machete fell to the ground, disappearing from Silverback’s view. Weapon system: Msumeno 
Panga, disarmed. 


But that hardly mattered. He was eager to beat his enemy to death with his bare hands, if need be, 
and he would save his other weapons for Mina Ashido. One step, then two, closer to Shinsou. The 
fog hid his face, but Silverback knew there would be terror in his eyes. 


Silverback reached down, pinning Shinsou by the throat with his left hand, bringing his right fist 
up. The first punch would be aimed at his abdomen, and rupture his digestive system. Internal 
bleeding would have him begging for death before long...Suddenly, before his hand could 
descend, his HUD flashed in alarm. Weapon System: Hewa grenade launcher, destroyed! Weapon 
System: Mkuki medium machinegun, destroyed! Weapon system- Armour plate; back, 95% 
integrity! 


He felt the damage then, when a kick, heavy enough to rattle his armour’s shock padding , landed 
against his upper back. She destroyed my weapons, she did that much damage so quickly...I'll end 
her first. 


He turned, lunging with a quick series of jabs and straight punches, followed by a jumping knee 
strike that almost caught Shaman, making her leap sideways to avoid the blow....but she couldn’t 
avoid the follow up, a backhand strike that caught the side of her arm. 


It wasn’t a direct hit, not strong enough to put her in the ground...but she darted away an instant 
later, sending sprays of acid right at Silverback’s helmet. On instinct he protected his faceplate 
with his hands, only to find his gauntlets sizzling and burning. Acid warning! Danger! Gauntlet 
damage! 


He stepped back, standing over Shinsou again. He had almost risen to his feet, wrapping the ends 
of his capture weapon with his uninjured left arm...so Silverback pushed him down again. Ashido 
will attack if I hit him...and this time I will catch her. And break them both. 


“What is it, big guy? What are you waiting for?” Shinsou said, speaking through gritted teeth. A 
weaker man would be screaming in agony, and yet you speak? “Can’t hide your burnt up guns, that 
smell is terrible ! And your wee boxcutter...I wonder where it ended up...Oh, quick question?” 


Once again Silverback pinned Shinsou down, looming over him, but this time he pushed down on 
the injured shoulder, pushing hard, making the bones split apart even further. He could almost feel 
the muscles and other tissues being cut by the bones...but Shinsou held his gaze as Silverback 
closed the distance further and finally saw his expression. 


There was no fear, only defiance, “How does it feel to lose ? To see your greatest effort fail? For all 
your backwards, bigoted ideals, for all that you think you’re superior, some steroid-bound 
“ubermensch’’... how does it feel to be such a gigantic disappointment? You have lost already, 
Silverback, you know that?” In the last second, his mask had shifted and his voice had 

transformed, becoming a very close approximation of the King’s voice. Ndege Mweusi’s voice, 
coming from a heathen’s mouth... 


Silverback brought his fists down. Both of them, one after the other. He punched at the mask, that 
demonic, cursed mask...it shattered in three punches, and exploded into shrapnel in the fourth, as 
his fist shattered Shinsou’s jaw. 


The young man’s eyes had widened with fear and dread with every punch...but now they turned 
glassy, unfocused, as the punch that broke open his lower face brought too much pain to his 
nervous system, and all shut down. 


“I HAVE NOT FAILED! VENGEANCE IS NIGH, SHETANI !” He raised his fists, aiming for the 
upper part of his skull this time, to coat his gauntlets in even more blood and broken bones... 


Alert! Acid damage! “GET AWAY FROM HITO!” 


The blows fell on him like claws, Black Eye Shaman’s acid-covered hands carving into his armour 
like a panther pouncing on its prey. One strike, then three, then seven... His HUD was 
overwhelmed by alerts, his armour’s integrity falling. 


Shaman clawed at his chest, clawing deep gauges into the metal with furious hands, her golden 
eyes fixed on Silverback. The demon witch grew in wrath, stripping apart the outer layer of 
armour, then the lower layer, even the padding...she was almost able to reach the reactor... 


A .50 calibre shot rang, narrowly missing the pink demon, and the two follow up shots made her 
retreat further away. I still have my sidearm... Silverback’s hand was steady, but a look at his HUD 
revealed just how close it had been to getting his armour shut down. 


He fired again into the fog, only hitting a flimsy spa wall with a dry crack . Mina Ashido had 
melted into the fog, and a cold certainty washed over Silverback; if he wasted his bullets shooting 
blindly, or he let her ambush again, there was a chance she could actually kill him . 


He didn’t fear it. In fact, a part of him would take up that challenge willingly. But the mission 
came first. Vengeance came first. He shifted his aim to Hitoshi Shinsou, his finger softly touching 
the trigger... 


“Silverback!” Even with all the damage inflicted by the acid assault, his communication equipment 
still worked, and, to his surprise...the Iconoclast was still alive. With Tomura Shigaraki giving 
chase...I had to take account of the possibility. “The hostages... Deku and Toga got to them!” 


That had always been a distinct possibility. Both were dangerous, devious enemies, only second in 
priority to the King’s kidnappers, and Silverback had been completely ready to sacrifice the men 
guarding the hostages should those two arrive sooner. But the younger villain did not sound totally 
hopeless...so something might have changed. 


“But we got them . All Might, and one of the children!” All Might doesn’t matter by himself. But he 
will get Deku to us. He helped Toga kill my brothers...I owe him death. 


“My men got to them?” He had ordered some of the wounded from Hyena squad to go and capture 
the former hero and the other civilians after discovering their location in the security room, 
expecting them to call in a few minutes with the same news the Iconoclast now gave him. /f they 
lost their radios somehow, Ill give them a beating they will never forget. It will make Shinsou’s 
look gentle in comparison... 


“No idea about your guys, but Runt...he came through! It’s...it’s a standoff now. Get over here!” 


So it has come to this contingency...fine. “I have a hostage of my own...he’ll make Deku hesitate 
even further.” The plan was shifting...and there might still be a way to slaughter all the people 
Silverback was honour bound to kill. They will come to me this time... Silverback picked up the 
unconscious Shinsou from the floor, his bleeding jaw bleeding onto Silverback’s shoulder armour. 
Hostage in one arm and his pistol in the other, Silverback started to move. “ETA twenty seconds... 
better start moving to a truck. Heavy lift.” 


Chapter End Notes 


Thanks for reading, see you next time! 


Rush 


Five fingertips were now printed on Hakurin’s face. It had only taken an instant, less than a 
second, only the time it took Shigaraki to remove his pinky finger. They weren’t deep scars, as faint 
as a month old papercut, but they were there. 


And as the rest of the mask turned to dust around his face, Hakurin could only see Shigaraki. 


Tenko Shimura, he called himself. A “changed man”. The underworld was rife with rumours, with 
anecdotes, with stories; some had feared him, some had looked down on him. In the same 
conversation one could hear Shigaraki referred to as an ineffective manchild, unable to kill the UA 
students he had attacked in several occasions, as much as they could call him the mastermind who 
freed a man from Tartarus for the first and only time, who might have been a lord of crime on his 
own right had he been outside All for One’s shadow. 


The people who respected Shigaraki had even called him a “Symbol”, back when Hakurin and his 
friends had started getting involved in crime. A symbol of fear . 


But that was only half the legend. The other half was his role in taking down All for One. 


The very same day the Hero Public Safety Commission revealed All for One was dead, rumours 
had started. Unconfirmed facts had spread like wildfire; AFO’s Quirks had finally exploded, 
killing him, or perhaps All Might had faked his fall to lull the villain to a false security and 
slaughtered him when the time was right...or it had been Shigaraki. 


Word of mouth had decided at one point that he had dealt the final blow. “There was no corpse 
shown” some argued as a foolproof explanation, “He left Shigaraki behind to get arrested, it was 
revenge” became a popular statement...and then one day, newspapers reported that Tomura 
Shigaraki had legally changed his name to Tenko Shimura, claiming to be the grandson of an old 
hero, Nana Shimura...and the rumours of vengeance had been unstoppable. 


The underworld hadn’t been quite so certain of who else had helped. The boss of the last gang 
Hakurin and his friends had joined had claimed with utmost certainty that it had been a team of 
villain assassins and the heroes had assumed responsibility over the kill falsely, while the arms 
dealer that had sold them their weapons had been sure that the twin #1 heroes in China had been 
involved. 


Hakurin himself, though, had made up his mind for a long, long time...and the Benefactor’s 
information, the one giving him all the details needed for the planned attack, had confirmed it. 
Shigaraki’s companions had been Izuku Midoriya and Katsuki Bakugou. 


It had changed nothing about the plan. It couldn’t possibly wash Bakugou’s guilt in Hakurin’s 
mind...and Izuku was too caught up in everything, with All Might and the League and everyone 
else, so he had to die . 


But it had made Hakurin reflect on Shigaraki. In the end, he had killed All for One, and that was a 
point in his favour. And all information from Hades Prison called him a model prisoner, hellbent 
on becoming a better person, even a law-abiding citizen one day, with the help of Nejire Hadou, 
Izuku Midoriya, and the former heroine Tomoko Shiretoko, who acted as his psychologist every 
few weeks. 


It was difficult to reconcile all versions of the person. The villain that Hakurin had come to 


begrudgingly admire for his ability to get results with meagre resources, the avenger who had 
murdered the person Hakurin had most wanted dead, the lost, confused outcast sucking up to the 
system in a pathetic attempt at fleeing prison...or the man who had directly caused Hakurin’s grief 
by kidnapping Katsuki Bakugou. 


For all the obvious empathy in everything that he spoke, for the immaculate self-control over his 
Quirk preventing Hakurin from dying to the deadly touch, for the clear trust he had on the heroes 
and his League friends...for all that masquerade, his eyes told the truth. 


The red eyes were insane. Unhinged. Pupils narrowed like a predator closing in for the kill, staring 
right into Hakurin’s soul...and Shigaraki saw fear . With the mask gone, four fingers of his hand 
still clenched Hakurin’s face like a claw. Your life is mine , say his eyes. His grin, extending 
further and further...He is a monster. Still a monster ... 


Then a reflection from above, on one of the skylights, the sun hitting a metallic object. The object 
falling, falling...Clicking against the floor tiles. Hakurin had seen it for a second or two longer 
than Shigaraki, and it wasn’t long enough to process what the hell had been thrown, or who had 
thrown it. 


All he could do was close his eyes. I failed alright. Grease already got arrested and Runt...sorry, 
guys. The seeds of revenge started with me, it was always my idea . And Silverback...oh, who am I 
kidding? He’ll keep on going with his mission even if all his people die in front of his eyes. Even if 
we failed, if they’ll all live, he’Il hurt those others. Or die trying... 


Who...who would use a grenade? One of Silverback’s men? Or...Bakugou. You....YOU!!! I will 
flay the flesh off your bones with burning phosphorus, my spirit will never- 


The grenade exploded. Hakurin’s anger was not washed away by it...but his hearing was gone, 
replaced by a high pitched whirr. And even through shut eyes he saw the flash, filling his vision 
with tiny dancing black blobs on a burnt white background...and the image of Shigaraki’s eyes 
staring down on him. 


The grenade had not killed Hakurin. His anger remained. Vengeance burned hotter than ever. Izuku 
and Katsuki and All Might would all burn ...and then Shigaraki would see what his “mercy” and 
self-control had brought. J will kill you last. Not because I admire the Symbol of Fear...that man’s 
long gone. Not because I fear Tenko Shimura’s wrath. Because you’ve earned it . And I'll kill your 
hero girl then, too. You deserve that...but not now. 


Hakurin jerked backwards, freeing himself from Shigaraki’s grip, almost stumbling to the ground. 
He felt the soft rustling of wind next to him, as if a person had rushed by, quick as a flash, and he 
opened his eyes, catching the blurry, off-focus image of the man who had thrown the grenade. 


It wasn’t Bakugou at all. It was the Benefactor’s ninja, the hero Edgeshot in disguise, and he 
moved in to attack Shigaraki and Nejire even faster than Hakurin thought possible. 


Hakurin ran. He escaped, as fast as he could, trying to keep his balance, stumbling every couple of 
steps. He had imagined that the benefactor might watch the attack, with means unknown...but he 
had never imagined they’d have a man there to intervene. What...what if they decide to cut any 
connections? Decide this has gone for long enough? Edgeshot is a hero, if the benefactors decide 
my attack wasn’t good enough and make him help the others...They could kill us. Silence us . 


He kept on running. He still had his revolver, but the close brush with death at Shigaraki’s hands 
made Hakurin shaky and unsteady. All he could do was shove the gun into its holster and reach for 


his radio, bring it close to his ringing ears, hope that he’d hear something... 


“oss...boss...urin...Hakurin! HAKURIN!” Runt’s voice came through, louder on Hakurin’s left 
side. The right still rang with static, and when he reached out and touched it, he felt blood dropping 
past his earlobe and unto his neck. 


“Runt!” Hakurin called, only stopping his run for a moment. He had barely been conscious of 
leaving the hall where he’d battled Shigaraki and Nejire, and he took the short stop to check behind 
himself for pursuers, finding none. “What happened?” 


A few minutes earlier...or an eternity, it seemed, Runt had told Hakurin of the situation outside; 
the battle had moved from the beach to the jungle, golf course and spa, he had spotted heavy 
damage on the tower, where Grease had been posted, and a quick check with her had revealed only 
silence, confirming she was gone; dead or arrested, it was the same now. 


And Runt had seen something interesting of his own, spotting Eraserhead and Ms. Joke making a 
beeline for the seaplane control tower...where gunfire could be heard. Runt was injured, suffering 
at least from a broken arm, head trauma and much more that he had likely kept to himself, but he 
had still been adamant on his plan to go and snatch some prisoners from that tower. 


Hakurin had just finished relaying the information to Datura, the only hench-person who still 
picked up the damn radio, when Shigaraki had attacked. 


“T hit the jackpot, Hakurin...All Might and the little girl.” Runt answered. 


And hope returned to Hakurin, striking him like lightning, setting his heart aflame again. All Might 
was, of course, the person he most wanted dead today. But first he would suffer, and the best way 
for that was to kill the others, especially Izuku. 


And Izuku would never let a villain go if they held both his dear “dad”’...and the little girl. 


Eri Aizawa was her name. The flower girl, a cheerful child who somehow had a file as big as any 
of the heroes in the Benefactor’s info dumps. The granddaughter of the boss of a Yakuza family 
named the Shie Hassaikai, the one Overhaul had used to create his Quirk erasing bullets. 


Those bullets were pretty much a myth by now, with only a couple of the True Bullets showing up 
at the Battle of Tartarus, none of them used in the end. But word of them had spread far, always 
accompanied with whispers of “the child’s blood”, that no one seemed to get. Hakurin guessed he 
was one of the privileged few who knew about it all. 


But most importantly, Izuku considered that little girl his sister in everything but blood. Videos of 
him playing with her and a few other children, other “siblings” he had adopted throughout the 
years, were widespread and, where most people only cooed at the cute images, Hakurin had long 
known the children were a weak spot for the hero Deku. 


“Bring them to the rest. And...we might have to ditch Silverback. Let him take the fall. Be ready, 
bro....Can you take him down?” 


“Yeah.” Runt answered confidently. “I’m just about to land...We need to move fast. We can still 
kill them all, Hakurin. The ones that matter.” 


Izuku would follow to the ends of the Earth if they had his family. The father and sister that 
destiny had gifted him...he would never stop hunting their captors. Good. That’s how we'll get 
him... And Himiko Toga would be with him, joined at the hip, and she’d burn too. 


They would die before All Might...and then the Iconoclast would melt into the shadows. And 
catch Bakugou and Shigaraki at the police station they would inevitably visit once the siege was 
lifted...A much, much more confined interior than the hotel, perfect for choking, for igniting, for 
twisting in agony... 


Runt had closed his radio communication, but the crash, mercifully close by, told Hakurin that it 
would all soon be over. The plan to thin out hero and villain numbers had needed to fall on almost 
all the contingencies, but vengeance was so close now... 


Then his radio clicked again, leaking with the strangely accented English of one of Silverback’s 
men. “Villain! Sir does not answer! The Beast is here! And wife!” Silverback has to be caught up 
with those two he’s hunting if he won’t answer...The Beast has to be Deku. I think I heard them 
call him that once...and the wife? Toga. Okay...OKAY! The plan...the plan will work. It is 
ALMOST HERE... 


“Silverback!” Hakurin yelled, switching frequencies to talk directly with the commando. “The 
hostages...Deku and Toga got to them! But we gotthem . All Might, and one of the children!” 
Hakurin could almost imagine the big man’s dead-eyed stare as a huge grin appeared on his face, 
the sun glinting on his teeth’s titanium reinforcements. Just like how we predicted, Silverback...we 
really got inside their heads, eh? 


“My men got to them?” He probably meant the source of the gunfire Runt had heard before going 
to kidnap All Might and Eri, but there was no way to know for sure without wasting time. 


Hakurin rounded a corner, sprinting now. His hearing was almost normal on his left side, muffled 
and ringing on the right, and the black blotches on his vision faded a few seconds after every blink. 
The lobby...’m almost at the lobby... “No idea about your guys, but Runt...he came through!” 


Hakurin shouldered through a side door, finally emerging at one end of the lobby, between two of 
the massive support pillars of the atrium’s left side, if one was facing the entrance. In front and 
slightly to his right was the reception desk, and to his left was a mass of hostages, some crouching, 
some sprawled on the ground with their hands over their heads, and a few soldiers still standing 
over them...staring down the bride and groom, and beyond them was Runt, All Might and Eri in 
his uninjured arm. “It’s...it’s a standoff now. Get over here!” 


Deku and Toga controlled the soldiers with their movements; Deku’s gaze seemed to dart between 
the armed men, and Toga had reached for a spike from her fancy wedding updo, retrieving the 
weapon from her hair with practised grace. 


They hadn’t spotted Hakurin yet, but he gave it only a couple seconds more. Get Silverback here. 
He’ll be the distraction, and we make a break for the van we came in! Shove the hostages in, have 
Runt shrink to just 9 feet tall and I'll drive, he’ll hold them at gunpoint. Retreat to the abandoned 
hotel, fight Deku and Toga there when they follow. Kill them, kill them ALL! 


“T have a hostage of my own...he’ll make Deku hesitate even further.” Shinsou...it has to be. They 
are Close friends, and the Benefactor says Deku went rogue last year against the US when ordered 
to capture Shinsou and Mina Ashido...Is this your plan, Silverback? You also want the acid bitch 
to chase us? 


“ETA twenty seconds...better start moving to a truck. Heavy lift.” Fuck, fuck...if he had this 
hostage, it’s impossible now that Deku won’t follow. Too much at stake now...Can we even get 
away from him if we piss him off this much? How far can we stretch that stupid no-kill rule he’s 
supposed to have? 


He would have to work fast, and the chance to have Silverback take the fall might slip from their 
fingers forever...but the supersoldier still had the Quirk suppressant ammo. He had to have dozens 
of the paintballs, and even if the commando wasn’t carrying the gun to use them, there was always 
the chance to grab them on his fist and simply crush them against Izuku’s mug. And without his 
Superpower...he’d be much, much more fun . 


Yes, Pll trust Silverback. But...our van...it would be slowed down with his mass. He weighs almost 
as much as Runt... They all had copies of the van’s keys, for the getaway, and half of Hakurin’s 
band knew how to hotwire a car, in case they chose to steal a vehicle, but he was sure he’d fail at it 
with Deku running after him with a Smash at the ready. No...we can just take one heavy...And it 
should be my friend, not the Quirkless... 


“Let. Them. Go.” 


Deku’s words stole Hakurin’s focus, sending a shiver down his spine. There was danger in them, 
danger wholly at odds with the legend of him never killing anyone... 


“T said we'd be back. That we’d make it hurt . You get it now?” 


Hakurin took a deep breath, trying to calm his nerves. It was like staring at the red, insane eyes all 
over again, but it was the only way forward. His revenge hinged completely on Deku, and his 
death...his death might be the most important of them all. 


“Let Eri go. Let my dad go. You still have that chance...I won’t ask again.” Deku said, his voice 
low but still echoing among the atrium. “Take me as your hostage, if you must. But you will let my 
family go. Right now.” 


It didn’t matter if Izuku Midoriya was willing or not to kill, not anymore. The booming echoes of 
armoured footsteps rushed from the other side, heralding Silverback’s arrival, and it was Hakurin’s 
time now. 


If he was to save Runt from further harm, if he was to kill his victims in the ways he had dreamed, 
if he was to truly destroy the symbols of tomorrow and yesterday, it was now his time to act. 


So Hakurin spoke. 


"This ends here, Deku! You were so thoughtful to come here, right where I wanted you...right 
where you WILL DIE!" 


Sweating and huffing as she made her way through the jungle, Rumi Usagiyama’s thoughts once 
again turned to an intrusive, annoying idea; did rabbits live in jungles? And if so, HOW THE FUCK 
do y'all do it? 


After arriving at Hawaii and getting set up in the small hotel Hawks had booked, Rumi had spent 
the better part of a day relaxing, enjoying herself at the beach. She hadn’t taken a vacation in a 
pretty long time, so she was thankful Hawks had given her the mission at a nice spot...but soon 
she’d gotten bored. 


She’d fought boredom, though. She had methodically napped, making sure that no jet lag would 
get in the way for the next day’s fight, and she had eaten several meals, making sure to get each 
and every nutrient her body would need, not only for the fight, but to keep her strength up beyond 
it if, God forbid, Hawks called and insisted that she take more vacation days... 


And she swam. She’d packed a pair of swimsuits besides a bikini, proper swimsuits that could take 
the speed her rabbit legs could kick when underwater. Afterall, losing her bikini would have only 
made more people hit on her. 


Rumi didn’t ignore the fact that she attracted people. She was proud of her figure and strength to 
the point of arrogance, and other people were pulled in by that, or the confidence that she couldn’t 
hide even when taking an alias and a black wig (that thankfully wasn’t too hot to use in the tropical 
climate and was resistant enough against saltwater that it was still in top condition after the rough 
use she’d given it). 


After becoming a top hero, when she finally had the people’s eye, that’s when the attention had 
really started. And she didn’t hate it...in fact, she’d dated a few fellow heroes and even a couple 
braver civilians...though none had lasted very long as her partners. Their expectations were always 
wildly different to her reality; one of her boyfriends had broken up after a week, finally declaring 
that he still couldn’t believe she was short. 


And, with Hawks having sent her to a hotel mostly reserved for couples on romantic escapades, 
there was no shortage of pairs looking to make this rabbit their “unicorn”. Which had made her 
moody and increasingly ruder in her refusals, until she almost kicked a pair of overly insistent 
women who wouldn’t stop flirting after three rejections. AS IF [ WOULD SAY YES! I'll kick your 
ass...who do you think you girls are? There’s a very limited number of people I'd agree to do that 
stuff with and y’all lack the wings...Ughhh! 


It was around that time that she’d first spotted Bakugou and Kirishima, her “neighbours”...who 
hadn’t recognized her. It seemed like the black wig had worked its magic, as she personally knew 
them both and had even worked together with them a couple of times, but they simply passed her 
by in the hotel restaurant, still talking amongst themselves. 


With her powerful hearing, she’d eavesdropped a bit, learning the time for the wedding, the fact 
that Kirishima’s tuxedo would not likely survive the later evening, and that both were looking 
forward to the catering table and being done with the whole thing, rather than being excited for 
their friend Deku, which fell in line with what Rumi knew about them. 


With a set hour, she’d waited patiently through the night, sleeping only what she needed, waking at 
dawn with violence growing in her mind. She had a couple hundred strategies in her brain by then, 
all of them to exploit Edgeshot’s weaknesses and kick his ass thoroughly, with no less than seven 
major bones broken as the result of every possible plan...though half of them were simply “kick 
very hard in x place’, repeated for every part of the human body she could name. 


Since Hawks had stuffed her suitcase with breezy sundresses and other tourist wear, she’d instead 
donned the jeans from the trip over and a tanktop, the most resistant clothes she had at hand, and 
waited, phone in hand, ready to put Hawks’ plan in action. 


It was relatively simple; most heroes used their phones to connect to the official Heronet app, even 
when off duty, as it made it simpler to get help in an emergency and team up promptly. Even 
Miruko, who had never liked teaming up, had at times found heroes rushing to “help” in fights 
she’d already won because her phone had sent her location to the net. 


She was absolutely certain that Edgeshot wouldn’t show up on the map, just like how she didn’t 


show up herself, so she would use it to look at the locations of Deku, Ground Zero, Uravity and all 
the others, and the moment they weren’t in a neat little square, she’d run along the beach, charge at 
the ninja and turn his sharp jaw into mush! 


The hour for the wedding was there as she munched on a protein bar and paced around her room, 
and she saw all her fellow heroes line up neatly in the Heronet zoomed map. She imagined that 
they all kept the tracking on to get notified for local crimes, the most useful feature Heronet had... 
or perhaps, like Rumi back in Japan, they felt they had nothing to hide from the Commission and 
international hero administrations. 


She saw the little symbols representing each hero, the little sigils they’d taken; Ground Zero’s 
exploding facemask, Uravity’s “infinity fists”, the Ingenium Engine-Wings marking the spots for 
both Iida’s, the Wild Wild Pussycats’ cat paw multiplied times four on what had to be the groom’s 
side... 


And then she heard gunfire . Her rabbit ears twitched at it, unsure. 


It had come from the wedding’s directing, of that she was sure; it was less than a mile away and 
sounds as loud as gunshots carried instantly. But this was American territory, and she knew that the 
Yanks loved guns very much, so maybe it was part of the ceremony, and that gave her pause. They 
say Toga’s half American these days, who’s to say she didn’t start firing up to the sky like some 
happy cowboy? One of her guests? 


That thought, however, was quickly discarded when the second shot and about a hundred more 
came an instant later. It was clearly not some American weirdness; it was a villain attack. 


Miruko had rushed to the door, then, reaching it in less than a second...but she stopped when her 
hand clasped the doorknob. Edgeshot wouldn’t fire at them with a machinegun. If I rush out there 
and come in, kicks for everyone, how much of a mess will I put Hawks in? I have no fucking clue 
how to tell them all “hey, ’'m here cause Hawks had a hunch something’s fucky”, it’s too fucking 
convenient! FUCK! 


It was the kind of hard choice she was given ever increasingly as the top hero. Too much “image” 
bullshit, too many “narratives” that could be spun, more shades of grey that she could shake a stick 
at...And operating on a foreign country made it all impossibly difficult. J just want to kick 
someone’s head off! Help Deku and Toga pummel whoever had the balls to try and murder them! 
But HOW? 


She groaned, angrily slammed open the door, and started acting like a hero; when everything else 
was confusing, it was what she knew how to do. Rushing to the restaurant, she started commanding 
the situation. “PEOPLE! I heard gunshots in the hotel next door! Hotel staff, it is time to act! No 
fear now, no panic! You, you and you!” she pointed at some people with phones in hand, “Call the 
heroes, the cops, the boyscouts, whoever you like. Everyone else! To the exit, no running! CHOP 
CHOP, PEOPLE!” 


The moment the guests and staff started moving, after no less than five confirmations that the 
police knew about it all, Miruko moved from the restaurant to the beach, then the spa, then the 
hotel reception, repeating the process for each spot. It was a slow process, too slow, and she felt 
increasingly frustrated by the moral dilemma involved in rushing over to help the heroes. 


If she acted, it could hurt people in the long run, if she didn’t... 


Minutes passed; ten, fifteen, then twenty, and all the civvies had been safely herded to the parking 
lot, where a patrol car had already arrived. A pair of policemen had climbed down the cop car, one 


of them making a beeline for the hotel staff, another to Miruko, clearly sensing who had been really 
in charge, and said, “You look like one less person to reassure. Do we have you to thank for the 
sixteen calls to the emergency hotline?” 


“Maybe for fifteen of them.” Rumi answered, with a grin that made the policeman blush. “We 
have to get these people further away. It’s not even a mile to that beach, and I wouldn’t count on 
the jungle to block every stray bullet...” 


“That’s pretty much the Commissioner’s plan, ma’am. We’ll take it from here, don’t worry and... 
thanks for taking action. Do you have experience with this sort of thing?” 


“Like you wouldn’t even imagine.” Rumi replied, chuckling. “Now, what else can I help with?” 


“We could place the barricade for a safezone at the beach, in case any guests manage to escape the 
hotel before our hero and SWAT teams get there. I...1 think you wouldn’t have much trouble with 
that.” he said, his eyes lingering on Rumi’s arms a few seconds longer than necessary. 


“Let’s do that. How far behind you are other cops? Heroes?” 


“The bulk of our forces are heading straight for the Kahului , but Loa’s patrol car shouldn’t be too 
far behind, or Kerry with the third SWAT van. No news on any heroes this side... You wouldn’t 
happen to be one, would you?” he said, as Rumi easily lifted a titanium-kevlar alloy barricade that 
weighed close to two hundred pounds. 


“T uhh...” Rumi looked away, unsure how to lie to the cop and hide the fact that she was another 
country’s top hero. “Yeah, man, I’m the fucking best. Just don’t look at the wig, the passport, the 
spy shit I have no idea how to handle”. Hawks, I can do difficult stuff for you but...lying’s a whole 
other thing! “Hey, one thing! There’s two guests caught in the other hotel!” 


“Damn.” the cop muttered, “So even more folk to locate when our people breach? Can you 
describe them? I must notify the station, have everyone know about it.” 


“They...uhh...” Rumi finally placed down the barricade, as both the other cops placed the other 
one, creating a bulletproof shield covering a section of the beach. “I...I didn’t really see them 
around.” Rumi lied, feeling absolutely embarrassed about doing so. “There’s one with red hair, 
spiky. The other’s spiky too, but blonde. Very angry. Reminds me a little of my-” Rumi cut herself 
off. “My dog . [have an umm...angry dog at home.” 


“You do look like a dog person, miss.” the other cop chimed in. This one had an incredibly 
stereotypical moustache and seemed to be the senior one in the duo. “Any info on their builds, 
heights?” 


“T...taller than me?” Rumi said. Fuck. When I get back, I'm kicking Hawks’ ass. And Fuyumi’s 
after she gives birth. Damn you both. Ill kick your asses for making me lie. Then Ill hug ya both, 
fuck it. “There’s something else; their legs are scrawny. They are neglecting Leg Day.” Rumi 
added, suddenly illuminated by the idea for a thing even commoners might notice about the two 
young heroes. 


“Right, right...say, miss...are those the two you meant?” 


She looked down the path connecting both hotels, bordered by the jungle on one side and a gentle 
rock cliff on the other and in the middle of it she saw Katsuki Bakugou running, almost sprinting, 
carrying Kirishima on his shoulders in a damn near perfect fireman’s carry. Good form, kid...wait. 
They’re wounded. Kirishima’s unconscious. Bakugou’s angry, as usual...and he’s not stupid. He’ll 


see through me now more than ever...And he’ll be here real soon ... 


“Officers, I...1 AM JOINING THE FIGHTING! I’m taking the battle to the enemy, secure the 
rearguard!” Without giving them any chance to react, Miruko leapt straight into the jungle, 
throwing away the flat sandals she was wearing to better jump and sprint across the trees and 
roots. 


She glanced back and saw only trees closing the view, and the forest only became denser and 
denser as she ran. 


She ran, getting all sweaty and hot and splattering against mosquitos and dragonflies as she ran into 
them. It was all absolutely dreadful, and she found herself wondering if any of her rabbit brethren 
had to live their entire lives in such rainy, leafy hells... 


She paused for a moment, pulling out her phone from her pocket, and saw that all the heroes were 
dispersed now, all over the hotel, only Bakugou and Kirishima outside the area. Dammit! You’re 
fucking strong, aren’t you? What could fucking gunmen do to make y’all take so fucking long to 
win? Why are none of you out yet except those two? 


And a fact that she cursed, there was no trace of Edgeshot that she could see. No glitch from 
switching from mobile data to the hotel’s free wifi, no convenient programming error, nothing. But 
if there was a major assault against Deku and his wedding, the ninja would have the easiest time in 
the world sneaking around...or so Rumi hoped. 


If she could drag Edgeshot out to the light and prove there was a conspiracy with the HPSC 
involved, it would certainly make her less suspect...and the only way she imagined for that 
involved kicking several asses, those of anyone in her way as she searched high and low for the 
ninja. 


She put the phone back in her pocket, just about the only part of her jeans that hadn’t started 
tearing and fraying with the movements of her powerful muscles. At this rate I'll be wearing a skirt 
of rags on a Gucci belt by the time I find some to attack... 


Then she heard a blast, somewhere behind her, in the direction of her hotel. Then another, 
sustained blast, repeated for a second more, then silence...And a yell. “THERE YOU ARE!” 


Miruko took a quick sidestep as something crashed in the place where she had last been, delivering 
a blast to a tree trunk. “Show yourself already!” the something yelled...with a familiar angry 
voice. 


It was Ground Zero, his tuxedo’s arm sleeves torn off past the shoulders, his grenade gauntlets on 
his forearms, a gloved hand raised...and Rumi saw what looked like a zippo lighter’s flint held 
between thumb and forefinger. 


With a snap of it, Ground Zero ignited a palmful of explosive, with a blast that might have hit 
Miruko if she had been hopping on a single leg, with her arms tied behind her back, and 
blindfolded. And maybe with a hangover. 


But none of that applied and, with a leap that made the left leg of her jeans explode into ribbons, 
she evaded it. “Calm the fuck down, Ground Zero!” she said, and it made the boy pause for only an 
instant...or so Miruko thought, as the boy blasted off the ground and launched himself in an arc 
towards her, an explosive palm strike almost catching the heroine. 


“You ran when you saw us! Why? You’re with them, aren’t you? You fucking-” 


Miruko took a step back, then bounded off a rock, pushed herself off from a treetrunk, going 
upwards, and threw a kick at Ground Zero, a weak kick not intended to truly hurt, but still subdue 
the young man...and found he was quick enough to blast away in the last instant, Rumi’s foot 
barely grazing his shoulder as he spun. 


“Next one won’t be slow, you little shit!” she warned as her feet touched the ground, then leapt 
again, escaping a blast that singed her wig, looking for a solid place to catch her footing and 
unleash her speed properly, but Ground Zero didn’t let up, continuing with a series of blasts, each 
signalled by the snap of the flint against his gloves. 


“Tm sick and tired of ALL THIS BULLSHIT!” he yelled, with yet another attack that barely 
missed. You’re better than when we last worked together, kid. Pretty fast...but something’s 
definitely off. It would be unfair to kick your ass right now... 


“Kid, enough!” Rumi yelled, then tore her wig off her head with one hand, then held the other in 
front. “Open your eyes, you idiot child!” 


“Wh-what the fuck?” Ground Zero said, his voice still loud, only lowering his gauntlets slightly. 
“Miruko?” 


“Aye! It is me! Now you see why I told you to stop?” 


“You also tried to bash my fucking head in with a kick, you hag.” he said, frowning. “Why the fuck 
are you here ?” 


“You want the long or short version?” Rumi couldn’t lie to this kid; he’d know. He’s too much like 
me; proud, quick, direct. Can kick ass when needed. He’s like Endeavor, too, a complete prick but 
reliable in a battle. I will never sugarcoat it for people like this. 


“I’ve had the shittiest day in my life so far, so don’t fucking piss me off, Miruko.” he snarled, “A 
lot of shit I long suspected turned true. My life was just in the hands of a person I feared ...and she 
fucking let me go . And it ain’t the only thing...see these?” 


He showed Rumi his gauntlets, and upon closer inspection they seemed a little different, 
resembling a flashbang more than a frag grenade. “I was paranoidi, so I prepared...I thought 
something would go down. Eijirou thought it was too much .” 


“How the fuck could you board a plane with them? An American plane ?” 


“They are absolutely harmless when empty. About as deadly as a fucking thermos.” he said, 
poking at them with his thumb, “It’s all about the sweat and the spark I make. All I had to do was 
fill the reservoir and...had to get creative.” He showed Miruko half a dozen flintstones, “Swiped 
these from the kitchens. Make a half decent spark, the rest’s hand control...It’s the best I can do 
without my Quirk.” 


“Hold up... without your Quirk?” Rumi asked. Only then did she notice the various orange paint 
splotches on his body, that he immediately pointed at. 


“Bastards have some anti-Quirk bullshit ammo...but that ain’t stopping me. I’m going back. But 
you owe me a fucking explanation, with no fucking games. And right now .” 


“Of course.” Rumi said, with a grin that made the boy relax a little. “Hawks also thought 
something was fishy about the wedding. He didn’t say anything about Quirk-killers-” 


“MY QUIRK’S NOT GONE! Just...sedated.” 


“Yeah, yeah, whatever, kid. Anyway, Hawks needed someone badass enough to deal with this shit, 
cause there might be a hero on the side of those fuckers.” 


“Give me their fucking name.” Bakugou said, twin explosions sprouting in his hands. 


“Chill, kid, don’t waste that grumbling.” Rumi said, as Bakugou rolled his eyes and groaned, “We 
think it’s Edgeshot. But for all I know the fishy business Hawks heard about is the Commission 
sending the ninja to chop up the birdbrain for not falling in line.” 


“They wouldn’t dare treat heroes like that. Like disposable pawns...” Bakugou said, but Rumi 
imagined it was more to reassure himself. 


“Anyway, my plan’s to kick his ass. Wanna join?” 


“ve got my own plans, hag. But our enemies might be in the same place...” he said, a grin 
growing on his face, “A piece of shit calling himself Iconoclast yelled for the entire crowd that he 
wanted to murder All Might. As I got E1jirou out, another fucker got on the PA system and called 
for me to surrender too...?'ll end them . Got enough explosive sweat in here to beat them all up 
many times over. And if a hero’s on their side...T’1l fuck them up, too.” 


“That’s a plan I can get behind, kid!” Miruko said, then waved her arm in the hotel’s direction. 
“Lead the way, Ground Zero.” 


Retreat 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


To call Jin Bubaigawara a strategist would have been a straight up lie. To call him a tactician a 
complete falsehood. But in a fight he considered himself scrappy, resourceful even. throwing sand 
in people’s faces, using misdirection in the form of yelling “Look out! Endeavor’s behind you!”, 
kicking enemy villains in the nuts; it had gotten him out of pretty much every brawl with the 
League and a few before... 


And of course his Quirk helped, if he had a chance to take cover for a moment and make a clone of 
some tough ally, like a Nomu or Dabi, or perhaps even Toga. 


But in the battle over the hotel beach, and the following encirclement at the jungle, he had seen up 
close how terrible he really was when trying to fist fight trained soldiers, and how severely limited 
his Quirk was, thanks to the government making him keep a clone of the Japanese prime minister 
back home. 


As Twice’s Quirk, Double, only let him clone two people at the same time, and the second one was 
half as weak as the first, he had been fighting the entire time with a handicap! He couldn’t just 
make Prime Minister Komaki melt from a distance and, if he did, everyone’s survival would 
definitely be obscured by the scandal, and the men in black would make everyone’s lives 
impossible...so he limited himself to a single clone. 


First he had used Gigantomachia, imagining the big guy could win the battle on his own, even at a 
fraction of the real one’s strength. He had soon seen that the big, scary guy was simply too large a 
target, and the clones’ puny damage resistance made him fall very, very soon. 


Next he had tried his fellows at the League...only to find the measurements were no longer 
accurate, and the Quirk goo didn’t take shape properly; Spinner’s arms were totally different, one 
of them being half again as large as when they’d last met, the other being badass metal; Dabi’s 
small, adorable (and slightly saddening) belly was very far from the numbers Twice vaguely 
remembered in his rediscovered memories, and Tenko’s entire posture was completely different, 
making height measurements doubtful at best...And of course, he had tried cloning Compress with 
the beard, just out of curiosity, succeeding...only for a gunshot to hit the poor clone straight in the 
chest. 


He had no clone beside him when the soldiers had sprung their trap, pushing the Pussycats, the 
priest, a wounded, pale looking Vlad King and Twice into the jungle. On instinct he had cloned 
Ryuko, the clone quickly joining the original as they tried pushing back, two of his girlfriend, 
battling back to back, sending creatures of wet jungle earth to attack. 


Vlad King was still protecting the priest as the enemy tripled in number, throwing solid blood 
javelins with one hand while stopping the bleeding from half a dozen gunshot wounds with the 
other. Tensei lida leapt to kick a soldier in the head, but without any of the power his Quirk should 
have given, as Ragdoll threw another over her shoulder, the snap of a dislocated bone still heard 
over the guns and exploding trees. 


Tiger had wrapped around a taller soldier, half using him as a human shield, half constricting 
around like a boa, destroying bones and obstructing the windpipe...but it was only a matter of time 
until his Quirk was blocked or he caught a rifle bullet. 


And Mandalay...she was everywhere . Her hands were covered in blood up to the forearms, her 
eyes wide with rage, only slowing down slightly as more and more of the blue paint hit her skin. 
Jin could see every emotion in her actions; fear for Kouta’s safety, the unease at her Quirk being 
blocked, the easy trust for her comrades watching her back, the anger at killers who would dare put 
them all in their sights... 


Jin had never had much reason to ask the Pussycats about their limits when it came to violence. He 
knew they were good at fighting, and he could still remember how Magne had been more of a 
bruise than a person for the week following the training camp attack, but never before had Jin seen 
his new family get pushed to the edge. They weren’t going for the quick, ruthless kill...but they 
were definitely not pulling their punches either. 


Is this fair? Is ANY OF THIS fair, at all? The guns, attacking kids? Pro heroes tearing Quirkless 
fighters to bits? A life or death fight, against people with no mercy...What is right here to do? I’m 
not a hero, I don’t know...but I know what’s wrong. To let them die. Yes, Twice, that would be 
stupid ...It’s our family. OUR FAMILY! 


He saw a soldier, by the edge of the jungle. The soldier raised his gun, a rifle more modern than 
any Jin had ever seen in the hands of Japanese gangsters, a ray of sunlight hitting the scope, and Jin 
saw what the man was aiming at. Ryuko! 


A single trigger pull was all it took. He saw the bullets travelling through the air, his lungs 
suddenly empty, his heart dropping, a wave of cold hitting his body. He knew he wouldn’t even 
have a chance to scream her name in time. 


The soldier’s face was hidden behind an ugly, armoured mask, his eyes not visible behind the red 
filters, but he could see everything in the man’s body language. Mechanical precision, endless 
training, zero hesitation to take a precious life. Ryuko’s life. The life Jin wanted to share with her, 
and it would be snuffed out by a small piece of lead... 


The bullet hit. Jin screamed, unable to form words, running, as fast as his feet could carry him. He 
didn’t know if he was charging the soldier, ready to kill or die, or if he was rushing to Ryuko’s 
side. He ran, his bare feet hurting more and more with every stone he stepped over, every root that 
almost tripped him, every burning hot brass casing his feet touched, like a hellish version of 
stepping on Kouta’s Lego pieces... 


And his feet brought him to Ryuko. His gut had not moved him to avenge her, not yet, not as the 
first move...He had moved to save her. But even as he ran, he had seen the blood, dark blood, 
almost black, exploding from Ryuko’s chest and back, dark under the shade of the jungle trees. 


He reached her side, all worries of harm pushed aside, placing his body over her, desperate to 
shield her from any more harm...But he had no hopes. The shot had to have hit her heart, or her 
lungs. 


“Jin...” she said, looking at him, her blonde hair falling over one of her eyes, trying her hardest to 
smile. “Don’t...don’t cry. I’m not scared.” 


“Ryuko!” he said, taking her hand in his, cold, soft, almost too soft. 


“Jin, you really shouldn’t be crying here, not when the other me...” He couldn’t bear to look at her 
wounds. Only her eyes. Only her pale face, as it turned... 


To brown goo. “That was clone me, Jin!” his heart soared with the sudden words. Tears of joy fell 
down his cheeks as he saw a mud chimaera emerge behind the soldier, as he aimed his gun at Jin, 


and was promptly mauled by the earthen beast. 
He turned and found Ryuko. The real Ryuko, alive, still alive, but not unharmed. 


There was a cut to her side forcing her to keep a hand on it, keeping pressure. He couldn’t tell how 
deep it was. And there was some paint on her now, orange and blue, and her earth constructs were 
all crumbling around them. She was alive, and she hugged him back as he ran to embrace her. 


She was still warm, still flirty with her hug, her hand sneaking to grab Jin’s buttcheek as she 
grinned. 


But with still more than a dozen soldiers around them, moving carefully from cover to cover, 
attacking mercilessly now, bullets and Quirk blockers flying through leaves and tree trunks and 
always hitting someone, Jin knew that Ryuko wouldn’t be alive for much longer. 


None of them would be alive for much longer. 
And it made him consider an option he would rather ignore forever; cloning himself. 


The last time he had used the ability had been at Tartarus. He had been afraid, even more afraid 
than he was now with death all around and closing in. He had been terrified at Tartarus’ roof, 
watching as Endeavor maimed Spinner, and the Nomus went out of control, and the police closed 
in...he had known all the symptoms, all the side effects of the panic attack that hit him, anxiety 
closing his eyes. 


His heart beating faster than ever, his every breath feeling shallower. A headache that promised to 
split him in two forever, shakes all over his body. His mind screaming , half urging flight, half 
demanding that he fight, that he face the police shotguns head on, that he become an army. 


He had done it. One Twice had become three, then seven, then fifteen...And he had started dying . 
His head split open by a bullet here, a beanbag catching him in the chest there. The fire killing him 
faster than he could make more of himself... 


Then the pain on his own chest. Falling. Falling. Then the water, hitting his body like a speeding 
truck. His brain yelling. Forget, forget, I want to forget. I don’t want to remember losing control. I 
don’t want to remember failing. Being unable to save Himiko and Spinner and everyone else. I 
wanted to forget...and somehow...I did. 


Was Jin just as desperate now? He was. 


But he wasn’t quite as scared. He had lived a different life for more than three years. He had lived 
among heroes, and had seen that there was still hope. He had seen them help , he had seen them 
save people. 


And if he faced his fear, he could help them now. He could save them. He could turn the tide on 
the soldiers, and then move to find the rest of his family, Dabi and Compress, Spinner and Tenko. 
Win the battle and return Himiko’s happy day to her. 


His families needed him. Both of them. 


We are the original. We won’t melt. And the other Twices...they are us . They know what to do. 
They know what they fight for. Let’s do it, Jin. You and I. And all the other lads in here. Multiply 
and be plentiful, Twice! TAKE THE WORLD! BRING ON THIS PARADE! 


Jin brought Ryuko in for a quick kiss. Her eyes were full of confusion as they separated, the taste 


of her apple lipstick still strong on his lips as he extended his right hand to the floor and let the goo 
drop and make another Twice. 


“BOSSMAN!” said the clone...who wore the spandex suit and mask. The very image of Twice, 
ready for a brawl. 


“Attack! Attack, me’s! Fight! Kill ‘em all!” Jin said...or perhaps the clone did. It didn’t matter. 
Another Twice appeared, then another, and another. All of them in black and white spandex, all 
save the original, in a gorgeous dress that made his butt look great. 


The Twices started pushing Ryuko to the side, finding a bigger tree to take cover at. They started 
yelling, as the troop increased in size and the enemy fire increased. 


“Come on, lads!” one shouted. 
“Let’s kick ass!” a rowdy one said, “KILL!” 


“For our gal!” a flirty Twice added, his eyebrows moving up and down suggestively. A glance 
from Ryuko told Jin that she definitely was getting a few ideas...in case they won. 


“She’s not yours, asshole!” retorted a jealous Twice, punching the first one, starting a small 
fistfight that only stopped when a bullet zipped past and turned both into goo. 


“For our fam!” 

“Which one?” 

“Both, you idiot! The little sister that just got her wedding crashed by these assholes?” 
“Oh, true, true!” 


“They can’t kill us all!” another one said, and then Jin knew it was time to address his troop, 
picking the most uplifting message he could think of from an ancient song, “Five to one, baby! One 
in five! No one here gets out alive now! You get yours, Twices, [ll get mine! Gonna make it, 
baby, if we try! COME TOGETHER, ONE MORE TIME!” 


For anyone else, it would have probably been a terrible speech. Most others would have never 
figured out what he meant. But they were all him. And they got angry . 


“They got the guns, but we got the numbers! Gonna win, yeah, we’re taking over! Come on!” 


Mina’s golden eyes. “Everything will be alright” they seemed to say, “I am here”. How that phrase 
had stuck inside everyone’s mind, giving that last ray of hope a voice... 


Shinsou had seen her attack. Faster, more vicious than any before, first destroying the 
supersoldier’s weapons, then going for the core. But it hadn’t been enough. Shinsou had not been 
able to even move , paralyzed with pain on the floor, and the commando had simply fought Mina 


off. 
And then had come the punches. 


He’d known similar pain before. The Quirkless King’s punches had been just as strong, just as 
deadly, just as capable of ending his life if they hit his throat by accident. But this soldier’s anger 
was different. It was not the anger of suddenly getting challenged, it was not an anger born from 
surprise and simple bigotry. 


It was an old anger, cultivated, grown day by day, slowly, its fires kept constant until it burnt hotter 
than anything Endeavor or Shouto could make with their Quirks. The soldier had made death his 
life’s mission, Shinsou’s and Mina’s deaths would be the only thing that would ever satisfy him. 


He didn’t need to see the man’s face to know how obsessive it had all become. How distracting. 
How inconvenient; his life’s mission called for his targets to suffer ...until all could be murdered. 


The first punch had been painful. The second had been agony, flashing like a hot knife through his 
broken teeth, through his dislocated, broken jaw, through the cracked, sliced open skin of his 
mouth. The third had pushed his mind far away from his body, retreating in terror as the darkness 
closed in. 


It had all happened quickly, far too quickly. We didn’t prepare enough. We knew we’d be 
attacked...if only we’d known who would do it. I’m sorry, Izuku, Himiko, everyone...we knew, and 
we prepared...and it wasn’t enough. 


His eyes couldn’t focus, not through the tears, not through the fog of Mina’s acid. Please...there’s 
so much I wanted to do, Mina and I, together...just...just let me see her again, at least...one last 
time... 


Another punch connected. The pain pushed through, reaching Shinsou as far as he had run into his 
mind...and it overwhelmed him. Everything faded, his consciousness surrendering to the void. He 
could hear nothing, feel nothing on his skin, smell nothing. The last to go were his eyes, blurrier 
still, his vision tunnelling...and he couldn’t find Mina. 


He had considered the possibility of dying violently from the first day he’d set his sights on 
becoming a hero. He’d accepted it as part of the deal, as inseparable from the job as the risk a dog 
walker had of stepping on a giant dogshit. That had changed with his friends, adding the painful 
factor that he might lose beloved people too. And with Mina... 


When we beat Ndege Mweusi, when she nearly died from that poison, when almost every bone in 
my body was broken...we promised each other we’d fight as hard as needed to always come home. 
To win and return to each other. Did...did I break my promise, Mina? At least...at least it was me 
and not you. But...but you’re still in danger. 


Pain returned. Overwhelming, mind-shattering agony, most of it focused on his head...but on his 
shoulder too. Then he felt a bounce, up and down, up and down, and wind slamming against his 
side, tearing like knives into his destroyed face. 


He tried opening his eyes. 


The left eye didn’t budge. The eyelid seemed crusted over with blood, and even the small 
movement of his attempt had cause a stab of pain to erupt from his smashed cheekbone, and the 
three places where it pierced his cheek outwards. 


But his right eye opened. He blinked, trying to focus, but the glare of the sun blinded him for an 


instant, only deepening his already terrible situation. Fuck....fucker justhad to point me at the 
morning sun...Wait. It still helps . For one, I’m either alive or in hell, so woohoo. If I’m in hell, 
that means this bastard’s here too, and I'll get a job offer from Satan for the ass kicking I’ve got 
prepared for this “super” soldier. Two, I didn’t pass out for too long, can’t have been more than a 
few minutes... 


Maybe Ubuyile noticed he was conscious, maybe he merely acted on instinct, but his hand, the one 
carrying a gigantic pistol, reached swiftly towards Shinsou, whipping the air and cracking hard 
against the young hero’s collarbone on the side of his uninjured shoulder. 


He blacked out again, as breath left his body. No, no, NO! I have to get away, somehow, some 
way...wriggle out of his grasp, crawl to safety. Make sure Mina stays away. Keep her safe, even if I 
failed keeping Izuku and everyone else safe... 


There had to be a way to wake up, to make his body move, to jumpstart everything...if he didn’t, 
Ubuyile would win. If he didn’t, it would only make things worse for Mina and Izuku, maybe even 
for Aizawa and Eri and everyone else. Wake up...wake up...take me back, let me feel my pain, let 
me suffer, just let me wake- 


His body crashed violently against Ubuyile’s pauldron, bruising a rib in the process, and the jolt of 
pain made him swallow a big gulp of air, only to let it all go almost instantly as his nose and throat 
burned. 


His eye blinked furiously, suddenly finding himself in the hotel’s lobby. His gaze darted around, 
trying to find out as much as he could from the situation; all he knew was that the hostages had 
been brought there, and Mei’s plan was to rescue them, before Ubuyile had shown up. 


He saw them now, kneeling or lying prone on the floor, hands covering their heads or faces. A few 
of the soldiers were among them, some with unnaturally twisted limbs, some bleeding...and then 
he saw Himiko, her wedding dress now almost as red as it was white, one of the iron spikes from 
her hair bun now in her hand, after seemingly running out of conventional knives, and Izuku, his 
tuxedo pants still dripping ocean water, his sleeves rolled up, fear and anger in his face. 


Beyond them, circling around, he saw the giant villain Izuku had engaged earlier, with a pair of 
hostages held to his chest with a giant hand. He was too far away for Shinsou to identify the 
hostages, and the people massing behind him, at the hallway’s end, were even blurrier. 


But they all seemed to be wearing black and white. Groomsmen? Male guests in tuxedos? It can’t 
be...we’ve all got torn jackets and slashed up shirts, we wouldn’t look so black and white... 


He couldn’t listen to anything, but it seemed like Izuku’s mouth was moving. His hands were up, 
one aimed at the giant, another somewhere to Shinsou’s left, far into the blindspot of his blocked 
left eye. 


Izuku, I know you’ll want to save me, don’t...don’t fall into any traps. Don’t be rash, crazy 
kid....Be smart. You’re one of the smartest tacticians I’ve ever known. You’re up there with 
Aizawa, and I don’t say that lightly. But I'm just a pawn here. The king shouldn’t sacrifice himself 
for the pawn. 


He saw Himiko moving too, shifting her balance between her feet, raising her right arm slowly. 
Shinsou didn’t know how good she’d be at throwing something that wasn’t a knife, but he did 
know it would never be enough to get through the supersoldier’s armour. You two saved our asses 
last year. If you had accepted that order to hunt us down, we wouldn’t have been able to do a 
thing, or if you had left that General’s army free to take us out...I can’t ask for that much now. 


Just...just stop Mina. Don’t let her get hurt for me... 


Who am I kidding? I'd go to hell itself for her. She wouldn’t do any less...she won’t stop. God, I 
love her... 


He saw Izuku tense, then shout something. By then his hands were almost parallel; the giant villain 
had almost reached Ubuyile and the one in Shinsou’s blind side. Jt isn’t the sniper, with Mei’s 
drones she was taken out. Some other villain we haven’t seen? Or...maybe the first one? 
Iconoclast, was it? The League had gone after him...could he really get away from them? 


Toga took a step towards Izuku, then another, both instinctively moving to guard each other’s back, 
but they didn’t attack just yet...and Silverback moved, raising his hand cannon with his right arm, 
moving his left shoulder back, away from Izuku and Toga. 


As he spun, Shinsou caught a glimpse of two groups of people, one further down the hallway, two 
men and a woman, one of the men carrying a black sword, another endowed with massive legs, the 
woman with a noticeably round face even through a blurry eye and from a distance. Then, as he 
swung further towards the back of the lobby, he saw a side door crumbling to dust much, much 
closer and Tenko Shimura’s red eyes glowing savagely as he and Nejire Hadou held each other up 
and they limped forward. 


Ubuyile shifted his atm, making Shinsou move more and more, pushing his shattered bones to his 
skin and muscles, but he didn’t close his eye. He knew that the supersoldier would be threatening 
the people in front of him, bringing yet another trouble for Izuku to deal with. Maybe he’s aiming 
at a hostage...Izuku would never forgive himself if a hostage died on his watch, I know him too 
well... 


The moment the pain died down slightly, Shinsou raised his eye. If there were no villains behind 
them, all he needed to do for a distraction was slip away from Ubuyile’s shoulder and run. My legs 
still work. I can do this. Bastard’s attention is on his ironsights. Mina isn’t in the hallway, neither 
are Mei and the others. This is as best a chance as I will get, just need to look at the back of the 
villain line, the hotel’s very entrance... 


But there was someone there. More than one someone. 


Shinsou saw All Might, his black and blue eyes full of sorrow as they met Shinsou’s gaze and saw 
his condition. He saw the giant villain’s hand, and his chest, but he would have needed to crane his 
neck upwards to see the criminal’s head. 


And right next to All Might, he saw Eri. 


It broke his heart completely. Their first priority when planning for the possible foe had been to get 
Eri and Kouta away safely. The plan with All Might should have gotten the little ones to safety, all 
the way to the jungle where they could hide and wait out the battle...but something had gone 
wrong. Why? Why did we find out and fail to stop it ? We thought we knew...we thought we could 
fight back. We knew NOTHING. And Eri...she’s a precious little bean. The sister that destiny 
brought us. 


My injuries, my life...none of that matters. I'll trade it all and save her. The giant...I can take him 
out. I still have my capture weapon. My Quirk...I can only try and use it. My hearing’s still not 
back, but I can watch his lips and throat for an answer.... And if Ubuyile figures out my plan...he’ll 
Just rip out my vocal cords, won’t he? I'll take that risk. 


His left hand reached to his neck, pushing past the pain of his broken collarbone. With his shoulder 


and collarbone injured, he lacked some of the most important muscle groups to work the capture 
weapon...but he would only need it as a distraction. As something to shock the giant, a move he’d 
never expect and would leave him vulnerable, and then he’d answer Shinsou’s question. 


The giant had to be less disciplined than the supersoldier, and he wouldn’t resist a chance to say 
why he was fighting. And Shinsou’s command would be to let Eri and All Might go. It would clear 
the path for Izuku to smash them all, no matter if Shinsou was caught in the crossfire. 


But, as his fingers wrapped around the metal cloth, Eri’s eyes met his. 


Her eyes were wide with fear, and her horn was growing on her forehead, powering up...but when 
their gazes met, she grinned. 


It was a smile Shinsou knew well. It was Aizawa’s, and Ms. Joke’s. It was Mina’s, and Izuku’s, 
and Mirio’s, and even All Might’s. It was the smile of every hero in her life, each of them teaching 
the little one a different version of bravery, of heroism... J am here...Eri, it should be us smiling 
like that for you, not the other way around... 


Her lips then parted, mouthing every syllable clearly, so clearly that even Shinsou’s foggy eye 
could read the words. “J have a plan, big bro!” 


“Let Eri go. Let my dad go. You still have that chance...[ won’t ask again.” Izuku said. He could 
feel anger boiling inside him; only All for One’s threats and Pestilentia’s nightmares had ever 
gotten so personal , only they had aimed so close to Izuku’s heart. He had seen the tortured kid 
behind Runt’s mask, he had seen that grief...and he had spared the big villain. 


He didn’t regret that. To execute a villain just because he promised harm may be pragmatic, but 
with the entire power of One for All, it set a dangerous precedent, started Izuku on a very slippery 
slope. 


He knew some villains deserved to die, he couldn’t deny that. Maybe Runt and his pal the 
Iconoclast had bought themselves their deaths by targeting a child , especially one that Izuku would 
give his life to protect at the drop of a hat. But if he killed them today, what would happen 
tomorrow? If his morals faltered on a bad day, what would stop him from killing a villain that he 
could just as well defeat non-lethally? That he’d stop pulling his punches for less dangerous 
crooks? That he’d kill whenever anger bested him? 


But was there anything else that would neutralise Runt fast enough? Anything that could stop his 
big hands from crushing Eri and Toshinori? “Take me as your hostage, if you must. But you will let 
my family go. Right now.” 


Runt staggered a step backwards. Behind his balaclava, Izuku saw the big villain’s mouth moving, 
but he said nothing. He couldn’t keep his gaze fixed on Izuku’s, and looked away. Good. Now give 
up. Let them go, and take me with you, we’ll talk more. I'll talk, and I'll get through to you. Just 
like with Himiko, just like with Tenko...And you'll go to jail. A humane, respectful jail, and you'll 
be looked after. But you’ll never hurt another again. 


Izuku raised his left hand, aiming an Air Force Smash right at Runt’s eye. If all else failed, a 
ruptured eyeball might slow him down for long enough to let Izuku pry open the giant’s hand and 
get his family clear...But then he heard another voice, the voice that had started the day’s hell. 


The Iconoclast. 


“This ends here, Deku! You were so thoughtful to come here, right where I wanted you...right 
where you WILL DIE!” 


Izuku raised his other hand, holding it open to signal Himiko, who had just reached for the steel 
spike in her hair, another of her weapons. He knew that his wife could throw that spike with 
enough power and accuracy to hit the Iconoclast’s pupil and bury itself to the very end, slamming 
almost six inches of steel into the young villain’s brain...and she stopped her throw the instant she 
caught his gesture. 


Please...please just follow my plan, Himiko. We’ll get everyone out safely. But...am I giving them 
too much of a chance? I feel terrible knowing they are orphans from Kamino, but they crossed 
every line , and we have to stop them. You have killed in the fights we’ve fought together; 
henchmen, mercenaries, Mountain Brigade commandos...Pestilentia. I haven’t stopped you before, 
what mattered most was that we both lived, but...can I truly ask you to do this? Can I live with 
myself if I do? 


They exchanged a quick glance. In Himiko’s golden eyes he saw no hesitation, only trust...and that 
changed everything . We can do this together. Two of them, two of us, it will be over before the 
soldiers can react, we can take them out just as quick. No holding back, don’t care if I have joint 
pain for a year after this... 


“Iconoclast...” Izuku said, his voice low, his gaze moving towards the villain, his right hand 
quickly setting up to aim at him at the same time. And the villain he saw had changed from the 
beach. 


His sleeves had burnt off early on, only evidenced by torn, fire-ravaged ribbons of leather at his 
shoulders. He walked with an uneasy limp, likely from a muscle cramp on his left leg, no doubt 
from his frenetic race to escape Tenko and Nejire. And where once had been an ugly, terrifying gas 
mask, only a couple strands of leather remained, having fallen to his collar. 


At some point he had raised the hood of a tattered leather cloak he wore over the coat, but the hood 
didn’t hide his wide, terrified eyes, or the trembling mouth underneath. He looked young, even 
younger than Izuku had expected. He’s got to be what...18? 19 at most? He must have been 13 or 
14 when Kamino happened. “Hakurin. That’s your name, isn’t it? Runt said it, he slipped up...or 
maybe you don’t care about me knowing your identity?” 


“The name I chose, or the name my parents gave me...what does it matter? They are STILL 
DEAD! Dead, because of HIM!” Hakurin drew his revolver with a shaky hand, pointing it across 
the hall at Toshinori. Izuku shifted his hand subtly, aiming his Smash at the gun instead. 


He didn’t know how many bullets the Iconoclast would have in his gun, but in the end it mattered 
little. Six bullets or playing Russian Roulette against him, it was all the same; Izuku would get him 
first. Hakurin would be arrested, and Izuku would move mountains to see that he got the best help 
possible. And when this Smash hits your gun and your thin fingers, the best help will probably be 
in the form of hand surgeons... 


“Hakurin, I know why you haunt us. I know you want revenge. I know you’re hurt...and I 
empathise with you. I know pain too. I know death, I’ve seen it up close. Please...just tell your 


friend to let my family go. [Il surrender. You can take your revenge on me . You can hurt me, you 
can torture me. You can even livestream it, humiliate me in front of the world and then kill me. 
You can steal my future, just like you feel yours was stolen.” 


Hakurin was left speechless, and he lowered his gun slightly, taking a step back. Izuku felt 
Himiko’s glare piercing him, but he didn’t turn towards her. The villains would know he had 
something up his sleeve if he reassured her. They had to know how far Izuku would go to save 
people, especially his loved ones. Even the most surface Internet search on the hero Deku would 
show him as self-sacrificing to a fault... 


And that was the plan. Hakurin would be fooled into thinking it was his idea to swap hostages. He 
would convince himself it would be the safer option, the one that would hurt All Might and 
Kacchan and everyone else he blamed for his family’s death, that it would hurt them the deepest. 


They might even bring up one of the Quirk blocking paintball guns and take One for All away 
temporarily...but Izuku had been born Quirkless. He’d find his way out of captivity, and freed 
from overwhelming power, he’d beat Hakurin up. Do it. You know you want to, you know that is 
how you’ll do this... 


Heavy metal footsteps changed the situation in an instant. Izuku realised that the supersoldier had 
been there a few seconds already, creeping towards the Iconoclast, wielding a big handgun in his 
right hand, while the left held a body firmly against his shoulder. 


Izuku knew who it was instantly. Even with half of his hair stained red by blood, and his tuxedo a 
torn mess almost hiding his capture weapon with ribbons of black cloth, it was Hitoshi. And when 
he raised his head slightly, just to open an eye, Izuku saw just how much damage had been inflicted 
to his friend’s face. 


His mouth was completely destroyed under the nose. The teeth that he could see were broken, 
cutting through torn lips. The jaw...if it could be set back in place, with Recovery Girl’s help it 
might heal in a year. And even then, there was no guarantee that he’d ever talk normally again. 


A part of Hitoshi’s nose had been torn off and dangled by a bit of cartilage, and the left side of his 
face was so badly bruised that it almost hid his cheekbone stabbing through the skin. 


“You finally noticed Silverback, didn’t you? And his prey...another of your beloved friends. When 
I studied you, at first...[ imagined he would have been the wedding’s best man...move a single 
muscle, and he’ll be the best corpse .” Hakurin said, “As for your offer...you think you are worth 
three lives, Deku?” 


“You want to hurt someone, then hurt ME! It doesn’t have to be them, none of them! I’m willing to 
give up, you have my word!” 


“Tzu-Izu...” Himiko muttered, and Izuku felt the danger in her voice. She trusted his plan, but the 
more he pressed with the self sacrifice, and the more it fell on deaf ears, it made her worry. The 
plan will work, Himiko, almost there, we just need to nudge them a little... 


“SHUT UP, DEKU! You will give yourself up, yes...but not as an exchange. It will be 
unconditional ! Hakurin yelled, “Runt! Start moving over here.” 


The big man started moving, circling around the hostages, making his way by the hallway’s left 
side, if one was facing the lobby. He spoke as he walked, as Izuku’s hand followed him, never 
leaving the trajectory for the eye, only charging up with more and more of One for All’s power. 
Now it wouldn’t just smash the eyeball, but thoroughly rattle Runt’s brain... “Deku, you’re strong. 


Stronger than me. Faster than me. Faster than Hakurin, faster than Silverback. But right now? We 
got you by the balls, hero.” 


Izuku didn’t reply, and just followed the big villain as he walked, slowly to the other side. In his 
arms, All Might had a focused look, as if he had something planned...and Eri smiled when Izuku 
looked at her. 


Izuku knew that being around heroes might make Eri want to be one in time. She had said so 
herself, plenty of times, sometimes playfully, others seriously. He knew that one day it might 
become a dream as strong as Izuku’s had been, that heroism might be her path. And he knew that 
he’d support her from the first second she made her choice, to his last breath. 


But to see her already acting with the courage of a hero student, bravely keeping her cool even as a 
villain held her in his grasp, threatening her with death... It was incredibly bittersweet. 


Izuku knew that Eri had it in her to be this brave, but to have to face villains before even reaching 
middle school...he had never wanted that for Eri. From the moment she had been freed from 
Overhaul, Izuku had wanted nothing but peace for his little sister. /’// save you. I'll save you right 
away, Eri... You might have to look away. 


From behind he heard a rumble, as if a small crowd was approaching, one of them yelling, "Murder 
the rearguard, Twice!", and then from closer he heard three sets of footsteps, one of them so quiet 
he almost couldn’t hear it, and then from the side, a door started to crumble. 


As Runt reached the other villains, Izuku smiled, and spoke up, “Hakurin. Runt. Silverback. Look 
around you...you are surrounded. Give. Up. Now.” 


Hakurin raised his revolver again, pointing it at Eri, as Runt brought them closer and closer 
together. “Oh, yes...Surrounded by nothing ! A small troop of Twice clones, painted half orange 
with Quirk blockers, the same for Ingenium and Uravity and a half dead Hero Killer, and those 
two...” he turned to the side door, then spat despectively, “A villain who doesn’t have the balls to 
be a villain anymore, and a hero leaking blood like a balloon poked with a needle.” 


“Let them come.” Runt said, “They’re all so, so far away...” As he spoke, White Phosphorus 
started to rise from Hakurin’s arms, and start to move towards everyone else, slowly, building up 
more and more... “You aren’t quick enough, Deku. None of your friends are. Not quick enough to 
take me before I crush these two like a bundle of dry sticks, not before Hakurin floods the hall with 
Willy Pete and sets it on fire, not before Silverback puts a chunk of lead through at least two of 
your friends.” 


Silverback didn’t add anything to the threats. He simply raised his gun and fired, once, twice, 
thrice. Izuku heard bullets shredding through flesh, and regret instantly morphed to anger in his 
heart. 


He had been slow, and three people had already been shot. He didn’t know if it would be fatal, or 
who they were...but enough was enough. He’d use his plan. 


“Himiko, do it! Receive you NOW!!!” Izuku yelled, letting both Air Force Smash attacks fly, 
hitting Hakurin’s revolver and Runt’s eye with the strength of speeding buses. Before he lowered 
his arms, Himiko cartwheeled into them, catching one with her leg, another with her arm, then 
twisting around Izuku, spinning around his torso and his back, building momentum, as he started 
spinning himself, watching as the last few soldiers turned aggressive the last possible instant, and 
rushed them, bayonets in hand to avoid shooting their boss and allies. 


As Izuku spun, Himiko closed her legs around his neck, then wheeled around it, extending her legs 
as she got to the fastest speed she’d have, the metal spike dagger extended in her hand, letting go of 
Izuku’s neck as he caught her legs, spinning her further away, until his hands grasped her ankles, 
moving like a human top, its edge tipped with a dagger. 


And less than a second later, the soldiers had moved into range. Caught off guard by a technique 
they had never even imagined, they could do little as Himiko’s spike pierced into their chests, 
sending a whirlwind of blood as they spun. Clutching their torsos, the soldiers fell before another 
shot was fired, and before Runt or Hakurin could recover. 


“BLADE KILL!” yelled Himiko, her face red with blush and blood splatter, a gigantic smile 
spreading across her lips...In that moment, Izuku could have kissed her. Powerful, violent and free 
, always by his side. 


He brought her in closer to his chest, spun around once more, then threw Himiko away, hurtling 
down the hall, flying like a human javelin through the momentarily inert White Phosphorus, her 
spike aimed squarely at Runt’s shoulder tendons... 


And with a burst of blood blooming from the giant’s shoulder, Izuku knew she had met her mark. 
But Runt hadn’t let go, so Himiko pushed off from the giant’s shoulder, leaping for the closest 
lobby pillar, grabbing onto the pillar’s grooves with one hand, releasing the second spike from her 
hair bun with the other... 


And she leapt back, stabbing again, laughing as she did. Runt’s hand started opening as Himiko 
dug in the iron spikes deeper, and it was all that Izuku needed to jump into the fray. First dad and 
Eri, then Hitoshi. Finish this fight. 


A bullet zipped past his ear as he ran forward, then another. He reached the White Phosphorus 
then, still stopped in mid air as Hakurin held his hand and wailed in anger and agony. Izuku 
kicked, Full Cowling pushing to higher and higher levels, stepping into territory that he only safely 
handled with support items. 


But some bone aching meant little when his enemy’s gas was pushed all the way out the lobby in a 
pair of kicks. It mattered nothing at all when he saw his dad land on his feet, and little Eri start to 
run. 


Another step, one more and then a jump, his foot aiming for Runt. Even though he was partially 
blinded by Izuku’s attack, he had already shaken off Himiko, who had landed gracefully several 
feet away, and the damage to his shoulder wouldn’t be nearly enough to disable his right arm. If he 
wasn’t taken out, he’d catch All Might and Eri again in seconds. 


“SMASH!” Izuku yelled, his foot inching closer and closer to Runt’s stomach. Unless his abs were 
made of a stronger alloy than any known to man, the hit would make him double over and take all 
the fight out of him. 


But something interrupted Izuku, striking him in midair, slamming a metal fist against his jaw. 


Izuku was thrown to the side, his kick no longer landing. His eyes met Himiko’s, desperate, and 
she instantly attacked again, trying her best to distract Runt by stabbing a nerve on the back of his 
knee. 


Then Izuku turned around, coming face to face with Silverback. He saw him in detail now; his 
armour clawed through with acid, most of his weapons gone, the pistol he had wielded quickly 
holstered so Izuku wouldn’t destroy it with a single hit. And still on his shoulder was Hitoshi... 


Until Silverback casually threw Hitoshi’s body to the ground. 


The moment Izuku heard his friend yelp in pain, he knew exactly how the fight must end, in 
twisted metal and no mercy. “You and Oni killed many, many of my brothers... Your death is the 
will of the gods.” the supersoldier said, his voice changer turning even more eerie and inhuman 
with the acid damage distorting the voice wildly. 


“You shouldn’t have ever hurt my friend.” Izuku muttered, then feinted with a massive punch with 
his right hand, only to follow through with a left kick. His foot met the soldier’s chest piece, 
denting it, but Silverback threw a punch of his own, striking Izuku in the kidneys. 


He was strong, about as strong as Runt, if the pain Izuku felt meant anything, but much faster. The 
mechanical whirr, and the fluid sound of heavy-duty hydraulics followed up as Silverback drew his 
arm back, then took the offensive with a knee strike to Izuku’s stomach, easily caught by his guard, 
then an elbow strike aimed at Izuku’s jaw, evaded swiftly. 


“T know the manner of monsters you have fought, Beast.” Silverback said, a jab, straight, hook and 
uppercut combination slamming against Izuku’s guard. His suit whirred more and more as he sped 
up, mechanically augmenting his strength to match Izuku’s speed, but every counterattack, Izuku 
destroyed another titanium plate. First a shoulder pad, then a shin guard, then his gorget, leaving 
the neck exposed and showing the handful of tubes connected to the helmet. 


And on Silverback’s chest Izuku could see the reactor glowing redder and redder. He doesn’t have 
long...he’ll burn his suit’s power supply if he keeps up with me for another minute...And once it’s 
gone, he’s as good as caught! 


Izuku aimed a kick at Silverback’s head, cracking one of his visor’s eyes, then caught an uppercut 
in the chin, teeth chattering. Another minute, if Izuku could keep the fight going... “Iconoclast, 
NOW!” 


Izuku felt the air shifting, like a great gust of wind behind him, then heat, heat so explosive that it 
pushed him off his feet and sent him flying, away from Silverback, sliding across the floor as he 
got back to his feet, coming face to face with Hakurin. 


One of his arms was extended, and the terrified glare from behind was gone, replaced by cold, cold 
anger. And with his broken arm he held Eri by the throat. “RUNT, KILL HIM!” 


Izuku only barely avoided Runt’s punch, his gaze following after Silverback as he ran down 
Toshinori, then slammed him down to the ground. “NO!” Izuku yelled, leaping after them, ready to 
tear Silverback’s armour apart with his bare hands and break the man inside, but a gigantic hand 
yanked him back. 


Turning back, he kicked Runt in the leg, then followed it with a punch to the jaw. The villain’s eye 
was full of terror, at this point he was fighting for his very survival...but for Izuku, he was an 
obstacle . He punched again, and he saw the fight leaving the big man, little by little, as he realised 
that his friends were running away, as fast as they could, after having picked the unconscious 
Hitoshi, making a run for the parking lot. 


“SMASH” Izuku yelled, hitting Runt with a knee strike. Instead of counterattacking, the villain 
made a move to turn around, and took a couple of steps towards the parking lot, stopping when 
Silverback’s voicemitter bellowed a command. 


“STAY BACK AND FIGHT!” he ordered, his pistol instantly up in the air, aiming at Runt as he 
retreated, All Might and Hitoshi held securely on his shoulder. Hakurin stopped and stared, but a 


glare from the supersoldier got the younger villain moving again, running as fast as he could with 
Eri in tow, already making a beeline for a car. 


Silverback let a shot out, the massive pistol carving a big hole into one of the lobby’s support 
columns. “Don’t try it, Nightmare Man’s Daughter... You’re fast, but too far away. I have enough 
lead for you and ten others of your assassin scum brethren!” 


Izuku turned to find Himiko hiding behind that pillar, “I’m okay!” she yelled, “Got behind cover 
right in time!” 


“Now, Runt...Immobilise the Beast.” Silverback didn’t give the giant villain any chances to follow 
his order willingly. And Izuku could see that the big guy would not have done it. The battle had 
overwhelmed him, pain and fear driving past his anger and cruelty. It was over for him as a 
fighter...but not as an obstacle. 


Silverback shot Runt in the leg, aiming right for the nerves that Himiko had already stabbed. And 
Runt fell, collapsing over Izuku, his bulk slamming against the young hero with all his weight. 
“Traitor!” he bellowed, as he fell, ‘““Hakurin! Don’t leave me! Hakurin!” 


But his friend didn’t turn back. He disappeared into the parking lot, and an instant later, Izuku 
could hear a van starting up. 


He was already pushing Runt away by the moment Himiko reached him, the big villain too shell 
shocked to react, to get up, to even move . Izuku couldn’t bear hurting him any further to push him 
off, not even with the urgency he felt. “Izu-Izu!”” Himiko said, pulling the big man’s arm with as 
much strength as she could, “Come on! Come on!” 


He heard other voices then, swarming around them. Tenya, Ochako, Nejire and Tenko. The 
Pussycats and Tensei and Vlad King, and Twice. And Twice...and Twice... “LIFT, IZUKU! Lift, 
Twices! I don’t care how many of you die to achieve it!” he heard one of the Twices say...but by 
then Izuku had it under control, having found a solid place to lif from, and he pushed Runt away. 


“How...how could they do that?” he asked, softly. 


“[’m sorry.” Izuku replied, “When revenge’s all there is...it’s the only thing that matters.” He 
turned around, and started running. In an instant he reached the parking lot and saw tire marks, 
burnt into the pavement from driving with the handbrake still in place. 


He followed the tire marks a dozen metres, then they stopped, presumably when Hakurin had lifted 
the handbrake, but by then he knew that their van had headed for a jungle trail. He couldn’t know 
if the trail split off in the forest, if there would be any leads to follow, if they would be fast enough 
to reach a hiding place... 


But he started running. His dress shoes quickly got caked up in mud, as did his trousers, and every 
passing second he felt despair grow. Had they really managed to get away? Dad, Eri, Hitoshi...I’1l 
get you back! ’'ll GET YOU BACK! 


He was sprinting now, Full Cowling powering his steps, digging great treads into the mud, running 
almost blindly, clinging to the hope of hearing an engine, seeing the glint of a licence plate, 
anything ... 


And then he found them. Rounding a bend in the path, they were speeding as fast as their engine 
could take them in a van labelled “Mike’s Adventure Tourism’, the suspension low due to carrying 
the hundreds of kilos that the supersoldier weighed. 


He moved faster, closing the distance in three bounds, then he leapt, landing on top of the roof, 
plunging his fingers into the thin aluminium panel, then ripped it off. With the roof removed, he 
saw his family tied up in the back, duct tape over their mouths, their hands bound with military 
grade rope. 


He saw Hakurin driving, somehow keeping his vehicle on the road even through the sudden 
transformation to a convertible, but where was Silverback? He wasn’t with the hostages, he wasn’t 
in the passenger seat, where... 


He saw then that the left sliding door was open, and at the same time felt a palm strike crashing 
against his face, hard, almost sending him crashing to the trees on the side of the road...but it 
wasn’t all he felt with the strike. 


There was also a wet, sticky feeling stuck to his cheek and jaw. He saw Silverback’s red glowing 
eye, mocking him, filled with malice as he started to snake back into the van... 


He quickly countered, catching Silverback with a powerful kick that sent him crashing back into 
the van, then a finger snap aimed at one of the tires, popping it and making the van lurch 
uncontrollably. Izuku tried holding on to the van, but his grip felt weaker and weaker, and his 
fingers slipped. 


He was thrown off the van as it skidded, then corrected its path and managed to drive away, 
Hakurin regaining control of the vehicle quickly and speeding off...but one of the wheels was 
rolling directly into the mud, now that Izuku had destroyed the tire. It would be easy enough to 
follow their trail now, all he needed to do was get up from the dirt and run... 


But when he tried to power himself up with Full Cowling, it didn’t answer him. He couldn’t call 
upon One for All’s power. He reached for his cheek and saw that the liquid he had felt was orange 
paint; a Quirk blocker. And a lot of it. 


Like he had expected, his enemies had blocked his Quirk...but there couldn’t have been a worse 
moment to do so. If he ran back to the hotel with nothing but the strength of his legs, it might be 
too late to follow the trail, as a sudden rain might always show up in the jungle, and it would make 
it all futile. 


If he followed the trail, he was still too slow to catch up with them effectively, and with his phone 
destroyed by Runt, there was no way to call for help. 


Was it hopeless? Would he ever see his dad again? Little Eri? Hitoshi? 
“MOVE TO THE LEFT, YOU BASTARD!” 


Izuku obeyed on instinct, a crashing object nearly slamming into him, then covering them both in 
mud. Only a second later, as a gloved hand roughly wiped the mud off his face. “Kacchan?” 


“Fuck yeah, it’s me! And...fucking take cover!” He pulled Izuku down and to the side as someone 
else landed, but this time there was no muddy explosion. “Shit, why you gotta show off like that 
and make me look bad, hag?” 


“NUMBER ONE HERO MIRUKO?” Izuku asked, blinking hard as he saw her rise from the dirt 
with very torn jeans and a tank top, her eyes alert and aggressive. 


“No time to explain, broccoli kid. A very halfhearted "I am here" is all I can explain right now. 
There’s fuckery within the government. Those villains have got help. Hero help. How do we find 
“em?” 


“IT popped one of their tires, it'll drag through the mud unless they change it. And if they are 
changing it, you'll find them.” 


“Shit, Deku, you do got smarts sometime.” Bakugou said, a slasher smile on his lips, “Leave them 
to me, old witch?” 


“Nah, ’'m faster for now. Go get some others...make a rescue team, Deku!” Miruko said, then 
leapt away, following the van’s trail. "[ HAVE ASSES TO KICK!" 


“We'll get those bastards, Deku. All Might, the little one, Shinsou. We’ll break those villains and 
get our people bad.” Then he looked at Izuku’s cheek, concern growing in his face, “Wait...you’re 
hit. Does that mean...? One for All?” 


“T won’t need it to break the Iconoclast in two.” 


Chapter End Notes 


Who did Silverback shoot? Will Miruko kick some asses? See you next time with a 
few answers! 


Optical nerve, dust and blood 


The dark had receded, replaced by bright lights, everywhere that the creature looked. In the end, 
the doctor had decided for a mechanical solution, installing silicone and metal eyes on a frame that 
was then bolted onto the creature’s skull...and cables, tiny fibre optic cables, coated with an 
antiseptic, antibacterial, surgical grade plastic, plugged right into the creature’s optical nerves. 


The “eyes” were somehow closer to his old existence, when he had been a man, than any of his 
other senses...at least until the doctor taught him how to activate night vision and thermal vision 
modes. Even then, his brain had an easier time processing the visual data than it had the 
excruciating, constant bone pain. 


“Now, my Nomu, your eyes are well adjusted to your brain, and the lights...oh, are they TOO 
BRIGHT?” he laughed, his moustache bouncing on his lip, his left eye trembling slightly. Then he 
turned the brightness up, blinding the creature. 


The light became brighter, digging into the Nomu’s mind directly. His eyes darted around, looking 
for respite, but the light was everywhere, covering the entire lab, bathing the Synthetic in a white 
aura, making everything behind him vague. 


And then the light grew dimmer. His mechanical eyes finally adjusted, until all he could see was a 
moderately lit laboratory, the deranged doctor, and lines of code running across his eyes. He could 
understand nothing, having only learned to use the Latin alphabet and old Mbele hieroglyphs. He 
had no idea what the text said...but the doctor was smiling. 


“Good, good. Finally adjusted . Originally, I intended to keep you blind, brute forcing your other 
senses and the Quirks I’ve implanted to give you a semblance of vision far beyond the human 
eye...But you can’t look at screens. So...I gave you vision. Are you thankful? It doesn’t matter if 
you are...[ need you to watch what I will show you.” The doctor clapped his hands twice, then the 
Nomu’s restraints loosened, all but dropping him to the floor. One by one, the laboratory’s lights 
switched off, until only a lightbulb drone, hovering silently above the doctor’s shoulder, was left to 
light the way. “Follow me, my creation. I’ve spent a little too much time calibrating you, and 
neglected my other... duties .” 


The Nomu walked alongside the doctor, his feet awkward and alien, his stride longer than ever 
before, but his legs unsteady. The doctor guided him, his pace quick, hurried, “To my office, 
Nomu, chop chop!” 


The Nomu briefly considered attacking the doctor. His every waking moment for the last week had 
been spent cursing the man, fearing his knife, dreading whatever new devilry he would inject into 
his veins, terrified for every change that brought him further and further away from humanity. It 
was only natural that he would resent the doctor, that his death would be a coveted dream... 


But he couldn’t do it. The very moment aggression crossed his mind, he found his brain muddled, 
obscured by fog. He couldn’t recall his intent, and a look around only revealed the doctor. Text 
flashed across his vision, too quick to understand any of it, and images...a thousand in an instant. It 
made him confused, even less steady on his feet. My feet...J stand? A glance at his extremities 
found them unbound...a mercy, perhaps? J earned this? The Synthetic...he...did I want to do 
something to him? No... for him . He has orders for me. 


“Oh, it seems like the chem dispensers and the eye software almost synched, that explains the 
dazed look... Yes, yes, I can tell your expression, even with only half a face. Now, if your mind’s 


shaken out of that scrub and wash, walk .” His voice was usually genial, but manic, but the order... 
the order was cold as ice. 


And the Nomu walked. 


He walked down a corridor, then upstairs, through an imposing metal trapdoor that hinged 
upwards...and then the ruined carcass of a house. The ruins where Ubuyile had sold him to the 
doctor, the ruins where his torment had started. “Be a good lad and get into the alleyway. Right, 
left, right, left! Hurry up, you have left your days of “taking in the view” far behind!” 


The creature rushed forward, following the instructions. It felt natural to obey, it felt just right. But 
in the back of his mind, he knew it was very, very wrong... 


At the end of the alley they found a rusty door and walked through it. The Nomu expected ruins, 
just like the ones they had just seen, but instead he found himself walking into a comfortable, if 
slightly barebones, living room, the walls lined with a bookshelf, a big fridge and a pantry. 


The doctor motioned for the Nomu to stand beside a couch, while he grabbed a few snacks from 
the pantry and sat down on the couch with a heavy sigh. He reached into his coat and produced a 
tablet, clicked on it a few times, and a large TV at the back of the room switched on, showing the 
shaky view of a helmet camera. The High End he showed me...Balrog. 


“Pay attention, Nomu. You remember Balrog? He set out to Hawaii days ago, tirelessly flying, 
making a beeline for this place: the Royal Kahului Hotel. The spot your friends have just attacked, 
if the timeline they had on their phones is true...What?” he stared at the Nomu, then grinned, 
“Didn’t think I’d hack the kid’s phone? Your chieftain lucked out, carrying everything in his 
armour undersuit, but I still got everything I could want from the instant they walked here. And... 
of course, ’'m using them .” 


He pointed at the TV, where the Nomu saw a jungle extending in the distance, and an instant later, 
the view was jerked 180 degrees around with a quick swipe of the Synthetic’s finger across the 
tablet. Now the Nomu could see the target hotel in the distance, its tall tower damaged by smoke 
and fire, and a massive cloud of gunsmoke coming from the beach. 


“BALROG! Good work!” the Synthetic yelled into a microphone on the tablet, then the screen 
image was rewound quickly, going back one hour, all the smoke disappearing, the sounds of music 
and laughter in the distance. 


“This is about when the wedding started...J shan’t bore you with the days of conversation 
regarding the genetic and eugenic curiosities that Izuku Midoriya and Himiko Toga might bring to 
the world...” The picture was fast forwarded again, bringing the smoke back, “Anyway, spot 
Balrog’s position? You see, creature, this is the true mark of a High End. Autonomy . Balrog got to 
the target area, narrowly avoiding radars and cameras...I had a shouting match against the little shit 
yesterday, the Navy nearly caught him with a drone... Nearly . 


“But he got there. Like a bat in the night, he moved unseen, dug himself a hole in the jungle...and 
waited. He didn’t have to wait long, only a couple hours...and then he popped his head above the 
treeline. And he has been watching. Waiting. Ready for a very, very special moment.” 


The Synthetic clicked the tablet once more, and text showed up on the screen. Another click, and it 
turned to something the Nomu could understand. Heroes. Soldiers. Villains...and numbers of each. 
“You see, Balrog was one of several Nomus that my father used as a testbed for copying a very, 
very special Quirk; Search. The original one ended up going for our Master, All for One!” His 
voice was full of reverence...and fear. 


“Then a good, almost perfect copy was implanted in one of father’s most radical experiments, a 
man named Nine...who coincidentally was also the ninth test subject for father’s very best project; 
synthetic All for One. But he wasn’t satisfied, no. We made modifications... mutations to Search. 
And Balrog here...he has a very imperfect, unorthodox, completely experimental version of 
Search.” 


The “heroes” category flashed brightly, as the number under “active” diminished by one, while 
“Quirk neutralised” rose by one, too. “Search could pinpoint dozens of Quirks and know 
something about them. Including weaknesses. Balrog’s Search determines locations by “sniffing 
out” the person’s Quirk factor and through a little computer in his skull...we can cross reference 
the Quirks he spots with people registered in any Japanese hospital, government building or school. 
And they show up in this camera interface, just like he sees them! Of course, he can’t fully 
comprehend all the data...but I can. The numbers tell me everything! Hero, civilian...We have 
them all. A little tinkering of my own, with Hero Net’s laughably bad systems... Et voila.” 


A holographic map appeared, showing dozens of icons and names, even nicknames, but none 
matched those Ubuyile had shared with the crew. The Nomu did not know any target, not at first. 


“You were just a grunt. If I hadn’t made you more , you’d have had your skull bashed in by 
Eraserhead, or your tendons slashed by Himiko Toga, you would maybe even be killed over there. 
That’s the fate all your “friends” now share. Except Silverback. He’s still active, and oh what a 
display! Everywhere his tag shows up, Quirk factor decreases, injuries rise. Would you like me to 
make him just like you ?” 


The Nomu nodded viciously. He gurgled some spit, trying to voice a “yes”. The commando’s fate 
should be as bad...no...it should be worse, for betraying the creature. J must... must see him suffer. 
It was...easy for him. We were to honour the Gods’ will together, all of us...and they sold me. And 
now...now I have nothing, nothing except what the doctor can give... 


“Oh, I knew you’d like my idea, little one! If Balrog doesn’t get bored ...it might just happen. Now 
look around the map, creature. Find a text tag saying “Aizawa”. Doesn’t matter which. Lift your 
hand and point!” The Nomu raised his arm and focused his new eyes, trying as hard as he could to 
find the names... 


He found two grouped together, symbols above the text that meant nothing for the Nomu, 
advancing quickly across the map’s beach portion, at a sprint, it seemed, only steps behind another 
tag labelled “Izumi Kouta”. Then his eyes darted to the area labelled “Hotel Lobby”, and his eyes 
found the requested tag, “Eri Aizawa’, just an instant before his gaze settled on Ubuyile’s map tag. 
Traitor... 


“Good, good! They are a strong family. Gifted with very, very useful Quirks. Erasure, Outburst, 
Rewind... You will have one of them. Don’t get greedy and covet them all, now, preferably we 
will target Erasure, but either will be tremendous for you...and your brothers to come. Now, look 
again. See that one is isolated from her family. Evi , and her Rewind.” 


The Synthetic chuckled, right as he took a bite from his snack, some kind of Japanese pastry that 
the Nomu had never eaten, that he no longer identified as pleasant smelling after all the changes . 
The doctor laughed a little more, from some unspoken joke only he could know, and almost 
choked on the food. “Keep your eyes on the screen, little creature, and look at the power you shall 
have!” 


The Eri tag started moving faster, retreating to the parking lot. Rewind...what is Rewind? What 
does it do? “Oho! Rewind is moving fast, Silverback and that flunky villain, Iconoclast, are 
starting to retreat! I wonder...what is their plan? Who cares. If he lives, I will use him, if not...Oh, 


look! Eri’s still there...and excellent, the Quirk factor signature is still impressively strong! Yes, 
yes...Now, Balrog, prepare to follow at a distance.” 


The camera started moving, as the High End moved from treetop to treetop in shallow jumps, 
making sure to hide his presence with every landing, until he overlooked a forest road. “Of course, 
creature, I know exactly where this road leads...but watch on. This promises to be exciting!” 


A van appeared, speeding as fast as its engine could go, tearing through the jungle like a bullet... 
and a moment later, something started catching up to it. At first the Nomu couldn’t quite identify 
the shape, but his eyes adjusted...and it was a man. A well built young man, on the shorter side, 
green hair pushed back by the sheer speed of his pursuit. 


The Beast . The hero who could beat an army on his own, if the rumours were true. And now he 
had clawed onto the van and ripped off the roof, and Balrog’s Search Quirk surrounded The Beast 
with floating numbers and symbols, glowing in a radioactive, electric green, all of them etched into 
the High End’s very eyes . 


The Nomu watched intently, not knowing what to think. The traitor Ubuyile was in the Beast’s 
path, ready to take his rage head on...but still the Nomu hated the Beast. He hated them both, and 
the gods would never be merciful enough to let both be killed. 


They are not merciful , he thought, as he watched Ubuyile pounce forward, punching at the Beast 
with an open hand...and the green numbers and symbols of Search started fading rapidly, turning 
grey and muted quickly, overwhelmed as the Beast fell. Another hero then appeared as 
“neutralised”. 


“T...I didn’t quite expect that to happen. Fascinating...that had to be fifty or more of the Quirk 
blockers I fabricated...I will keep that in mind for another day.” the doctor muttered, then spoke 
up, “Balrog, follow that vehicle! Stay at least two miles behind, and STOP JUMPING! Someone 
might see you! Jog along the trees or something, stupid!” 


He munched on his snacks for a minute, then looked at the Nomu with eyes wide, pointing at the 
holographic map still overlayed on the High End’s camera, “That symbol...that NAME! She isn’t 
supposed to be there! NO! Not that fucking rabbit . This won’t do...this won’t do! Balrog! Double 
time it, get to the dusty hotel ruins! Take a shortcut, goddammit! MOVE! You have to act now, or 
she will undo us!” 


A blur flashed beyond the trees, and the Synthetic froze the image feed in place. The blur had 
moved faster than the speeding van had, it was about as fast as the Beast...and now that the 
Synthetic had paused the picture, the Nomu could see the blur’s source. 


It was a woman, her face sporting a vicious, bloodthirsty grin and sharp, violent eyes with long 
lashes. A woman built for agility and power, every muscle trained for combat. Balrog’s Search 
flared with a silver aura around the woman, holograms of statistics and formulas orbiting her...she 
was very powerful. 


And, to the Synthetic’s obvious distress, she had bunny ears. 


Hakurin’s heart was beating so hard that it echoed in his ears. He had somehow managed to drive 


the van back to the hideout at the abandoned hotel, without crashing, running on a flat tire for the 
last few miles. 


And while Deku did his best to stop them. 


He’d remember those green eyes in the rearview mirror till the day he died. He’d remember the 
surprisingly loud tearing sound of the roof being ripped off, as easy as if it had been a sheet of 
paper. And then the van losing all balance as Silverback lunged out from the side door and got 
lucky at catching Deku with the Quirk blockers...but not before the tire was taken out. 


For the rest of the trip, fear and anxiety had pushed everything far, far away, until only the wheel, 
the pedals and the road in front of them existed. Only wet earth and breakneck turns in the jungle 
road remained, making Hakurin forget his broken arm for a while. 


Now, as he jumped off the van, he muttered a short prayer of thanks, to whichever god might hear, 
that Americans still preferred driving automatics, and that he’d managed most of the journey with a 
single good hand. 


As he breathed deeply, leaning against the van, trying to lower his heart rate and calm himself 
down from the panic of their flight, Silverback kicked the van’s backdoor open. With almost 
inhuman speed, the supersoldier had already tied up all three hostages’ hands with duct tape, 
wrapped tight around their wrists several times, even the girl. One by one, Silverback got them all 
off the van; throwing Shinsou to the ground and making him scream in agony, pushing All Might 
forward with a kick that landed him on the mud on hands and knees, then screaming at Eri to 
move. 


The little one, Eri, was absolutely terrified, that was clear, her eyes were wide and twitchy, close to 
tears...but somehow, she wasn’t shaking as she walked forward. 


“Into the hotel. Move.” Silverback ordered. Eri helped All Might to his feet and then made a move 
for Shinsou, only for Silverback to conspicuously tap the pistol at his side, stopping her in her 
tracks. He grabbed Shinsou by the back of the head, then swung him over to his shoulder, the 
young man’s pain only growing stronger. Then he turned to Eri, “Helping him up would be a 
waste. He can’t move by himself now.” 


The girl’s eyes grew even wider, and Hakurin thought he saw the shadow of doubt clouding them 
for an instant. Red eyes...just like Shigaraki. But...this one’s just a kid. Not...not the monster who 
denies himself. Not the villain. She’s a pawn in this game, not a Symbol of anything... 


“Iconoclast, walk. There might not be much time, and there is much to do.” The idea of retreating 
had never been much discussed in planning sessions. Sure, they had stashed food and other 
supplies to hide and wait out police pursuit after the attack took place, but the hideout was a dusty 
ruin, even less defensible than it would have been back when it was a hotel. 


Hakurin followed the supersoldier’s lead, and started putting one foot in front of the other, trying 
hard not to bend over and puke. Wind had picked up from the coast, trade winds swiftly making 
their way all over the Pacific, and the salty air threatened to make him heave, so he looked 
upwards, making his breathing his full focus. 


In and out...in and out. In the distance he saw clouds approaching from the east, heavy and grey 
with rain, pushed by the fast winds. 


He’d studied Hawaii enough to know that the archipelago's monsoon season, which starts roughly 
on November, could be unpredictable, even for trained meteorologists; all forecasts for the day had 


shown sunny skies and a fresh breeze, perfect for a beach day...perfect for a wedding , but the 
sudden, unexpected storm clouds were about to change that quickly. 


“Silverback, those clouds...” 


“A storm changes nothing for what comes next.” Whatever happened next, a few raindrops 
wouldn’t change Hakurin’s conviction, or the will of his enemies. 


They walked to the room where the crew had rested the night before the attack, and Hakurin saw 
everyone’s belongings still strewn about. Grease’s blanket was just as messy as she’d left it, and 
Runt’s change of clothes was just as neatly folded. Runt... 


Silverback placed Shinsou on the floor, pushing him against the wall. The young hero’s condition 
had only grown worse on the trip, as Silverback had not bothered securing him with a seatbelt, 
letting him tumble around the back. The constant pain was clearly pleasing the supersoldier, who 
seemed to recover more of his confidence watching Shinsou up close. The other two hostages sat 
next to him, but Silverback’s helmet didn’t move an inch, his gaze still fixed on Shinsou’s, who 
looked right back at him. 


If his face wasn’t so thoroughly mangled, Hakurin might have been able to tell the young hero’s 
expression...but he could read nothing as he currently was, with a single indigo eye peering back, 
the other one blocked by a disgustingly swollen, bruised and broken cheekbone. 


“Are you awake, little demon?” Silverback said, taking Shinsou’s jaw in his hand...or rather, 
putting the broken ends of it together, then turning it to better look at him. “A wretch like you 
withstanding this amount of pain...almost admirable. Your screams have been sweet, demon. Your 
agony pleases the Gods...” 


“That’s en-” All Might intervened, his voice booming in, as powerful as it had always been...but 
Hakurin cut him off with a kick to the stomach. He put all his fear, anger and anxiety into the kick 
and watched the man double over, their eyes meeting for a brief instant. 


“No talk, All Might! They have unfinished business...just like you and I.” 


All Might’s black and blue eyes scanned Hakurin, pausing by his broken arm and softening up for 
an instant, then becoming strong again, steadfast, brave. “I know, young man. I know all about 
your revenge. Your friend Runt told us...he even blurted out your name. Hakurin...Hakurin Hidan, 
aren’t you?” 


“How...WHY DO YOU KNOW MY NAME? Answer me!” Hakurin yelled, getting right on All 
Might’s face. From the corner of his eye, Hakurin saw the girl, Eri, her gaze moving from hero to 
hero, growing more worried by the second, losing hope. 


“T know the names of every person who died in Kamino, Hakurin.” All Might said, his voice filled 
with sadness. “Each and every one. I know them by heart, just like I know the names of every 
other person I didn’t manage to save. There’s thousands of them, pulling at my soul.” 


“Bullshit.” Hakurin said, then spat on the floor. “That’s all lies!” 


He smiled sadly, then replied, “Hakurin, no amount of words I say can be enough. I know that. 
Talking about all the orphanages that allowed me to donate money, or all the orphans that we have 
helped at UA would be nothing more than wind for your ears, after years of pain, of building up 
that grudge in your heart. Defeating All for One that day was a sacrifice .” 


“A sacrifice that meant nothing when he escaped. A mistake that Tomura Shigaraki fixed for you. 


It was ALL futile, All Might...and my family paid for it. You know their names, right? Do you 
know their faces? Remember their voices? How their omurice tasted, how warm their hugs were? 
You took them , you and All for One. Dozens of lives, dozens of futures... gone .” 


“Their futures were snuffed out, yes.” All Might admitted, his intense gaze making Hakurin back 
down and take a step away. “I'll carry that weight till I die. But your future, Hakurin...every 
second that passes the future turns darker.” 


“Tomura spoke about that, you know? My future. That if I surrendered, Deku would give me “a 
second chance”’...That’s what he spoke about, right before he clasped his hand OVER MY FACE!” 
Hakurin said, watching All Might’s expression darken. Yes...the Tenko Shimura you gave a 
“second chance” to...he was THIS close to killing me! “He did that...right until he couldn’t .” 


“What... happened? I saw him-” 


“I was SAVED! Rescued at the last moment by a TRAITOR! And now...now I’m here.” Hakurin 
spat again, this time at All Might’s chest. “Had to clean my mouth after saying your...your words. 
When your son arrives, what do you think will hurt the most? If I cover you in a cloud of 
phosphorus, choking you out, then set it aflame? Or if I do that to-” 


“STOP!” Hakurin turned around to find Silverback slowly pulling a tooth from Shinsou’s mouth 
and Eri yelling back. Her voice was surprisingly powerful, even managing to make Silverback stop 
for an instant. “You...you’re villains. We know how big and evil and terrible you are. He’s already 
hurt, how much more stupid torture will you do?” 


“Shut up!” Hakurin yelled, turning towards the kid. Has her horn always been so big? It doesn’t 
matter... “V've decided now, you die first, you fucking brat. Ever had nightmares? Ever hurt 
yourself with a hot stove, with fire? Il kill you, in just a few moments, when it HURTS the most!” 


All Might’s voice then smashed against Hakurin, almost as if he had been punched, “That’s 
enough. Enough threats, enough anger. She is achild , even younger than you were when 
orphaned. Think of your siblings, of the other children that lost so much... You say this vengeance 
is for your family’s stolen future...would you steal the future of a girl who has already suffered so, 
so much? Does this honour your family’s memory? How can this pain pay back for theirs? How, 
Hakurin? How does an innocent child’s blood on your hands become acceptable?Did your friends 
fight for this?” 


“Runt and Grease, they...they knew all along that we would kill-” 


“Did your friends know you’d leave them behind? Betray them? Have a war criminal shoot them 
down?” 


Hakurin said nothing for a while, but inside him anger rose. He’s right. Even if we were ready to 
die for this, ready to cast aside our humanity for this blood...they never expected betrayal. I never 
expected it from them either, never ...And I...I have kept on going. Kept the plan going, even 
knowing that my last companion shot my best friend in cold blood, and would have shot him dead 
if it had been slightly more convenient. 


“Stay quiet, All Might. Next time you open your mouth, it’ll be toscream .” Hakurin said, his 
voice barely above a whisper. His eye had started twitching and his broken arm hurt more and 
more as adrenalyn faded away. 


“Silverback...we have to talk. There’s a side room over there. They won’t run,” Hakurin said, 
before kicking All Might again, “They know they can’t get far while carrying that...one.” He 


pointed vaguely at Shinsou with his healthy hand. 


“We have much to discuss, Iconoclast.” Silverback said, and his voice was cold, colder than 
Hakurin had ever heard. More dangerous than he’d ever heard. Am I next, just like Runt? A pistol 
shot in the kneecap, just one more expendable pawn for him to get his own revenge? No...look at 
the damage they inflicted on his armour. The acid, Deku’s kicks...he’s far from invulnerable, and 
he knows . He needs me. I’m still an asset...the only one he has left. And, if I’m to have any chance 
of surviving Deku at this point...I'll need him too. 


There was little time to process everything that happened as Chizome barged into the hotel’s lobby 
hall, rushing in alongside lida and Uraraka. The wounds sustained in his fight against Sobek were 
only worsened with the sprint, but he wouldn’t let the heroes leave him behind. 


As they made their way into the hall, his senses were assaulted; the overwhelming scent of the 
blood Toga had spilled, the fear pheromones reeking from every hostage on their knees or prone. 


Deku and Toga facing down three villains, one of them armoured, one giant, the uneasy sight of 
two dozen Twice clones and some of the remaining heroes showing up on the rearguard and 
overwhelming a small squad of reinforcements that had showed up, making a ruckus, Tenko 
Shimura and the blue airhead showing up through a door...and the pink haired inventor sprinting 
madly behind everyone, carrying the other inventor, the blonde, on her shoulders, flanked by the 
blonde’s father, by Tailman and the faint shimmer in the air of the Invisible Girl . 


In a moment they were gone, crossing over into the police barricade beyond the hotel, and the 
Twices had all but one of the rearguard villains subdued, leaving only a woman armed with two 
shotguns, who was apparently saving her ammo by bludgeoning any clone that got too close, 
hitting them with enough force to dissolve them. 


Chizome’s piercing gaze quickly noticed that the clones were dressed in the villain’s old, ugly 
jumpsuit, while the original still had his dress, that Chizome considered garish, ostentatious and 
loud, a true fashion crime worth getting stabbed over, and he could also see that all of them were 
covered in paint; their Quirk was blocked. 


With now closer to a dozen Twices, the female villain seemed like she might have a chance. 


“Ochako, look!” Iida said, keeping his voice in hushed tones, “Izuku and Toga have most of the 
hostages under control, but...” 


“They have Eri! All Might! And...oh god, is that Shinsou?” 


“Tt...dammit, he is. Such injuries...if we had our Quirks still...” he shook his head angrily, “No 
point in freezing over what we can’t do, we have to help.” 


“Stain! We have to go right there with the hostages the second there’s an opening and-” Uraraka’s 
eyes darted to the back, as the female villain, dressed like a sukeban delinquent, twirled a shotgun 
in her hand, turning it over, and bashed a Twice clone over the head with it. “Scratch that. Look at 
her, she’s moving little by little to the lobby, saving those shotgun shells for Deku and Himiko, 
check how she’s glancing at them! They’re caught up with the other villains, they might not see it 
coming!” 


“Let’s chop her in two.” Chizome replied, grasped his high-frequency blade in an icepick grip, then 
started moving quietly. Around him, he heard the villains and Deku yelling back and forth, but he 
tuned it out. His focus was now the sukeban villain. 


She was masked, as was apparently the case for everyone without a crocodile head among the 
villains, wearing a creepy doll mask cracked and broken on one side, and her coat was singed and 
blasted. She already met Ground Zero, I see. That shit-tier hero must have been preoccupied if he 
didn’t knock her out, at least. 


“Attack, boys!” 
“Attack yourself, Twice! That woman’s no joke!” 
“How about you heroes help already?” 


The Pussycats had gotten closer, as had Tensei lida, surrounding the sukeban. Tensei. No Quirk, if 
that paint on you means anything, you’ve only had your legs back for a year, and you’re still 
fighting? I’ve been so, so wrong about you....Now do something useful and kick that delinquent 
already. But instead, Tensei moved to strike a soldier that tried rising, a stashed knife now in 
hand...falling quickly to an accurate, well aimed kick to the jaw. 


“Good one, brother!” Tenya called as they reached the elder lida, both brothers immediately 
guarding each other’s backs on instinct. “We should all strike at once!” 


“Let’s do that!” Tensei replied, with that confident, easygoing grin of his, as if his brother had 
suggested something as casual as buying sweets at a convenience store. 


The sukeban glanced around once more, her gaze now fixing on the armoured villain on the other 
side of the hall. She muttered under her breath, and only Chizome, with his instincts and senses 
honed by urban hunting, could listen, “Fuck, Iconoclast didn’t mention Silverback looking like that 
...And how he ain’t even glancing at his soldiers all around...Shit, will he cut us off the bounties? 
Gotta stop playing around-” 


With catlike grace and agility, Mandalay and Ragdoll pounced on the villain, making her retreat to 
avoid a sweeping kick and a slash of Mandalay’s blood-covered hands. She pointed one of the 
shotguns at them, causing the Pussycats to both roll out of the way in unison. 


“Yeah, sisters, go!” yelled one of the Twice clones, lunging forward with an outstretched arm, 
swatting the shotgun down, clattering across the floor, before the sukeban smashed the second one 
down, breaking the clone’s neck as she muttered curses. 


“Fuck, fuck...Should have picked something with more bullets...” 


She started running, raising her remaining shotgun to aim at Deku and Toga, close enough now 
that the shotgun pellets might hit both if she pointed it right...but she found herself blindsided by 
Uraraka, who greeted her with an uppercut that cracked the mask further. 


“Now, lidas, clones! Take her dow-” 


Chizome’s blood froze when the air was pierced by a gunshot. More than a pistol, it had sounded 
like a cannon , and the echo shook Chizome’s fine-tuned eardrums. For a terrible, terrifying instant, 
he feared that All Might had been shot. 


The villains were clearly cowards, but to execute a hostage, especially someone like All Might... 
that was the lowest of the low, worth nothing more than abject hatred and vengeance. If the 


greatest hero had been felled by a simple, worthless piece of lead... 


His eyes darted, finding All Might still in the giant villain’s arms, still alive. Thank goodness...I’m 
confused enough as it is, losing All Might would take what little certainty I have. He found the gun, 
then, in the hands of the armoured villain, then followed the path the bullet had taken... 


And he saw a Twice clone, his skull split open right as he tried taking the sukeban’s shotgun 
away. 


A second shot rang, fractions of a second after the first. 


And Chizome saw the sukeban villain’s mask explode into a hundred fragments, along with bits of 
her skull and brain matter. The supersoldier had shot his own ally, perhaps to cut her off the 
rewards as she had muttered, perhaps some other reason. 


The one thing Chizome was certain of was that he would shoot again. The armoured villain’s aim 
had shifted only slightly, so the next shot would likely hit close... Ingenium. Both of them... 
Uravity. They’re all too close. 


He felt the feeling again. The feeling that had once made him enrol in hero school, the feeling he 
had lost as he had grown jaded and disillusioned. The pull , calling him forward, calling him to lay 
his life on the line, to serve. To do what was right , no matter how righteous, how “correct”, how 
true it was. 


He jumped forward, his leg muscles tensing to the fullest, then releasing, straining his ankles and 
toes as they dealt fully with the push. One of his legs rose, bringing the knee chest high...then 
released again, kicking Uraraka to the side, falling to the ground a metre away. 


He twisted in the air, his arms extended, reaching out, and his left hand managed to push Tensei 
away, just as his shoulder crashed against Tenya and pushed him, just a few inches further away. 


The third shot sounded, one full second after the second. The explosion leaving the barrel was just 
as loud, but this time Chizome didn’t hear the bullet whistling past until it was too late. 


At that moment, he fe/t it. His right shoulder and upper arm had now occupied the same spot 
Tenya’s head had an instant prior...and the bullet tore through with such power that Chizome spun 
in the air as he fell down. 


The pain was great, and the blood...he smelled his own blood, so much of his own blood. The 
misty, vapourized blood of the bullet passing through him, and the red blood oozing from the 
wound after he hit the floor...his fine sense of smell could tell just how much oxygen he was 
losing through it, how much time he’d need to bleed out, how close death was. 


He shifted his head, away from the smell and sight of his arm, nearly torn off just below the 
shoulder, and stared in awe at the commotion before him; Izuku and Toga had attacked, furiously, 
viciously, and the giant was now bleeding, Toga moving all around to defeat the big man, while 
Deku kicked down the supersoldier, denting metal with every strike. 


He felt proud of them, at that moment. Izuku was as good a hero as there might ever be and Toga... 
Chizome was sure that the girl would always watch Izuku’s back. The shadow defending the light, 
yes. She’s not a hero, won’t ever be...but she’s what Izuku needs. And they’ll change Japan in ways 
Ill never know now... 


The corners of Chizome’s vision started to fade. Even a massive phosphorus explosion in front of 
his eyes became muted, and his ears more muffled. More shots were fired and the giant toppled; 


the supersoldier had truly turned traitor, it seemed. 
People rushed all around Chizome. Some helped the hostages, some moved towards the giant. 


And above him, Chizome saw the lidas. He saw no hesitation in Tenya’s eyes as he tore his belt off 
his trousers and tied it firmly around Chizome’s arm, above the massive gunshot wound. 


“Stain!” he heard Tensei yell, faintly, as his left hand was grabbed firmly, “Akaguro! Stay 
awake!” 


He felt the air shifting, and watched the dust trail left by Izuku running, chasing after the villains. 
Rescue them, boy. They’re true heroes, even the little girl, I am sure of it. You’re one, too. 


He gazed back at the lida’s, then, and tried to smile, but only ended up coughing. “Don’t try 
talking, Akaguro, your injury is serious and you’re close to going into shock-” 


Vlad King barged in, looking paler than ever and in serious pain himself, holding several gunshot 
wounds shut with his blood control Quirk. He knelt next to Chizome and said, “Stain, hold still. 
Ingenium, do you know his blood type?” 


“It is B.” Tenya answered, holding the improvised tourniquet even tighter. 


“Same as me, then, thank goodness.” the hero said, straining to smile, then blood started flowing 
from one of his injuries to Chizome’s, and then started clotting rapidly into an ugly scab. “I don’t 
have enough for a transfusion, I’ve lost blood too...but I can close the flow for a short while... 
Tensei, you have to get to the police barricade, right away....” 


“Stay alive, Akaguro, don’t you leave us now, you little shit.” Tensei said, giving a final squeeze to 
Chizome’s hand, and started running to the hotel’s entrance. 


“Why...why are you doing this, hero?” Chizome managed, looking directly at Vlad King. 


“With blood Quirks, we’re immune to any disease that one might get with this... unorthodox 
method. Sharing a blood type means it’s pretty much safe ...but I’d do it even if it wasn’t. Lives 
have to be saved and...that villain right there, we won’t be able to save her, of course not. Makes 
me want to work harder and save those I can.” 


Chizome didn’t know how to respond. He had never thought too highly of Vlad King, but now... 
his life was in his hands. And he felt certain they were safe hands. /f J survive...if I live, I must find 
a new path. I must change, one way or another. 


“Uncle! Mr. Stainy!” Toga’s voice preceded her, rushing into Chizome’s view. She placed a soft, 
comforting hand on the hero’s shoulder, then she turned, ran and jumped to hug Uraraka, who was 
just now rising from the floor after Chizome’s sudden and possibly lifesaving kick. “Ochako!” 


The two girls hugged briefly, and an instant later Toga’s fangs and gold eyes filled Chizome’s 
vision. “Mr. Stainy! What happened?” 


“His heart grew three sizes that day.” Tenya said, chuckling, as Ochako moved next to him and 
took over holding the tourniquet for a moment. 


“T’m the Hero Killer, not the fucking Grinch.” Chizome replied. 


“He saved us. Again.” Ochako said, and Toga nodded, a grin spreading across her face. 


“He’ll live?” 
“He will, Pll make sure of that.” Vlad King replied, “‘ Where...where is your brother?” 


“My commander made sure he got away safely, uncle.” Toga said, her voice gentler than usual. 
“T...[ just needed to make sure you guys were all okay...or at least alive. I’m glad-” 


“HIMIKO!” the pink hero, Alien Queen, suddenly burst into the conversation, her round, cheerful 
eyes narrowed in focus, her jaw set with grim determination, “Where are they? Where is Hito? Am 
I...too late?” 


“Izu-Izu is chasing them, Mina!” Toga replied. Alien Queen’s tense shoulders slumped for a 
moment, the first ounce of relief she’d gotten, it seemed, and she relaxed further as Toga hugged 
her tightly, “I’m stealing a car right away and going after them. Izu-Izu is faster, but Ill still fight 
by his side.” 


“Count me in, Himiko. They...they have my Hito. They have All Might...no offence, Mr. Vlad, 
but... All Might was my favourite teacher back at UA. He never gave quizzes!” 


“No offence taken, Ashido.” he said with a chuckle that turned to a cough. 


“And they...those bastards took little Eri...She’s a literal sunshine child! I hate “em, Himiko! 
They’ re bullies, all these villains. Worse than bullies.” 


“T couldn’t agree more. They have to be stopped...by any means necessary.” 
“Niece, do you really have a plan?” Vlad King asked. 


Toga nodded, her smile unable to hide the violence in her eyes, “Kill the supersoldier. Kill the 
Iconoclast, if we have to.” 


“Then take this.” Chizome said. He was weak, weaker than he’d ever felt, and the effort was great, 
but he reached his sword, lying on the floor nearby, “The armoured man’s got a longer reach than 
you two...this blade will shorten the distance.” He picked the sword by the blade and offered it to 
Toga, who swiftly took the handle. 


“Thanks,” she gave the HF blade a practice swing and smiled, appreciating it, “Not my usual style, 
but it’1l most certainly do...” 


Alien Queen spoke then, as the two girls turned to the parking lot, already eyeing a fast car to use, 
“Come on, let’s go! Every second counts! We’ll make them regret ever coming here. Regret 
messing with us .” 


You say drive 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


Eri had been taken. 


In the back of his mind, Kouta had known it was always a possibility that one of them could get 
hurt in the battle, maybe even killed. It had gotten so very close when the soldiers had shown up, 
but All Might, Inko, and even that old idiot Hisashi had fought and beat them all up. 


And then the giant had shown up. One of his arms was hurt, so he could only lunge for one person, 
a single hostage that might break the heroes’ morale. It was a standard villain tactic, big bro Deku 
had taught them once, and targeting kids was one of the most universal ways to get heroes angry, 
anxious and overwhelmed with worry. 


The giant had looked at Eri for a long time, as he spoke about revenge and payback, as All Might 
countered with wise words. And in the last instant, Kouta had felt the hand rushing towards him, a 
hand large enough to wrap around his torso twice over. 


He had been sure that the hand was going for him. That he would have been the hostage. 
He wasn’t. 


Eri had looked at him, they had shared a smile, and then she stepped towards the hand, taking the 
sacrifice upon herself, and All Might had jumped in, bravely making sure she wouldn’t get crushed 
by the hand...but she didn’t get away, not in time. 


Kouta’s eyes burned with salty tears, and his throat roared with a yell that his ears didn’t hear. He 
ran, as fast as he could, and nowhere near fast enough, as the giant leapt down back to the beach 
and jumped in an arc, crashing into the hotel’s food court on the other side of the beach. 


Kouta ran up to the edge of the house, undaunted by the height of the fall through the hole in the 
wall. 2’ll just roll when I land and keep running. They aren’t getting away! NEVER! I’m getting Eri 
back! She’s...she’s my friend! He took a deep breath and readied for the jump, readying his worst 
curses if the landing was painful, but completely unwilling to change his course of action. 


It was what a hero did, what All Might had just done in front of Kouta’s eyes, what Deku did when 
saving him from Muscular. What his parents had done all throughout their careers, up to the very 
end. 


One of his feet left the ground, then the other, then- 


“Got you.” Mr. Aizawa’s stern voice was equal measures fear and relief as his arms closed around 
Kouta and brought him back into the building, and then onto the floor, where the father gently 
placed Kouta down. “That’s a four metre drop, kid. Even / might bust my ankle if I fumble that 
drop. You’ re not trying that, not today and definitely not here.” 


“But...Aizawa, they have Eri! Where did you...doesn’t matter! They have my friend! We have to 
save her, I have to help!” 


Aizawa held Kouta in what turned out to be a somewhat stiff, awkward hug, and said, “Eri’s got a 
good friend in you, kid. ’'m glad you’re around. And...” he sighed, “You’re stubborn, aren’t you, 


future problem child?” 
“Yes sir.” Kouta replied. 
“Just like your aunt...for some things.” Aizawa said, with a familiarity Kouta found awkward. 


A gentle hand then placed itself on Kouta’s hair, softly ruffling it, and he heard Ms. Joke’s voice. 
Normally so cheerful, today she sounded angry , on a warpath, but her anger wasn’t directed at 
Kouta, “And like All Might, and Izuku, and a majority of the heroes around you. If we start 
running right now, I’m sure you'll sprint right behind us, try and get ahead of us, save our daughter 
yourself, right?” 


“T...[ have to try, Miss Emi...She...Eri is my friend. My best friend.” Kouta said, as if the words 
were anywhere close to accurately explaining all he felt. 


“Come on, then.” Aizawa said, shaking his head, “I trust you, Kouta. You’re a good kid, and I 
know your intentions are the best.” His words made Kouta’s face turn hotter, feeling weirdly 
flattered by Eri’s dad saying that kind of stuff. “That means I know what’s in your mind right now. 
I know you’ll ignore me and sprint if I make you stay. So we’ll go together. Every second counts, 
so you will obey me when I order you. I say take cover, and you do it . Understood?” 


“YES SENSEI!” 
“You're still too little to call me that. Until you pass the UA entrance exam, don’t call me that.” 
“Ummm...what then? Just calling you Mister feels...lame? Do I call you father?” 


Aizawa’s eyes widened, and somehow a giggle broke through Joke’s stress and worry, and she 
started poking her husband’s arm playfully, “Maybe someday, eh, Shouta?” 


“Emi, for the love of...Kouta, it does not matter. You better keep up, for we will not slow down. 
We have the entire beach to cross...and we’re taking the stairs, you reckless jumper. Understood?” 
Kouta nodded quickly, and they started running, climbing down the stairs two steps at a time, then 
sprinting across the sand. 


Kouta’s legs started to tire halfway to the pools, but he pushed through. The Aizawas had given 
him a chance to help , and that was so much more than anyone would let a kid do...but at the same 
time, he would listen and obey the instant Aizawa told him to do something. /’m still too little to 
save Eri on my own. I can’t change that, I can’t make myself grow a foot taller and with muscles 
as big as big bro Mirio, I can’t make my Quirk strong in an instant and save Eri and smile together 
again and forget we were ever scared... 


No, it’s not about forgetting we were scared. It’s...it’s that we will always be brave together! 


In through the nose, out through the mouth, keeping up with the running speed set by Aizawa, who 
was injured in a couple places, and the bandage on his shoulder was stained with a growing 
crimson blot. Ms. Joke wasn’t at her best, either, covered with more bruises than Kouta could 
count, and she seemed to be powering through it all by sheer tenacity. 


At the moment the Aizawas weren’t acting as heroes, Kouta knew. They were acting as parents, 
ready to go above and beyond to get their child out of harm's way, no matter the cost...and he 
thought that was very, very cool. It was certainly not a part of adulthood that Kouta had much 
pondered when he and Eri and their other friends played “house”, but it also made perfect sense... 


And it explained how the villains would use the hostages to lure big bro Deku to a trap. He’s just 


as willing to break the world to save his family...and that includes Eri and me. They...they’ll try to 
trick him! We have to stop them! 


Kouta was panting by the time they reached the smashed, destroyed food court, and the Aizawas 
weren’t doing much better. Fear and stress kept them going, more desperate every step as they ran 
down the corridor and towards the lobby and they saw the giant again. 


But...he was on the ground. 


A burst of energy found Kouta’s legs again, and he sprinted, leaving the Aizawas behind. He ran 
past several clones of Uncle Jin, all of them dressed up in lame spandex onesies, and the original 
sitting on the floor next to some hotel staff members, holding an ice pack over the staff member’s 
head. He ran past his aunties Tomoko and Ryuko and his uncle Yawara, past old Vlad King, 
kneeling over a grievously injured man. 


He saw Tenya lida and Ochako Uraraka from the corner of his eye, as well as cousin Nejire and 
her weird former villain boyfriend Tenko. He heard his name called, by them and the Aizawas and 
auntie Shino, but he kept running. 


Every step brought him closer to the giant villain. Runt. He called himself Runt. He saw the police 
then, swarming all around the giant, and sis Mei bossing them around in English, pointing with her 
index fingers at the giant as a pair of cops brought forth massive handcuffs. 


“Kouta?” Mei asked, but the boy had no time for her, he had no time for anyone except the villain. 


“Where is she?! Where is Eri?!” he yelled, falling to his knees in front of Runt’s head, and the 
giant turned his face over to look at him. 


The cops had removed the giant’s balaclava, and Kouta was surprised to see that behind it, Runt 
was young, younger than any of his older hero friends. Why? Why does the villain look like this? 
One of his eyes was consciously shut, but beyond the eyelid, Kouta could see that the eye had been 
damaged. Was it a punch from big bro? An Air Force Smash, maybe? 


“Tell me, villain!” Kouta yelled. For an instant, he thought to hurt Runt, make him speak that way. 
Shoot water with his Quirk at his injured eye, make the man yell in pain, and then say the truth. 
But Kouta rejected that idea quickly. He’s finished. Arrested. And his face...he’s defeated. Hurt... 
in more ways than one. 


“They took her. Silverback betrayed us, betrayed me and Hakurin...he let it happen. He...he might 
still get his revenge. Both of them might.” 


“Why?!? Kouta asked, feeling his eyes water, ““Why did you do this?” 
“T already-” Runt groaned as the handcuffs settled in place, “Doesn’t matter. The trap will be set.” 


“Shut up, asshole.” Mei ordered, getting in between Kouta and the villain. She knelt down to better 
look Kouta in the eye, which wasn’t really necessary since she was rather short, and said, “Listen, 
kiddo, Izuku’s on their trail. He’ll win this, save the day. We just gotta stay back and help here, so 
why not keep an eye on this piece of shit with the cops? I have to go and check on Melissa with the 
paramedics.” 


Kouta started to nod, but by then Mei had already stepped away hurriedly, and a yell caught his 
attention instead. 


“KOUTA!” only a couple seconds after calling out for him, auntie Shino had crossed the hall, from 


the front where she had been speaking with the cops, all the way to him, and she wrapped him in a 
desperate hug, so tight it nearly choked Kouta...and it almost made him feel safe. 


Almost . Eri was still in danger. Deku was on his way to save her, and that made her chances 
better...but it was still a trap. We still have to help, somehow, me and the- 


The Aizawas nearly tackled the aunt and nephew when they reached them. They joined the 
embrace and it felt like family . 


“Shino, what’s the situation? What happened here?” 


“The villain leaders shot the big one to get away. They used a van, ran away through the jungle. 
Deku left to pursue. At some point they also shot Stain, nearly blew his arm off. Vlad stabilised 
him, but-” 


“I do not care about that man, Shino.” Aizawa said, coldly, “Our friends, the hostages...our 
daughter. That I care about. What happened next?” 


“Toga...she checked on the hostages, then on Jin. He...he cloned himself. That’s how we escaped 
the ambush in the jungle, a human wave...but by the time we got here, they’d all been shot, either 
with paint...or lead.” She shook her head and hugged Kouta even tighter, “It...it’s horrible 
watching that, even when I know they aren’t the original. So Toga checked on Jin, then Uravity, 
her uncle and-” 


“And Stain.” Joke completed, and Shino nodded, “Guessed as much. And...it’s good of her, to 
check on everyone. I thought that she’d just...leave and go for the kill right away.” 


“Big sis has changed.” Kouta stated. At first he had been suspicious of the young woman, hateful 
even. But eventually, she’d earned his trust and liking. Of course, she was far from being Kouta’s 
favourite, that was sis Tsuyu, who was the best at tutoring him at maths, or perhaps Kendou, who 
was tough and strong and cool. 


“She and Alien Queen teamed up then and there. I...[ had no idea they were close friends?” Shino 
said, “Then again, Ashido was a bridesmaid. And she still has her Quirk active. They...they stole a 
car about...a minute before the cops and heroes secured this area.” 


“They...they didn’t steal that car, ma’am. I gave it to them. It’s from the hotel’s staff.” Kouta 
turned to look at the newcomer, trying to see who had spoken at them with such a thick foreign 
accented Japanese, and he found the hotel manager, an ancient lady, maybe over 30, with the 
features of an emperor penguin. 


“That’s one less crime for ol’ Toga to worry about, eh?” Ms. Joke said, with a dry chuckle, “Who 
else followed?” 


“Our local heroes are on the way too, combing through the forest roads, closing exits. And...and I 
believe in Deku, in Toga. They’re both heroes, and I know they’ll save All Might and your 
daughter, sir.” 


Aizawa smiled, then. It was an exhausted smile, but also one full of frustration, full of pain. 
“Thank you, ma’am. Are you alright yourself? You were just a hostage.” 


“T...” the manager swallowed, then shook her head, “So far, we can count our blessings. But...I 
am not sure. I-” she looked to the side, then started walking away, “The police need my help. 
And...I think I could use one of those trauma blankets...” 


Aizawa turned to his wife, then, speaking softly, but still loud enough that Kouta heard his words, 
“Emi, we should talk with the police, too. Get on a patrol car and get out there, get to wherever 
they went, we have to-” Aizawa’s shoulders tensed, his eyes started to glow red and his hair stood 
on end as he turned around, “Stay down, Kouta. I heard a shockwave from a superpowered landing 
very, very close...” 


Kouta followed Aizawa’s gaze as it travelled to the parking lot, as Shino and Emi stood up and put 
their arms up for another fight, and the American heroes readied themselves for their first battle of 
the day... 


Only to stand down when they saw a short, muscular woman jogg into the lobby, trying (and 
failing) to adjust a black wig over her head to keep from revealing the white hair underneath. “ALL 
OF YOU, heroes and cops and injured people and...huh, there’s one kid too, cool. ALL OF YOU! I 
HAVE THE ENEMY’S LOCATION! Follow me to BATTLE!” 


She held up a cellphone, but she was too far away and Kouta couldn’t tell what was on the screen, 
and she threw it at one of the American heroes. “THERE! That’s where you'll find the villains. 
But...” she grinned, as she stopped fiddling with the wig and let it drop to the ground, her white 
hair flowing down her shoulders and to her hips. 


“NUMBER ONE HERO MIRUKO?” someone yelled, and by the annoyed huff by cousin Nejire, 
Kouta identified the excited yeller as Tenko Shimura. 


Without the wig, she really did seem pretty similar to the pro hero Miruko, Kouta thought, but why 
would she show up here? Was she on vacation, and it was a coincidence that she intervened? She’s 
fast, but she can’t just...run across the ocean to help out. There’s gotta be areason... 


“Hell nah! I’m clearly a civilian! A normal gal! ’'m uhh... Rumiko!” 


It was the worst secret identity Kouta had ever heard, and it killed all his interest in finding out 
how and why Miruko was there. She’s usually cool but that’s incredibly lame... 


The woman who called herself Rumiko grumbled angrily, then yelled again, “Fuck it! Race you to 
the abandoned hotel, Yanks! And whatever heroes can still fight! We have people to save, follow 
me!” 


She grinned even harder, turned around and started running, impossibly fast. 


“And there she goes, our number one...” Ms. Joke said, chuckling, “Getting so caught up with her 
battle speech that she forgot most of the people here don’t speak a single bit of Japanese...” she 
switched to English, her powerful voice, so often cheeky, turning imperious in an instant as she 
switched to English, “We have our villains, Yankees! Point us to your fastest car and ya better step 
on the gas! Come on, Shouta, let’s get Eri back!” 


Mina’s hand gripped the armrest tighter and she clenched her teeth as the 4 wheel drive took 
another turn at breakneck speed. Behind the wheel Himiko squinted, her mouth half open. 
“Don’t....don’t tell me you're nearsighted, Himiko, not now!” 


The assassin girl blinked and turned to Mina, tilting her head slightly, “Oh, the squinting? Don’t 


worry! I’ve got decent enough vision! It’s just that I saw a glint in the treeline, just an instant, like 
the sun hitting some kind of...thing?” 


“Please, please watch the road!” 


“Oh fuck, true.” Himiko’s head darted back to place and she swerved quickly, avoiding a fallen log. 
“Like I said, don’t worry, everything’s under control. We’ll get to Izuku in a minute, maybe two, 
then speed all the way to the villain hideout.” 


“T...I didn’t know you could drive a manual.” Mina pointed out as her fingertips dented the plastic 
armrest, and Himiko shifted gears, making the truck’s engine roar. “Did they teach you in spy 
school?” 


“Nope. Kurogiri taught us. Like he taught us shooting. Spinner already knew, self taught. Dabi 
hates being a passenger, gets carsick very easily, so he was eager to learn. And Tenko...should 
have seen him drive with his pinkies up, looked very, very posh.” She laughed, but by the beads of 
sweat on her forehead, Himiko was clearly stressing out. She’s scared, too. But Izuku’s still 
fighting. He isn’t a hostage, he isn’t hurt, not like Hito...oh, Hito. 


Hitoshi had been in bad shape when the supersoldier had carried him away from the spa’s ruins, 
and the sadistic bastard had hurt him even more along the way. She had seen it as she ran after 
them, fast enough to see where they were going, but not fast enough to catch them before they 
reached the lobby. 


And she had seen him there, his handsome face mangled and covered in blood, a single indigo eye 
open, and before she could get to him, he had been taken away yet again. And he wasn’t alone; 
little Eri and All Might had been taken too. 


All Might was All Might . The relaxed, inexperienced teacher who never gave homework, the 
designated uncle that you could tell a story to during lunchtime or get some help from, even if he 
turned out to be extremely out of his depth for most things outside heroism and cooking boiled 
chicken, the old guy who lifted your spirits with a smile. 


On top of that, All Might was her friend’s dad, and another friend’s new father in law. Mina was 
ready to act, to do what was needed to save the old teacher, even if it meant she’d get just as hurt as 
Hito. 


And like what seemed to be half of UA’s alumni, Mina considered Eri a little sister. To see her 
grow from the tiny, traumatised child to a happy, brave little lady with more than a little spunk had 
been a joy for pretty much everyone in the school, even the grumpy ones like Bakugou, or the too- 
busy ones like Hatsume. She was everyone’s little hero...and none of them had ever expected to 
see Eri in danger again, not like this. 


Even if Hitoshi wasn’t the villains’ captive, Mina would have rushed just as quickly to the rescue 
for Eri alone. 


But even her fear and anxiety over their fates didn’t make it any easier to sit through Himiko’s 
jungle race. In fact, they only got worse , as she started to worry that they might die in a crash 
against some tree, as it rained around them... 


“Rain...Himiko, when did it get so cloudy?” 


Mina noticed the trees outside her window shaking a Jot more than she had seen before, and dark 
clouds had moved in above them. 


“I don’t know...” her voice was quiet. “I’m not one to be ungrateful for more shadows for 
sneaking around, but...for fuck’s sake. The monsoon season.” 


“IT was sure we’d planned for the wedding to be before that? Like, we bridesmaids researched and 
all...” 


“Could be a weather bomb, like the one in Okinawa.” Himiko suggested, a soft smile spreading 
across her face along with a very red blush, then she shook her head and scowled, “No, probably 
not. Just...an unexpected rainstorm. Maybe it’ll be useful. Even loud footsteps are drowned by a 
storm.” 


She turned quiet, focusing on the road, and her driving improved slightly...only slightly . Mina’s 
sweaty palms were starting to melt into the plastic now, and it didn’t have the best smell. Sorry, 
miss manager, I’m wrecking your Jeep. Actually...is it a Jeep-Jeep? I didn’t care to check, I don’t 
know trucks like Tsuyu does...It definitely isn’t the same as Tsuyu’s truck, that I do know... 


They skidded past another corner, pebbles launched all over the jungle in their wake. Mina’s 
thoughts turned darker with the silence, quickly drifting from curiosity about the truck, to Hitoshi’s 
injuries. His jaw...his jaw was so damaged. His lips...they have to be cut up in all ways possible, 
his neck...oh God, what if that madman broke his neck? Or...or did something to his vocal cords? 
His Quirk...it depends on it, on talking, on the connection with the other person with a question 
and answer... 


How are they torturing you, Hito? Why couldn’t I save you? I did my best...I did my best! How... 
how could he be so fast, so...ready? He knows us...he hates us . He planned it, just for us, for that 
“King”’...We did the right thing, dammit! We stopped a war! It would have made the world burn, it 
was the best way... 


“Himiko, be honest with me.” Mina finally said. Himiko slowed down slightly, nodding seriously. 
“Do you think we...we caused this ? Hito and I...that big one’s been gunning for us the whole 
battle and...the soldiers follow him. I...I can’t help but feel responsible . I...” I knew that 
something would happen. But I can’t say that, can I? We were just as unprepared as you... And we 
thought they might want to hurt you , it never crossed our mind it would be us with a target on our 
backs... 


“No, Mina. You’re not responsible. Not you, not Shinsou, not Izuku, not me. Definitely not All 
Might, or even Bakugou , even if this Iconoclast clown’s blaming them the most. Their revenge... 
whatever reasons they say they got? None of that matters until they do something. And for this 
“something” they chose to attack a wedding. My wedding.” Himiko said, her voice low, filled with 
rage. “The only ones responsible are them . And they’ll pay for it, one way or another.” 


“We...will kill them, right?” Mina asked. The rage inside her grew as she pictured the 
supersoldier’s skull faced helmet, its dead red eyes. She could see her hands closing in on that 
mask, placed over the eyes, melting, first the metal, then the circuits and the glass, then the villain 
underneath. She felt the anger gnawing at her, pulling her down to a burning pit. 


She would avenge Hito, of that she was sure. If Hitoshi was alive when Mina reached him, the 
supersoldier would most likely execute him to turture her, to try and steal her willpower at the last 
moment, to overwhelm her with grief and fear and pain...and she was terrified of that possibility. 


If Silverback succeeded, she would lose everything and then die. If his plan backfired, and she 
fought back, blinded by rage, a spirit of wrath unleashed...what would she become? She would kill 
him, and that other one, the Iconoclast, and their bones would be gone in instants...And Alien 
Queen would be no more. 


Himiko stopped the car, almost gently, then reached out, taking Mina’s chin with her index and 
thumb, softly turning Mina’s face towards hers. She was wide eyed and pale, “These fuckers have 
crossed the line several times over, Mina. The lives of children aren’t sacred for them. The lives of 
all the civilians we just saved at the hotel’s atrium are nothing but objects for them. You know 
what they say about revenge, don’t you?” 


“About...about being served cold?” 


“No. About digging two graves.” Himiko said, her fangs showing as she spoke, “One for the 
enemy, one for themselves...They knew what they signed up for, Mina. The cycle of revenge’s 
cruel, blood calls for blood. They have taken our loved ones, and they are ready and willing to hurt 
them.” 


But then she smiled, “We can break that cycle. Or...at least we can try. Izu-Izu has taught me that, 
over and over again. It’s why we’re here, why we’re both here, both alive, Mina. We break cycles 
of control and violence and hate, that’s the only way we can take the next step. Will you...will you 
help me and Izu-Izu, if he...if he wants to try that, if he thinks it can be done?” 


“T...” Mina hesitated, trying to figure out a response, golden eyes locked on golden eyes for a long 
moment. 


“Give me the word, Mina, and [ll shove that idea aside. And you and I will kill Silverback, pay 
him back for everything . You’re my friend, my bridesmaid , and that means a lot, you know?” 


“Himiko...” 


“T mean it.” Himiko chuckled grimly, “I appreciate it like you have no idea. I’d go against orders 
for you and Hitoshi any time...I’d do it for all of you. Ochako, Mei, Tsuyu, lida...If you ever need 
ite 


“Thank you.” Mina replied. It was sweet, in Himiko’s violent and stabby way, “I...don’t know, 
Himiko. I want to save Hito. I want to save Eri and All Might. ’'m more than ready to die for it 
but...I am angry. I.... know [can kill him. But...” 


“T see.” Himiko said, then nodded, “You’re not dying beside me. We’re saving them all, and we’re 
making Silverback bleed that horrid Mbele blood. We’re going to make him suffer ...but you are 
not going to kill him, or the Iconoclast. Your hands will be clean of that blood.” 


“But-” 


“Besides, it might all just change when we get there. Maybe we won’t get to decide on a non-lethal 
option, maybe the American heroes will get to them first...” 


“Do you trust them, Himiko? Truly trust them?” Mina asked. 


Himiko shook her head, “Remember when we went AWOL cause they told us to hunt you down? 
Izu-Izu had to beat their #2 hero black and blue all over, he’s got the Benedict Arnold suite now at 
a Texas supermax.” 


“Benedi-what?” Mina asked, blinking. 


“Fucking hell, Anna really is turning me American...don’t worry about it, Mina. Just...” Himiko 
started the car again and started speeding up again, her eyes back on the road, “...you’re a hero. A 
true hero, and I don’t say that just to parrot Mr. Stainy.” 


“Will...he be alright?” 


“IT don’t think he’s in a good place, mentally.” Himiko replied, “Losing an arm at the shoulder 
won’t help that. At all.” 


“Oh...Oh. Why...why do you say I’m a true hero, Himiko?” 


“Cause you’re like Izuku. You, Ochako, all of you. Well, most of you . But...I’m dealing with the 
others.” Well, that’s a vague statement but...thank you. And...thank you for being here with me. I 
couldn’t have driven this Jeep myself, I’ve only ever driven my dad’s car and it’s an automatic... 


“So...your truck in Mongolia?” Mina asked. “How did that happen?” 
“T stole it!” Himiko replied, smiling hard, “This is the first car ve driven that isn’t stolen!” 
I can tell... “Does Izuku drive too?” 


“Not really. I actually don’t like driving, either. Right now, it’s honestly scaring me a little...” ME 
TOO. “But we just gotta follow that groove in the mud, that means Izu-Izu shot off their tire at 
some point, it’s just the wheel doing that.” 


“How long has that been on the road?” Mina asked, seeing it clearly even as light lowered around 
them. 


“About...half a mile? If we hurry up, the rain won’t catch us and the trail will lead us there...Hold 
up.” She squinted again, “Not a metallic glint this time, but...I think I just saw a person. Jumping in 
a shallow arc, about half a mile ahead?” 


“We should hurry, then! Step on it, Himiko!” 


Someone jumping from a point further in their path could mean a lot of things. An American hero 
scouting for the villains, another villain hidden so far, with strength comparable to the big guy or 
maybe even Izuku to make such a mighty jump, maybe even a Hawaiian citizen escaping the 
coming storm with their Quirk... 


The Jeep sped along the path, the fastest Himiko had pushed it so far, and her face was fixed in an 
unsettling but very focused grin...until her eyes opened wide. “Look, Mina! There! It’s Izu-Izu!” 


“And...and Bakugou?” 


They spotted the 4 wheel drive barrelling towards them, and Izuku started waving, while Bakugou 
let out a bright explosion to catch their attention. “I...Ochako’s told us that you and Bakugou hate 
each other, you...you won’t run him over, will you?” 


“Nope. Having his life in my hands once today is one time too many.” Himiko muttered, her voice 
somehow even more dangerous than when she had casually offered Mina to kill someone just 
cause they were friends. 


“What?” 


“Nothing.” Himiko replied, with the fakest smile possible. By that point they had pulled over next 
the the two young men, and Mina took the chance to breathe a short sigh of relief for the two 
seconds that the car was stopped and the boys climbed on. 


“Of fucking course I'd have to get a lift from you .” Bakugou said, “You probably can’t even 


drive, you piece of-” He was interrupted by the sound of Izuku clearing his throat, and immediately 
changed his approach, “Well, at least we got another person I fully trust. Fucking good to have you 
here, Alien Queen.” 


He seemed ready to say something else, but Izuku interrupted it again, his voice steady and clear as 
cold water. “There’s no time for that, Kacchan, and most definitely not if you’re about to say 
anything about Himiko’s driving.” Even as he spoke, Mina saw that Izuku tightened his seatbelt as 
much as possible and held onto his seat just as tightly as Mina was holding her armrest... “Now, 
you might have seen someone jumping and running off?” 


“We did!” Himiko replied, “A new enemy?” 


“The opposite,” Izuku said, “It’s a friend. It’s Miruko, she had a heads up that the Government is 
somehow involved. And she’s getting reinforcements back at the hotel.” He paused for a second, 
closing his eyes as the Jeep climbed over a log and moved past it quickly, “We know where they 
are; an abandoned hotel. It is an old place, and dusty; it will be flammable. But these clouds? The 
monsoon will give us an advantage.” 


“Fucking great. Instead of phosphorus fire, it'll just be poison gas. We still die, you idiot .” 


“He won’t use his power, Kacchan. He’s too caught up with his revenge, too focused on the 
“suffering” part, that’s why dad’s still alive, and Eri. He’s setting up to hurt us before killing us, 
and that gives us our chance. I broke one of his arms, you’ll break the other one, Kacchan. 
Himiko...can you and Mina take care of Silverback? He’s faster than the other commandos we’ ve 
beaten, that’s how he could keep up with me...but that drains his battery.” 


He pointed at his own chest, then said, “If you take out the power core, he’s done for. The acid 
damage I saw when I fought him, and the dents I put on that metal...there’s enough holes, Himiko. 
He’ll be tougher than the others-” 


“But still very, very killable .” 
“That’s not even areal word, shit for brains.” 


“Just...” Izuku sighed, raising his hands to stop a fight before it began, “Just stick to the plan, 
okay? You break the arm, Kacchan, and then you get the hostages as far away as you can. All of 
them . So don’t waste your fuel.” 


“Got it.” When he saw Mina looking at him, he shrugged, “What? You think Pd argue against 
that? Fuck no. All Might’s the best hero I know, and putting my life on the line for him’s an 
honour . Eri’s a brat, for sure, but she’s got guts, like Ochako or that one senpai. The one with the 
eyes...the himbo? Lemillion. ll get her out. And Shinsou...he’s alright. He’s one of us, a friend .” 


“Thank you.” Mina said, giving the angry boy a smile and a little shoulder squeeze. “Now, how far 
are we, Izuku? I think I just heard the first drop of rain...” 


“What do you want, Iconoclast? We must prepare ourselves for the upcoming fight.” Silverback 
said, loading a fresh magazine into his pistol as the younger villain closed the dusty door behind 
the two of them. 


The side room might have once been an office, but it had been abandoned for too long to truly tell, 
now that the furniture was gone and the wallpaper had rotten off. Judging by the stuff arranged on 
the floor, it was where Sobek had slept the night before the attack. We don’t have time for this. Not 
if am to slay the Black Eye Shaman too, and take my shot at the Beast and the Nightmare Man’s 
Daughter. 


“You know what I want to talk about, Silverback. Don’t play dumb with me.” Silverback continued 
checking his diminished supplies, as he let the young man stew in his own anger. Used up half of 
the Quirk blockers on Izuku Midoriya. If only I was still with the Mountain Brigade, I would have 
had a dart gun that would have knocked him out even quicker, like my brothers did in Denmark... 
but I did what I could. 


He had lost his blade in the acid mist, and Black Eye Shaman had melted down his machine gun 
and grenade launcher into metal slag. All he had was the handgun, and it had more than enough 
ammo to execute every hostage, to kill Hakurin ten times over, and still be able to deal with the 
Beast and the Daughter. As for the Shaman...she wouldn’t survive a bullet to the head either. /t 
has to be so. If she can ambush me again...no, no. She won’t get me again. I will have a clear line 
of sight to the door, and I'll kill her quickly. She’s the only danger left, the Daughter can’t get 
through my armour, not as it is. ’'m not some lightweight air drop commando... 


“Be quick about it, Hakurin . Our revenge is at hand and every second we talk is a second better 
spent watching for the enemy. I have my weapon, and I am focused. The King’s honour will be 
avenged in minutes, and that is all I care about.” 


“Shut up. Just...shut up and listen to me!” the Iconoclast yelled, his panic overtaking his reason bit 
by bit. The boy was terrified, overwhelmed by the battle, by his plans falling apart all around him 
and yet being so very, very close to getting what he thought he wanted. But deep down, Hakurin 
wouldn’t have the stomach for it. 


He might have the courage to kill All Might, but the girl? To burn her alive, as he threatened? He 
was simply not that man, too weak to do it. And me? I have killed boys younger than the girl. With 
my own hands; a bullet is wasted on children. And when Hakurin gets cold feet, the moment Deku 
arrives, I will do it. A single movement, snap her neck. And the Beast will not be able to do a thing 
about it. 


“LISTEN! You fucking bastard, you know what you did!” Silverback considered his options for a 
moment. Sure, the Iconoclast’s Quirk was impressively useful in such a battle arena, with every 
surface ready to catch flame at the merest spark, but perhaps he had outlived his usefulness for 
good. 


Perhaps it was not worth it to keep enduring the annoyance. Perhaps it was time to show the demon 
just how subhuman and wretched he truly was./ can rip you apart, Hakurin, and once you’re 
disembowelled on the floor, I'll grab your femur and smash one of the ends, smash it into a spear 
tip. You will get to kill all the people you wish, from a certain point of view... 


“You shot my friend. You could have killed Runt, you piece of shit.” the Iconoclast said, slamming 
his healthy fist against Silverback’s chest armour, and white phosphorus particles starting to form 
all over that arm. “You BETRAYED him. Tell me why, Silverback, tell me why I shouldn’t just 
kill you now.” 


Before Silverback could react, the phosphorus moved, all of it darting to his suit’s air intakes. The 
filters. By the Gods, the filters... His HUD flashed with a warning, the filter integrity decreasing 
rapidly. If he gets through, he can set the phosphorus on fire, it means death, it means dishonour, 


it means failure! 


Almost as quickly, his pistol was up, his finger tightening on the trigger, pressed roughly against 
Hakurin’s head. His eyes widened, and the phosphorus let up for an instant, the noxious fumes 
held at bay for a moment, “It had to be done. And I would do it again, as many times as needed. 
We would never have gotten away with his weight, the van would never have started. He knew 
what he signed up for, Iconoclast, we all did. Vengeance comes first. You understand, don’t you?” 


Hakurin’s tiny demon brain raced behind his widened, terrified eyes, and Silverback’s trigger 
finger was more than ready to cleanse another unclean being from the world if his choice was the 
wrong one. For a moment, it seemed like the white phosphorus would assault the air filters again, 
and Silverback would end the Iconoclast... 


But the particles retreated, even faster than they had moved forward, “I get it. Of course I get it, 
Silverback. If I didn’t need you, I would have killed you right now...but we won’t be able to pull 
this off by ourselves, either one of us. Not with my broken arm, not with your scorched gear... 
they’d surround you, carve you out of the suit and slit your throat. Toga would take it as a wedding 
gift , and Deku would just watch on...He’s oh so willing to let people be murdered when his wife’s 
the one holding the knife. But together...the immolation will soon begin.” 


“Enough talk. We’re stronger together. But do not overestimate yourself, Hakurin. Overconfidence 
will get you killed, one way or another.” And if we survive this, the one who will kill you will be me 
. “Decide on how your hostages will die, and prepare for battle. And when it is over, consider our 
alliance finished .” 
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Eri Aizawa knew it was now or never. If she didn’t heal Hitoshi now , there wouldn’t ever be 
another chance; the villains had gone to a side room, their differences exploited by All Might’s 
smart hero brain. 


“Child, I can imagine what you have planned, knowing your power.” All Might said, placing a 
comforting hand on top of her head. It felt just like it did when her new grandparents, the Aizawas 
and Fukukados, patted her head, unlike how it had been with her other grandparent, the Yakuza 
boss... If he could give me away, why would he ever have patted my head before that? He didn’t 
care! 


“Yes!” Eri said, clenching her teeth with determination. “It’s the only way, All Might! The only 
Smash we have up our sleeves!” 


“Oh little one...” he said with a soft smile, “It’s desperate, and I loathe that the situation forces you 
to use your Quirk...but if you want to do this, Eri, I will support you with everything I still have, to 
the very end.” 


She nodded and turned to Hitoshi. “Let’s make this happen, big bro! I’m counting on you!” He was 
holding on, trying to sit up as straight as possible to avoid placing any weight on his broken bones, 
and his injured eye was weeping tears of blood. It was something Eri didn’t want to see again, 
something she wanted to prevent, something she wanted to fight to stop from happening. Next time 
I'll be strong. Next time they won’t be able to take me as a prisoner, carry me around like I’m a 
sack of rice! I'll be strong and fight and win, just like Mirio, just like Deku... 


She scooted over closer to Hitoshi. Up close, the smell of his blood was everywhere. And to see 
pain up close was horrible. But she didn’t close her eyes; if she did, she would just see Overhaul, 
she would just see the void, then the light, her skin covered in goosebumps and her spine 
electrified, the stench of a corpse and the taste of cheap electrolytes, always unflavoured unless 
they wanted Overhaul to change something about them. 


The nothingness and the overwhelming assault on her senses... No. I’m strong. I’m stronger than 
that. Strong like Kouta, like my big siblings. Brave. It’s just Hitoshi, and I'll make him right again. 
My Quirk is not a curse, it is our last tool, it will buy us time! 


With a deep breath, Eri called up the power. She knew how it felt, remembering Aizawa’s simple 
explanation in those earliest days when she had to learn to be safe with her Quirk. /t’s like focusing 
on remembering a smell, really focusing...then a chill, ice on my forehead. I imagine it, but when it 
gathers...it turns warm. It grows, it gets strong. I get strong! I can do this! 


Her horn glowed with a golden gleam, warm, comforting. The plan was in motion now, all she had 
to do was take the first step. 


Her hand touched Hitoshi’s shoulder, and their eyes met. Both of his eyes, the swelling dying 
down, the broken cheekbone reverted back into place. Two indigo eyes staring back at her, ready 
for the next part of the plan. Just a little longer... She had never healed someone with the kind of 
injuries Hitoshi had, and she wasn’t sure what would happen with the tooth that the big villain had 
taken out...it made Eri question her ability for an instant. 


Iam a future hero! I can’t doubt myself, not now! And then, from within her thoughts, she heard 
the doubts fight back. A hero? Not yet. Not ever. And definitely not a doctor...can you make sure 
he will be fixed properly? Or will you make him a child, a baby, a foetus, a memory? You are no 
healer, Eri! 


She gritted her teeth, focused on her Quirk, and she fought back. /’m not a doctor, no! I don’t even 
know if I wanna be one! But Iam a hero. And this is EASY! 


Her horn gleamed brighter, and the power travelled all over her skin, unto Hitoshi, accelerating the 
Rewind, restoring his collarbone, his shoulder, his jaw, his teeth... 


And the door to the side room opened again. 


The storm started suddenly, without warning. There was no gradual pitter-patter of raindrops, softly 
tapping against the dusty roof, increasing little by little until the torrential rain washed above them. 
There was no faraway thunder strike to signal the storm’s approach, like the ones that sent Hakurin 
rushing back into the orphanage in Japan’s rainy season. 


Those grey days had only gotten darker with time. The board games he played with Runt and 
Grease gave way to serious talk, locked in a broom closet where the orphanage’s adults might not 
hear them. And in time, thunder only sent them scampering under bridges or into gang hideouts, 
where they might find the closest thing to solace, to support... 


The Hawaiian monsoon gave no heads up. The storm engulfed them, as if a massive bucket had 
been dropped on them...and the ruined hotel’s roof instantly started to show its leaks. 


The thunder he had expected as a warning never came, and the timbers above, half collapsed, 
started to creak as streams of rainwater spread all across the walls and started falling from cracks in 
the ceiling. This place will flood in minutes at this pace, but the cloud might just move on before 
that happens. The hotel would have been washed away already if it couldn’t stand a monsoon... 


Hakurin felt a shiver run all across his spine as another crack in the ceiling let a stream of water 
fall, directly into the collar of his coat, splashing his hair and face too. The water was almost warm 
, and that was what he found most unusual. 


He took a step back, away from Silverback, away from the new waterfall between them. The 
supersoldier barely reacted to the water, merely angling his helmeted face towards the door to the 
hall where they had left the hostages, to a very, very faint golden glow that showed through the gap 
at the door’s bottom. Golden...light? 


“No-” Silverback muttered softly, as the glow died down suddenly. He made a move to slam the 
door open, his left hand reaching forward with a speed that would have impressed Hakurin if he 
hadn’t seen the heroes fighting. 


The ceiling timbers creaked. Above, the storm hit the roof harder and harder, through the wooden 
rubble. And, just as Silverback grasped the door and tore it away, completely off its hinges, the 
ceiling started to sizzle . 


Hakurin stepped aside, to peer beyond Silverback at the hostages, to see their wrists still bound in 
duct tape, to see All Might breathing raggedly from the kicks he had delivered, to see the human 
wreck that Silverback had made of Shinsou. 


But he didn’t see that. 


He saw the girl, Eri, her hands still placed on Shinsou’s arm as he rose to his feet, smiling ear to 
ear, her red eyes fixed on Hakurin’s gaze. 


He saw Shinsou stand up, slowly, the capture weapon around his shoulders moving as if it had a 
will of his own, both indigo eyes open, moving his jaw around, then his neck. His hands were still 
bound with duct tape, and his tuxedo was still torn to shreds, but his gaze showed total confidence. 
The girl...Eri! I didn’t think she’d do it, I thought she’d be too afraid to try , I will MURDER HER! 


“Ready for round two, big guy?” he said, his sharp eyes focusing on Silverback’s pistol as he 
shifted his weight from one foot to another, then his eyes looked up, and he smiled, his teeth back 
in place...except for the one Silverback had removed, a canine on the lower part of his jaw. 


The ceiling sizzled, the wood panels bubbled ... 


And it collapsed. A square metre of wood panels and rubble fell down on top of Silverback, 
coating his armour in dust and mud and wooden splinters...and then a pink blur, screaming. 


“?M TAKING YOU DOWN!” The pink blur screamed, the gallons of water around her turning to 
mist as a downwards kick landed on Silverback’s upper arm, metal screeching as her acid-covered 
foot made contact and bit into the metal. 


She followed through with a second kick, spinning around to hit Silverback’s wrist with her other 
foot, acid dripping all over the armoured arm as it slid from her leg unto the metal. Silverback 
didn’t lose hold of his pistol, but the pink blur had the initiative. Mina Ashido, Alien Queen! You 
fucking BITCH! 


Hakurin leapt back, stumbling to the ground and finding his feet again, trying to circle around. 
No...NO! Fucking heroes! IT WENT WRONG AGAIN! AGAIN! He needed to get around her and 
Silverback, back to the hall, where it would be drier and he could use his Quirk to set the hostages 
aflame. J can still do this, I can! 


There was no sign of Deku yet, but that didn’t matter anymore. He’d weep just as much at the sight 
of his family’s burnt corpses as he would to the phosphorus flames... 


“Iconoclast!” Shinsou’s deep voice cut through the rain and the sounds of battle, filling Hakurin’s 
ears. You’re flammable, and I still have an arm, Hitoshi Shinsou! [Pll take Silverback’s revenge on 
you, I don’t care, he’s got it coming! “How does it feel like to be a failure ? To lose so badly? 
We’re just two heroes and your plan’s all ruined!” 


His capture weapon snaked around, striking at Silverback, catching one of his arms for a moment, 
keeping him immobilised for a second, and an acid punch caught him, driving into Silverback’s 
abdomen. And behind Shinsou, Hakurin saw All Might and Eri start to run away, making a beeline 
for the door... 


Enough . 


He raised an arm, then both arms, the pain in his mangled arm bringing tears to his eyes, and he 
sent forward a white phosphorus cloud, moving even faster than the monsoon above the hotel, 


darting beyond Silverback and Ashido and Shinsou, then all but catching the two would be 
escapees. Only All Might grabbing the girl saved them, but it mattered little when Hakurin ignited 
the phosphorus cloud with a snap of his fingers. 


“BURN!” 


The flamestrike flashed a bright white, then red as the wooden door the old hero and the girl had 
tried to reach caught on fire. “SUFFER LIKE THEY SUFFERED!” 


He sent more phosphorus flying, fanning the flame, adding fuel, surrounding the two. He kept on 
skirting around the other battle, as Silverback managed to catch his breath and started fighting 
back, his pistol brought closer to his body, his empty hand clutching a short piece of wooden 
debris, almost a stake, as if it were some kind of combat knife. You idiots...you gave him a weapon 
when you crashed around him! Now he’ll gut you like fishes! 


Hakurin crossed the door and kept the flame moving. Half the wall on one side of the hotel was 
catching fire, but the rain was so strong that it was starting to quench the flames...generating gas. 
“It’s poisonous, All Might! You’ll choke, you and the girl...or do you prefer to burn?” 


Hakurin started moving the burning cloud for a final push, letting his healthy arm do the work, 
almost lazily, conducting the particles as if he was directing an orchestra, with short, elegant 
flourishes of his hand. He slowed it down, watching in delight as All Might covered the little girl’s 
mouth and nose with his hands, as Eri closed her big eyes, tears streaming down her cheeks from 
the noxious fumes. Burn and breathe in the pain! BURN AND CHOKE AND DIE! 


“Here it is, All Might! THIS IS MY REVEN-” 


A cold iron snake curled around Hakurin’s broken wrist, wrapping around his forearm, reaching all 
the way to his elbow, and a second metal strand then coiled itself around his pinky finger. And 
then the snake pulled , and Hakurin felt every pound of force press against his broken, swollen, 
sensitive skin. 


His pinky finger snapped, further broken. His wrist was twisted, unwittingly pushing the flaming, 
poisonous cloud away from All Might and Eri, all the way to the wall. And then his entire arm was 
pulled, pulled inhumanly hard...and it popped out of its socket at the shoulder. “ICONOCLAST! 
Give up already!” 


The pain took his breath away, but he still managed to look at his attacker. Hitoshi Shinsou. 


Until so recently he had been defeated, overwhelmed by the pain inflicted by Silverback, no threat 
at all...but his purple eyes had the same monster in them as Shigaraki’s red eyes, as Deku’s green 
eyes. “YOU! YOU ARE ALL THE SAME! ANIMALS! DIE AS SUCH!” 


He still had another arm, and a sudden lunge by Silverback made Shinsou distracted as he leapt out 
of the way of the blow. He was distracted, and he would now die. Phosphorus started to build up 
over both of Hakurin’s arms, and the moment the capture weapon retreated back to Shinsou’s neck, 
Hakurin readied his strike... 


And then an explosion, slamming the front doors open, filling the room with a bursting wave of 
overpressure that sucked all the oxygen from Hakurin’s fire and popped his ears. He fell down to a 
knee, then looked over to the door. No....no, it can’t be! Datura...she said Bakugou was hit! She 
said his Quirk was gone! 


But there he was, the sleeves of his tuxedo and dress shirt ripped off at the shoulders, his chest full 


of the paintball splatters, eyes wide and manic, and a pair of vambraces over his forearms, what 
seemed to be flintstones jammed between his gauntleted fingers. “Heard you wanted revenge 
against ME, motherfucker?” 


Hakurin turned back, for a fraction of a second, looking to Silverback for help, but his eyes found 
instead a white flash, white and blood red , falling from the ceiling hole and landing in a graceful 
crouch, close enough to Silverback to stab at his ankle with a sword. Himiko Toga, baring her 
fangs like a wild beast, her forearms red with the same blood that clung to her bride’s dress. 


As Toga’s sword strike connected, sending sparks flying off Silverback’s leg armour, Hakurin 
realised that he had seen that blade just hours ago, worn on Sobek’s side. The croc’s dead, and 
now she’s got that piece of metal...won’t do her any good if she just hits Silverback’s titanium-steel 
alloy plates...And that gives him a chance to do something for ME! 


“SILVERBACK!” he yelled, and the commando’s metal mask turned his way for the briefest 
instant...but it cost him, as an acid strike and a slash from Toga’s sword tore a piece of abdomen 
armour and drew blood. “DO SOMETHING!” 


“You’re out of luck, YOU PIECE OF SHIT!” Bakugou yelled, bringing Hakurin’s attention back. 
You...it all started with YOU! You FAKE HERO, a villain in all but name, so perfect a recruit for 
the League of Villains, All for One might as well have anointed you a prince! FUCK YOU, FUCK 
YOU!!!! 


Hakurin attacked fast, faster than ever before, his phosphorus cloud igniting, expanding, poised to 
overwhelm Bakugou. You can’t make an explosion here, or you’ll blow yourself up! The very 
smallest spark will make this fire burn hotter, brighter, blind you, BURN YOU! I have you, I have 
you NOW! “DIE, DIE, DIE, GROUND ZERO! DIE, KATSUKI BAKUGOU!” 


There would be no last second save for Bakugou, now that Shinsou was further away and 
completely distracted. The fire would consume him, melt the flesh off his bones. Revenge, 
REVENGE! 


Bakugou raised both hands, and Hakurin saw the flintstones glint for the briefest instant...before 
an explosion rose to meet his own. Fire met the blast, Bakugou’s explosion pushing harder, but 
Hakurin’s phosphorus burning hotter...and beyond it, Bakugou had used the blasts to get clear of 
the explosions meeting, skidding to a halt halfway down the driveway. I underestimated him...fuck. 


“T’m fucking blast-proof, asshole!” he yelled, his words half drowned by the storm. He shook his 
gauntlets, and his expression changed from anger and arrogance to one of concern. He’s using the 
reserve...In that case, I can turn his weapons on him. He WILL BURN ...from his own fuel! 


Bakugou blasted off into the air, leaving Hakurin’s view for a moment, but he knew exactly what 
he would do next; crash through the roof, attacking Hakurin, getting in between him and the two 
hostages, still taking cover on the floor. J see your game, Katsuki...and I will USE IT! 


“SILVERBACK, SHOOT THE WRISTS!” Hakurin yelled, straining his voice over the sounds of 
storm and flame and clashing steel. His shout was heard, just a moment before a new explosion 
eclipsed any further words, a hole only big enough for a human to pass through suddenly blasted 
through the rubble above the hotel’s atrium. 


And Bakugou rushing in, a predator’s grin stretching from ear to ear. Just like All Might, just like 
all you sick fucks! “SILVERBACK, NOW! SHOOT!” 


A cloud of phosphorus gathered around Hakurin’s arm, splitting in two streams, one for each 


vambrace, ready to strike at Hakurin’s command...and a shot rang, cutting the humid air, flying 
through streams of rainwater, flying a dozen metres to its target, perfectly aimed, perfectly 
executed... 


Just as Bakugou’s hands descended, the flintstones tied to his fingers beginning to click for a blast 
that would knock Hakurin out, the hand cannon’s bullet caught him, flying straight through both 
vambraces, sending fluid and blood flying through both ends of the bullet holes. 


He saw Bakugou’s face twist with pain, and sent the streams of phosphorus to assault his 
vambraces and ignite the remaining fuel...but Hakurin had miscalculated, and his timing had been 
off. 


He had been too slow. 


Bakugou landed, his left foot stomping on Hakurin’s right foot, feinting with a right hook, where 
hakurin sent his ignited phosphorus stream...and then Bakugou twisted, turned, and evaded it 
almost entirely, getting his face and arm away from the fire, getting his shoulder scorched instead. 


“Didn’t they tell you the one part about revenge where the other guy can FUCK YOU UP?” 
Bakugou yelled, his words turning into an unintelligible battlecry as his armoured fist closed 
around Hakurin’s uninjured wrist...and with a simultaneous pull of his arm and a move from his 
hips, Bakugou sent Hakurin flying back into the side room. 


He crash landed into a puddle, mud made from dust and rain caking his arms and hands as he 
managed to put them forward and avoid slamming his face against the rotten wooden floor. It was 
painful, sending an electric shock all over his spine that even had his left leg twitching...but 
adrenaline was taking over. He felt the pain lessen again, and his mind clearing up. 


He felt cold, in the puddle. A stream broke through the ceiling and splashed onto his back, 
soaking him further and further. It was cold. It was freezing , even when he knew that the water 
was objectively quite warm. He was shivering. 


And he knew what to do. He had to fight back, get control again. Get his revenge, even if it meant 
crawling to All Might and biting his throat out. Go forward, live... kill. 


With a sudden lunge forward, Hakurin placed as much of his weight as possible on his injured arm, 
pushing directly, forcing the shoulder back in place. The pain was blinding, but he wasn’t done; 
with another jump, he landed on his fingers and wrist, snapping them closer to normal instead of 
the splayed, unnatural angles they had taken after being hit by Deku’s air blast. 


This time he screamed in agony, he screamed until he felt bile rising, and vomit threatened to 
overflow his throat...but he swallowed down hard, and silenced himself. His wrist was too swollen 
for proper control, but he could move his fingers a little. He could almost make a fist with them... 
but trying that brought attention to his forearm, to the bone that had caught the brunt of the air 
blast. 


Inside the arm, the bones had to be broken in at least three places. If I could get some of the 
wooden rubble, a plank from the collapsed ceiling maybe, make a splint, tie it with my shirt... 
Screaming again, Hakurin used his uninjured arm to tear a strip of cloth off the side of his shirt, 
ripping it from a spot where it was already torn. And he started to crawl. 


His gaze darted back and for a moment, Hakurin felt hopeful; instead of coming for him, Bakugou 
had turned around, instead of finishing Hakurin off with his damaged gauntlets, and he was 
running towards Eri and All Might. ll have time! If I get a splint around my forearm and grit my 


teeth, I can catch them all now, use both hands to use my phosphorus cloud accurately, and kill 
them. I’ve got this! I’m the Iconoclast, 1LL KILL THE ICONS! ICON OF “PEACE”. ICON OF 
ANGER! Icon of...I don’t care. She dies too. SHE BURNS! 


He crawled faster, elbows deep in mud. It was so much, and he’d be covering up one of his arms 
partially if he used the splint, but the possible control, and in his adrenaline fueled state should be 
enough to make up for that and finally get it done. 


He crawled, slipping slightly, then reaching out with his left hand and catching a piece of wood 
that was about an inch thick and not too brittle. He placed it against his forearm, then started to 
wrap, holding one end of the cloth rag with his teeth, the pain growing stronger with the pressure, 
but he endured it. He had to. 


He gave it a final tug, securing the knot. It might kill him from the pain, but it would hold. Now all 
he had to do was get back into the hall and kill . Silverback should have been able to hold his own, 
maybe even killed all his attackers already, but it didn’t matter; if he lived in the end, he’d be weak 
and vulnerable, his armour full of holes to fill with gas and ignite. 


In the end, no icons will remain. Only the Iconoclast. 


He started to get up to his feet, but the mud under his left foot slid, and he barely caught his 
balance. Then he saw a left hand offered to him, to rise back, a strong hand that would hold him if 
he faltered, to make sure he would stand. 


With his left hand, Hakurin took the offered hand. His ears were ringing from the gunshots and the 
thunder strikes close by, and dulled with the waterfalls all over, and his eyes were dimmed, drawn 
further away with pain. He was focused, yes, but on his plan, his ideas, his vengeance. 


He noticed things far too slowly as he was lifted up. He noticed that the hand wasn’t armoured in a 
massive gauntlet, so it wasn’t Silverback. It didn’t even wear gloves, so it removed the chance of it 
being Edgeshot, saving his ass yet again. In fact, with All Might in such close proximity, the 
likelihood of Edgeshot showing up again had dropped to zero... 


The hand was gentle, but it had an immense strength to it. There was a ring, perfectly fitted to its 
finger, a smooth titanium band, strong and beautiful in its simplicity. And the hand was covered in 
scars . 


Deku . 


Hakurin didn’t even see the punch coming. One second he was rising, almost gently, helped up. 
Then he saw Deku’s eyes, burning with emerald fire, pure anger held back within them. Then an 
explosion of pain at the side of his head. “It ends here, it ends with me .” 


Hakurin fell to the ground. How? HOW? “How...you are Quirkless! P’Il kill you!” 


He sprang back to his feet, pushed forward by hatred, flicking the mud off his left arm with a quick 
move, building up the phosphorus, readying his fingers to detonate... 


His ribs exploded with pain, a hook and an elbow strike connecting flawlessly against them. 
Hakurin couldn’t breathe, and his mind went blank for an instant...an instant that Deku used for a 
kick to Hakurin’s thigh. It stung as his dress shoe hit against the cloth of Hakurin’s trousers, as if 
the very fabric had suddenly turned to sandpaper and run over his skin. 


The leg didn’t drop, spinning instead and rising with a short hook kick that Hakurin barely avoided 
by pulling his face away...and then it crashed down as an axe kick, slamming into Hakurin’s 


uninjured arm at the shoulder. 


His whole left arm seemed to go numb as Deku’s heel pushed down, pressing on his shoulder 
nerves, pressing on the veins, bruising it all to hell... And then a knee to the stomach. Hakurin 
doubled over, heaving, but there was nothing to puke. 


He tried focusing on his phosphorus cloud, or on making more phosphorus, anything , and igniting 
it. Getting a barrier of flame between them. Catch his breath for a second, think, make a plan. He’/l 
beat me to death...this is it, this is really it... 


Doubled over, Hakurin panted heavily, trying to get at least some air back in his lungs...but Deku 
grabbed the back of his head and yanked it, bringing their faces close. Hakurin had seen such anger 
before; he had seen it in Bakugou, he had seen it in plenty of villains. He had seen it in his own 
reflection in the mirror, every morning. 


But there was something else. Restraint . Deku was holding his own anger back...the beatdown 
wasn’t his anger. It wasn’t his emotions overflowing and burning up. It was his justice . 


He brought Hakurin closer, then whispered in his ear. “I was Quirkless most of my life. You can’t 
change me, Hakurin, not by taking away my Quirk, not by trying to take away those I love. You 
can change nothing with your revenge, so I’m stopping it, right here, right now.” 


“You...you were Quirkless?” Hakurin managed to stammer as Deku pulled away a little, their eyes 
meeting again. And for a very short moment, barely an instant, Deku’s gaze softened, his head 
lowered slightly. 


And then he moved, lightning fast, his forehead smashing into Hakurin’s face, hitting like an iron 
sledgehammer lined with soft, curly green hair on one end. The pain was impossible to bear, the 
damage to his face and the rest of his body fading out in an instant, and he fell into darkness. 


Toga’s sword darted high and low, feints checking Silverback’s defences, the high-frequency blade 
making sparks appear as it hit the metal alloy, repelled by the titanium and steel, but carving 
shallow cuts through the blade’s extreme vibration. 


The supersoldier countered, slashing in a wide arc with the piece of wooden debris he had picked 
up as an impromptu knife. A stake. Fancy becoming a vampire hunter, eh? Three of the people he 
wished dead were all around him, striking in concert, pushing his armour to the limit. 


He was faster than either of them, having already caught Shinsou with a punch to the ribs and Mina 
with a slash that had no doubt left her left leg full of splinters, and one of his bullets had blown off 
the outer phalanx of her prosthetic pinkie finger, and the shock had yanked her arm away wildly. 


But that didn’t matter; her ring finger remained, her ring was intact, and the sword on her hands 
struck again and again, here at the elbow, now at the chin, now leaving an inch-long scratch along 
the chest plate. 


Mina followed that up with a stream of acid from her hands, cutting deeper into the scratch, 
digging the line half an inch deeper into the titanium-steel alloy. “Throw away the gun, you huge 
piece of trash!” 


The drive over to the abandoned hotel had shaken Mina, that had been clear. Toga felt ashamed 
that her driving had been so terrible...but anything that took Mina’s mind away from the battle 
ahead had been positive. Before the Jeep, Mina had been seething, her skin covered in acid sweat, 
one of her eyes twitching anxiously. She would have jumped face first into battle, all her passion 
and energy put into a frontal assault, charging down her enemy. 


In Mina’s eyes Toga had already seenrevenge. Her fear for Hitoshi had been so great, so 
overpowering, that she was already thinking of avenging him...and of course the topic had turned 
to death, to killing. 


Mina’s anger burned hot enough for that, Toga was sure. And the supersoldier had earned it, every 
last bit of it, especially with how clear it was that he was the brains of the operation. He had dug 
that grave himself, and if she had been let to wallow in her own dark thoughts, Mina would have 
gladly turned such a grave into an acid pit that would obliterate even the supersoldier’s metal 
reinforced bones. 


But they had talked. Toga felt certain she had tempered her friend’s anger, made it manageable 
enough that she wouldn’t rush in, that she might listen to strategy rather than try and save her love 
by herself. ’m such a hypocrite...as if I’d ever let her or anyone else talk me into waiting to help 
Izu-Izu... 


Another blast from the hand cannon rang Toga’s ears into a buzz. The gun’s flash hider was the 
brightest thing in the room as fire erupted from the muzzle, the big lead projectile slamming into 
the wall on the other end of the hotel. 


The gun was the most important part of the fight. They couldn’t let Silverback turn to an angle 
where he might shoot Izuku in the side room, or the hostages as Bakugou got them to safety, back 
to the four-wheel drive. We’re trusting you, don’t let us down. I know you care about those two, I 
know you care about Izuku in some manner, too. So do your fucking job. 


A quick glance showed he had only narrowly avoided getting the group shot and that if 
Silverback’s aim had been an inch closer, it would have caught Eri in the head. “Fucking 
BASTARD!” yelled Bakugou in response, grabbing both hostages like bundles and running faster. 


As they moved Toga caught the girl’s eyes, focused, brave, if a bit wide with shock. “Keep your 
head down!” Toga mouthed, motioning with the sword for Eri to keep as safe as possible. The 
second she was sure they would be out of immediate danger, the strategy changed. Instead of 
controlling Silverback by pushing him around, tactically damaging his armour and swiping at his 
weapons with Shinsou’s capture weapon and Toga’s sword and Mina’s acid streams, they would 
go for the kill. 


“ SHETANTI !” Silverback yelled, his voice amplified by his helmet’s voicemitter, the audio slightly 
cracked. Mina did a number on him back there...she could have won this if she had gotten a little 
luckier. The supersoldier shifted his aim, leading his target, following Bakugou and _ the 
hostages,his finger approaching the trigger... 


All three attacked at once. The capture weapon, even shortened at some point in the previous fight, 
had reach and accuracy, Mina’s acid and her own strength were devastating against the armour, 
and Toga knew all the weak points; the capture weapon snaked around Silverback’s index finger 
and pulled, stopping the shot, Mina spun on the ground with a series of breakdance kicks, 


connecting kick after kick to the back of Silverback’s greave, denting it further every time with her 
acid-covered feet. And Toga? 


She went for the neck. 


The sword wasn’t as accurate as a knife, especially not when wielded in a single hand, but it was 
light and quick, and it made up for the precision with range . With a knife, Toga had only a few 
inches of blade added to the length of her arm. With a Kali stick, she had more than enough to 
manage a fight less-lethally, doubling her range when compared to a knife. 


And with Stain’s sword, she surpassed that, and maintained the chance to cut . 


Maybe it wasn’t a weapon she’d favour, maybe it wasn’t a weapon she was well trained at; she 
was downright sloppy when compared to the blade work others could manage; Stain, Edgeshot, 
Hawks...99. Yes...she fought me with a sword like this one under the Tselinoyarsk Institute, an 
obstacle to kill Pestilentia. A blade like this took my fingers...a blade like this will make sure my 
marriage lasts five minutes more, that we survive! THAT WE WIN! 


She went for the neck, an upwards thrust darting in between Silverback’s arms, then shifting down, 
inwards, Toga’s second hand pushing down on the blade at the last second for more power, cutting 
into the neck armoured undersuit...but it was only a glancing blow. The moment she tried cutting 
deeper, the blade bounced off as it met the armour’s gorget, a blast-resistant neck guard connected 
to the chest and protruding to protect the neck and collarbones. 


Toga drew back her sword, then readied to jump, as she saw Mina’s sixth kick finally begin to 
make Silverback stumble forward. Behind them, Bakugou cursed loudly, followed by the sounds 
of him sliding into cover, made heavy by carrying the two hostages. 


And then Silverback’s finger snapped free, just as he took a step forward, almost falling to a knee. 
He missed, his aim ruined by Shinsou letting the finger free at the right moment, but the stumble 
would not have been enough to make him fail, Toga saw. He’s good, accurate. He won’t miss the 
next shot, now he knows how they move. There’s no cover to the door, it’s the last sprint... We act 
NOW. 


She leapt, her right foot tapping Silverback’s knee as he moved forward, right as it was bent, then 
pushing off, upwards, using both of her hands to pull on Silverback’s left arm, the one with the 
wooden stake, to wheel over him, her feet almost touching the ceiling for a moment... 


Then she let go, pushing with her hands for an extra inch of height, angling her legs to fall softly, 
finally getting an angle to Silverback’s neck...and she slashed down, using all the momentum to 
bring the blade as powerfully as possible. 


The armour plates were made of titanium and steel, and they were a tough nut to crack; without 
Mina, Toga might as well have been a mediaeval thief trying to kill a knight by poking his armour 
with a stolen sword. Going for the plates wouldn’t be enough. 


She had to go for the joints. 


But Silverback’s joints were fortified. She had realised that from the start, when she had spotted 
the differences in his armour when compared to the commandos she had faced before. Air Assault 
troopers, scouts, equipped to freefall up to the side of a plane and smash into it, or to land from 
immense height into combat, like a meteor carrying a machinegun; they had to be lighter than 
Silverback to fulfil their role. Thus the undersuit connecting their plates had been much, much 
easier to carve into with simple knives and bullets. 


Silverback was a different monster. His undersuit was a layer of armour by itself, the polymer 
weaved with carbon, giving flexibility and augmenting strength. 


But a high frequency blade was made for that. And it cut, biting deep, making Silverback bleed, 
filling the air with the pungent stench of his blood. All those chemicals, all the augmentations... 
even those that aren’t supersoldiers stink like that, and their foul blood tastes like what 
chemotherapy might feel like. The supersoldier bled, but he didn’t react. He didn’t scream or moan 
or even grunt. He simply spun, driving his wooden stake forcefully, aiming right at Toga’s heart. 


She dropped to the floor, letting go of the sword, and the stake missed her, only cutting into the 
fabric of her dress. She rolled to the side, as fast as she could, only avoiding getting stomped into 
the ground by Shinsou’s capture weapon that reached out and wrapped around Silverback’s knee, 
letting Toga roll once more and leap to her feet, right as Shinsou was pulled along with his weapon 
and pistol whipped in the shoulder and Silverback quickly moved the pistol’s barrel around, 
searching for Shinsou’s head... 


Only for a stream of acid to blast between them, causing Silverback to pull back his gun or risk 
getting it melted to slag. Shinsou staggered back, getting as far away as he could...and then Toga’s 
sword fell to the ground with a small clinking sound, as Silverback rolled his shoulder back, 
stretching his neck, staining the silver fur on his collar red. 


If he grabs my sword he has us. It can cut the capture weapon, it can make his reach so much 
longer...Shinsou and Mina already dealt with his blade but that was with a plan built around it, 
not like this where it was our advantage...It’ll be over. 


“Silverback, come on, lil’ man, buddy!” Shinsou shared a gaze with Mina, then they both looked at 
Toga for a fraction of a second. They know the danger. They know how quickly this can turn on us. 
Help me, then! Give me an opening! “Just answer me one thing...which one of us do you hate 
most?” 


The supersoldier didn’t speak, he didn’t roar in anger. He simply pulled his gun close to his chest, 
holding it with the wooden stake in his off hand, changed the angle slightly, and fired, again and 
again, three shots aimed at Mina, who immediately started moving with quick, precise footwork 
and arm movements, the first shot zipping next to her shoulder, the second scratching one of her 
calves, the third one shooting past where her head would have been if her second to last dodge had 
been more than a feint and she had committed to it. 


Instead, she ended up closer to Silverback, a palm full of powerful acid, clawing at his abdomen 
with all her power and her acid’s melting, leaving behind a mark as if a massive beast had torn 
through it, not a girl. 


“So you hate her the most then? Just because she’s kicked your ass so far? Fuck you.” The capture 
weapon reached for both of Silverback’s weapons, and more strands then wrapped around the 
supersoldier’s wrists, and one even wrapped around his ankle, that Toga had previously tried to 
sever only to find it was fortified with hidden metal plates. Shinsou wrapped an end of his capture 
weapon around his wrists, ran a couple paces...and he swung , using Silverback as his support. 


The movement was unpredictable, just like Mina’s footwork and dodge, and for a moment, 
Silverback lost his balance, nearly losing his pistol and having the wooden stake wrestled off his 
hand, and stumbling a step forward. No stake anymore, eh? Can’t kill this “vampire” anymore, you 
augmented prick! My steel fangs will bite you again! 


That was Toga’s opening. It was what she had needed, it was her chance. With a running start, she 
feinted right then leapt left, her hands forward, landing in a somersault and springing back up 


behind Silverback. He had no time to turn around and deal with Toga, as Shinsou and Mina gave 
him hell, using every strand of capture weapon to wrap around Silverback’s head and immobilise it 
so Mina could land a flying kick, her foot covered in the strongest acid so far, so strong that it 
made Toga’s eyes water even metres away. 


Toga ran another metre, sliding along the ground as she neared the sword, her right hand reaching 
down for it, and her left hand going up to her bun for her steel spike, the quick tug finally undoing 
her bun, leaving her hairdo messy, most of her hair free in the wind. 


Beyond Silverback, she saw Bakugou sprinting, having made it past the door, getting All Might 
and Eri all the way to the Jeep and placing them behind the front part of the vehicle, keeping the 
engine block between the two rescued hostages and the raging battle. Not bad. Thank you for that. 
Guess sparing your life was a good call in the end! 


If Eri and All Might were safe, the gloves were off. There was still the risk that Silverback might 
shoot Izuku through the thin wooden walls to the side, but the best defence against that was a 
swift, violent, crippling attack. 


She had to find a new spot to target, something painful, something that would cause the 
supersoldier to bleed again, something that would take his attention away and let her strike once 
more at the neck. Where? A quick glance showed her that the back armour’s titanium alloy plates 
were cerakoted in a lighter tone, almost grey, compared to the rest of the armour’s black finish. Oh 
you’re such a literal fucking bastard, Silverback... 


Behind the knee. There was a secret armour plate there, too, just like at the ankle, but it was 
articulated, so that the knee might bend...and the gaps between those plates was clear to see, if you 
observed the rest of the armour, and how it was built elsewhere; the wrist articulation explained the 
knee, and they both in turn revealed the neck’s weakness. 


“You lost, villain!” Mina said, darting in to deliver a palm strike as Silverback paused to reload. 
“Give up! Throw that gun to the ground, or I WILL hurt you!” A second palm strike left the metal 
dented inwards, such was Mina’s ferocity. “You hurt Hito, you hurt Eri, you hurt us all! We’re 
ending you, one way or another!” 


Silverback shot towards Mina, but at such a close distance she saw it coming and was out of the 
way promptly. “Just answer anything I ask, man! Silverback or Ubuyile, what is it? Which one do I 
call you? As simple as that, and you can give up.” Shinsou tried, once more sending his weapon to 
Silverback’s head, sliding the metal cloth over the cracked eye pieces of his visor. “Or keep it up. 
Fight as hard as you want, in the name of a King who never gave a single fuck about you, or any of 
your people, and poisoned all your minds with genocidal, bigoted bullshit!” 


“Fight, you fucker !” Mina yelled, her knuckles steaming with acid as she leapt with a massive 
uppercut, “Fight for your stupid, useless revenge! Shift the blame to us, to Hito and I!” She hit him 
with a backhand, then dove to the side and punched into one of her previous hits, “Justify yourself 
with that! Fight on, you coward ! You BASTARD ! Take your revenge, WE’RE RIGHT HERE! 
Try us! Try me ! We will BREAK YOU!” 


Silverback finally answered, roaring with anger, his neck twisting suddenly, the sudden tension 
pulling Shinsou off his feet, “DEMONS! SHETANI ! YOU DIE, YOU PERISH! FOR THE KI-” 


The high frequency blade bit into the polymer of Silverback’s joint behind the knee. The blade’s 
edge was still sharp, even after contact with so much titanium, and it pushed into the sturdy 
polymer, pushing aside the titanium plates above and below it, slicing deeper and deeper into the 
undersuit...and then the skin. 


Regular human skin was easy enough to cut. Even papercould cut skin, with proper edge 
alignment. Silverback’s Mountain Brigade augmentations made his skin harder that average, but 
not enough to avoid being cut, not by a long shot. His muscles would give more resistance, 
supplemented as they had to be with artificial muscle tissue...but behind the knee there was little of 
that in the way. 


There were veins and arteries, sending blood to and from the lower legs and feet, and tendons, 
precious tendons, one of Toga’s very favourite things to cut! The blade dug until she felt those, 
their tension, their resistance to being cut, their fibres perhaps strengthened by the augmentations... 
but she had sliced open half a dozen commandos, all with the same veins, the same joints. With a 
blade so deep inside them, they were only human. 


Only mortal . 


She sliced, keeping her hand steady on the sword hilt, keeping her control over edge alignment 
precise, slashing through the tendons cleanly, then yanking the blade roughly, damaging the skin 
on the way out, making the supersoldier collapse to his other knee, low enough above the ground... 


And she leapt, letting go of the sword to hold the spike in both hands, and drove it deep into the cut 
at the neck. The steel spike drove into skin and muscle like a nail into thin plywood, then changed 
course slightly as it hit bone...and Toga wiggled it around. 


“DEVILS!” he yelled, again in the bastard Swahili his people had adopted, the unexpected pain 
driving Japanese out of his mind for an instant, “Cowards...demons...Nightmare Man’s 
Daughter...I should have known it would be you and not them !” he yelled. 


“IT amnothis daughter.” Toga snarled, digging the spike deeper, the nerve damage forcing 
Silverback to his knees. “I killed Pestilentia, I freed myself. I started anew. No masters, no lords, 
no kings.” 


“You’re the American’s assassin, Toga...you are not free.” 


It made Toga laugh out loud. Freedom’s the long game, mate. One day I won’t answer to anyone 
but the ghosts of the past, and I'll be able to meet them with no regrets. “I'm free to have my 
dream wedding. I’m free to bargain for my friends to get another shot at life. I’m earning it, 
Silverback. Sure, I’m a weapon...but I’ve got a code now. I know right and wrong. I broke free 
from indoctrination and you?” 


He said nothing, and Toga continued, “You’re as brainwashed as I was...Just look at what your 
revenge really is. Aren’t you supposed to be a soldier? Shinsou and Mina were enemy soldiers , it 
was their job to end that war. You get that, don’t you? It wasn’t about honour or blood or whatever 
shit you tell yourself. It wasn’t to show you that your god king is a bastard, mortal and fallible and 
break your illusion. It was the right thing to do . Take out one man, save millions.” 


“No.” he muttered, “They’re cowards. Unclean demons who succeeded through unnatural means.” 


“They embarrassed you by challenging your every belief. It’s personal for you.” Toga said, 
twisting the spike around, causing Silverback’s neck to tense further as he tried getting away. “All 
your “purity”, all your “superhuman” capabilities...and they beat your king . We three beat you. ” 


“Tt...” he muttered, his head slumping down, defeated. Did the nerve damage get to you? I don’t 
know how it would affect a brain so chemically fucked , but a normal human...say, if I had put this 
spike through Pestilentia’s neck and shoulder, exactly like this....’m sure he would have passed out 
from shock. Toga motioned for Mina and Shinsou to get closer; they could restrain him with the 


capture weapon, remove his armour, make it possible to arrest him... 


“It’s not over yet, Shetani |” he yelled, his head snapping back to place, raising his pistol quickly, 
almost too quickly, zeroing in on Mina’s head, but Toga yanked the spike around, pulling him 
away bodily, trying to use her own weight to shift the supersoldier away. 


Maybe it was the pain of a metal spike digging into his nerve ends, maybe it was all the movement 
as Toga pulled, maybe Silverback had simply been unable to aim closer this time, but the shot 
missed by an entire foot . Mina was unharmed. 


Silverback’s fingers twitched, but instantly Shinsou’s capture weapon closed in around his wrist, 
and he pulled, tying an end of the capture weapon to Silverback’s leg, preventing him from aiming 
at Mina again...and giving her time to close in, to wrap her hands around the gun. 


And Mina melted it. Her golden eyes burned with righteous anger, with fear from having been 
close to death, with her natural hatred for those bullies that couldn’t be made to see a better way. 
The acid ate into the pistol, first the cannon, then the round in the chamber, the gunpowder in the 
casing hissing so loud that not even the storm drowned it, the lead bullet disfiguring as it washed 
away with the acid, dripping around Silverback’s hand. 


“T told you we would break you, villain.” Mina said, her voice cold. Her fingers closed around 
Silverback’s hand, eating the armour slower but steadily, while Shinsou kept the arm in place, and 
Toga stabbed the spike deeper in case he thought to attack with his left arm. “We gave you every 
chance . We don’t even know you ! It’s all in your head!” 


“You escaped prison, didn’t you?” Shinsou asked, his voice a colder anger than Mina’s. They had 
somehow settled again to speaking in Japanese, and Silverback’s shoulders were shaking, perhaps 
in anger, perhaps in pain, perhaps both. He didn’t answer him, only grunted as Mina’s acid broke 
down the titanium alloy and dug into the polymer and carbon undersuit. It stank horribly, getting 
Toga closer and closer to vomiting, only holding on to save her wedding dress from a much worse 
liquid than blood. 


“You would have been executed for your war crimes, or spent life in prison, but you got out. You 
could have led those men to good lives. Honest lives. Found a new road to travel. We ended that 
war, there’s nothing you could have done about it. Instead you brought them here, and it’s jail or a 
grave for them...did you even think about them ?” 


Silverback raised his head again, his broken red eye pieces glaring right into Shinsou’s face. But he 
didn’t answer. The only sound he made was a low growl, as his neck tensed up...and he attacked 
again, using his healthy leg to spring forward, tackling Shinsou to the ground, slamming his right 
shoulder against the young man’s stomach, and throwing Toga off from his left side. 


His right gauntlet had been reduced to nothing, the pistol he had been holding little more than 
steaming, boiling metal, and his fist was ravaged by the acid, his skin torn and blistered, exposing 
bits of muscle under the broken flesh, even his knucklebones, coated in metal in his augmentations, 
shimmering in the light of a thunder strike. 


The savaged hand attacked, a blur of skin and bone and anger, reaching for Shinsou’s neck as he 
used his knee to rise slightly above the hero. Silverback yelled wordlessly, his hand throttling 
Shinsou, threatening to crush his neck in an instant...until he was pushed. 


Pink hands pushed back, pressing against Silverback’s helmet with all of Mina’s might, her arm 
veins popping with effort, her fingertips turning pale as she pressed harder. “NO!” she yelled, 
“Hito, NO!” Her strength, with all her back and legs pushing, with her teeth gritted and her eyes 


narrowed, tears streaming down her cheeks, was not enough to push Silverback away, not entirely, 
moving barely an inch back, his arm no longer able to snap Shinsou’s neck but more than able to 
choke the life out of him... 


Toga scrambled for the sword again. Her breathing was ragged, her heartbeat skyrocketing, 
knowing that she had to do something , to help Mina somehow, to stop Shinsou from dying...but 
there was no easy solution, no clear path. The supersoldier had used the lull in the fight well, 
gathered his strength for just the right moment...and he could now get part of his revenge. 


To strike his neck again for nerve damage wouldn’t ensure he let go of Shinsou, and only 
increased the risk of death. There was no point in severing any joints, especially not the ones at the 
wrist, as any movement might hurt Shinsou, and end with him being killed by a stray cut instead... 


Toga panicked. The life of a friend depended on her and she didn’t have the tools to help...She 
went for the neck again, from behind Silverback, hacking at the back of his head, at the nape, 
hoping to at least distract him. 


And then she smelled the acid. It burned her nostrils and made her eyes water so bad that she 
couldn’t see. Even her skin itched. And she heard the metal dissolve under it, and Mina screaming 
in between sobs. “LET HIM GO! LET HIM GO OR YOU DIE! DON’T MAKE ME DO THIS! 
PLEASE!!!” The helmet burned through, her hands passing through the outer shell and now eating 
through the padding and the electronics, the tinny sounds of alarms filling the air for a moment 
before dying down, their cables utterly obliterated... 


“How far will you go, Silverback?” Shinsou asked, his voice hoarse as he fought to speak, tearing 
at Silverback’s hand desperately with his fingers, unable to remove the iron grip. “HOW FAR? 
How much will you sacrifice, how many lives? Will you sacrifice your own life to kill me!” 


“YES!” he answered, “Every life! Every man, woman and child I have to kill! The old man, the 
horned girl! Slay every demon I need to avenge the King! TO KILL YOU! Even my own life, as 
long as you DIE-” He stopped, frozen in place. 


“ MOVE BACK.” Shinsou ordered, his pained, thin voice returning to its full strength and 
authority as he spoke, and the supersoldier obeyed, his hand relaxing as he placed his weight back 
on his knee and brought his body backwards, taking his face away from Mina’s hands. 


Knowing Shinsou’s Quirk was interrupted by pain, the two heroes and Toga rushed away from the 
supersoldier, putting as much distance between them as possible, with Shinsou scrambling up to his 
feet shakily, coughing, breathing in as deep as he could before being interrupted by yet another fit 
of coughing. 


Mina rushed to his side after having wiped away the dangerous acid, and she hugged him closely, 
all of the relief of seeing him alive and well and having survived the battle turning her tears from 
despair to joy. “Hito!” she said, breaking down into happy sobs, as he returned the hug fiercely, 
crying just as hard, holding on as if she might disappear if he didn’t hug her with all his being. 


“We...we made it, Mina.” he said, his voice incredibly rough. 


Toga joined them, standing to the side, raising her sword to Silverback’s eye level. The sword now 
had a chipped blade, which no doubt would please Stain when she gave the weapon back, and the 
tip was slightly dented to the left, and the acid damage had left the steel in a rather bad state...but it 
should be enough to kill Silverback now that he was vulnerable 


She looked at him, saw the damage inflicted, saw the imprint of Mina’s hands as they had passed 


through the metal helmet, one of them placed by the eye and cheek, another at the forehead, and 
she saw the extent of the injuries, the dark skin of his cheeks torn and melted in places, and his left 
eye was gone, the shape of Mina’s thumb cutting into the cheekbone, the metal and bone exposed 
now there and at the forehead...but he didn’t seem ready to give up. 


“T beat your king just like that, Silverback.” said Shinsou, staggering a step forward, defiant. Toga 
readied the blade, holding it with both hands, her weight on her right foot, kept back, to spring and 
spear through if the need arose... “You knew I did, didn’t you?” 


Silverback’s mouth corners tightened to the smallest hint of a joyless, grim smile, and he nodded, 
and Shinsou continued, “It’s over. It’s all over. Your hostages are free, Mina and I still live, Toga 
and Izuku are both alive too...Anyone else you wanted dead?” Silverback shook his head, “Like I 
said before...you failed. Everything you set out to do crashed and burned.” 


“Make any sudden moves and I'll put you down. Supersoldier or not, a blade to the brain will be 
enough!” Toga added, letting herself grin and relax a little. One down, the difficult one...I am sure 
we made you proud, Izu-Izu. 


Lightning flashed, the light flooding in through the door and every hole in the ceiling, bathing 
Silverback in a pure white glare for a moment, before the gloom returned, the dark hotel ruins 
barely illuminated by the embers of the Iconoclast’s fires, doused down by the rainfall. Then 
thunder boomed, far away. 


Silverback didn’t react. There was still some fight in his remaining eye, half hidden behind the 
broken visor, but he had played his hand. Standoff, bitch...let’s see who tries first. You? The 
American heroes? Agent Anna? No, she took off to hunt this problem to the source, she had to. It’s 
what we do, how we think... 


Another flash of lightning, even brighter...and the crack of thunder instantly afterwards, close, far 
too close, maybe even hitting the hotel, deafening every other sound and turning the inside of the 
hotel ruins brighter than any sunny day...casting shadows all around, long, uncanny. 


She saw her own shadow extending all the way to the wall, the sword in her hands metres long. 
She saw Mina and Shinsou’s shadows, so close that they fused together, and she saw Silverback’s 
shadow, gigantic, imposing...and broken. 


And then, in the instant before the light faded, she saw another shadow, a winged shadow, a huge 
shadow, rushing from one end of the hall to the other, the roof timbers creaking, barely holding its 
massive weight as it moved...towards the Iconoclast and Izuku. 


No, no, NO! “Izu-Izu!” Toga yelled, immediately springing to action, sprinting for the side room... 
ready to fight whatever new devilry had arrived now. 


Chapter End Notes 


See you next time! 


Dig Two Graves 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


The Iconoclast looked even younger when knocked out, blood flowing freely from his nose and 
between his lips. Izuku had caught him before he fell to the ground, to prevent him from hitting the 
back of his head. 


He had been careful not to hurt Hakurin permanently, and a hit to the back of the head might have 
even been fatal with a little bit of bad luck. J didn’t even aim for his jaw too much. He needs to be 
able to talk. 


Knocked out, there was a chance that Hakurin might have sustained a concussion, even when 
beaten with mere fists and not any offensive Quirks. It was simply a possible side effect, and if 
Izuku saw the signs of that when waking the villain up...well, his plan would need to change. 


First he focused on restraining the Iconoclast, using his own belt to tie Hakurin’s wrists behind his 
back, then strips of Hakurin’s shirt to further immobilise his hands and fingers. J have a good idea 
now of how your control works. Without your hands, you won’t have accurate direction of the mist, 
or get a chance to ignite it. And if you try it... 


Izuku placed himself behind the knocked out villain, then wrapped his right arm around Hakurin’s 
neck, simply to measure the distance and give himself another tool. “Okay...’m ready. Let’s wake 
you up, Hakurin...” 


With his right arm still around Hakurin’s chest, Izuku used his left arm to support the villain’s back 
and drag him over to one of the tiny waterfalls that had leaked into the room as the monsoon 
washed over the area. 


The storm was powerful, bringing quick winds and impressive downpour, and it had hit the hotel 
ruins hard, furthering the damage the heroes had caused. If the rain didn’t move on quickly, there 
was a chance that the ruins would collapse and be washed away, and in Izuku’s mind it was good 
riddance; he wasn’t too keen on leaving the hideout standing, not when it was the place where his 
family had been held hostage. 


One step, then two, and Izuku stood under a true waterfall. It was a warm rain, refreshing in the 
tropical heat, nowhere near as chilly as northern rains, from what Himiko and him had experienced 
when hunting Pestilentia in Europe. / don’t miss those days at all. 


The water splashed onto Hakurin’s body and face, washing away the blood Izuku had spilled, and 
Izuku looked at his face, facing him for the first time without fear and adrenaline clouding his 
vision. 


He had a thin face, without much cheeks to speak of, and his mouth had ended up half open, 
showing at least three missing teeth, that might have ended up stabbed into Izuku’s forehead if he 
had not exhaustively practised headbutting opponents throughout the years. 


His face had a few lines, stress and anger present, his brow just as furrowed as Kacchan’s, even 
with his face relaxed by unconsciousness. His hair was a ruddy, ochre colour with off-white 
highlights over his forehead, now sticking to his skin. 


I have seen this face before, he realised, somewhere, some day. He has been there, and I didn’t see 


him, didn’t see a threat. How did you get here? With the commando and his men? On a plane? I 
know your goal, I know why you do this...but who got you here? Who else is guilty for today? That 
is what Agent Anna wants to find, isn’t it? 


There were five fingertips etched into his face, just barely noticeable. Tenko got pretty close, but he 
spared you. He spared a life that maybe you don’t deserve. I’m so, so proud of him, how far he has 
come. And senpai too, patiently helping him down this path...but why did you leave this up to me, 
Tenko? What happened there? Maybe it would have been better if the Iconoclast had died...but...I 
think Tenko did the right thing keeping this blood off his hands. 


The water overflowed, getting into Hakurin’s nose, making him choke suddenly, snorting out the 
water, his eyes shooting open. Grey eyes, bloodshot. I have a common face, people call me plain 
and he...he wouldn’t stand out, either. Not if he knew what to do. How to hide. 


His head moved from side to side, in a panic, drawing shallow, quick breaths, and Izuku planted 
himself more firmly behind him. This is how this is going to go... 


“W...where... WHERE ARE YOU?” Hakurin shouted, his neck jerking from side to side, trying to 
find Izuku, still too caught up in his panic to notice an arm around him, ready to shoot up and wrap 
around his neck. “I'll fucking KILL-” 


Hakurin noticed his tied up arms now, tried moving them...but Izuku had been thorough when 
tying him up. The villain’s panic increased and he tried moving with his entire body, until the pain 
of each of Izuku’s attacks hit back. You remember now how you ended up here, Iconoclast? 


“T’ll slaughter everyone you love, Dek-” 


“Enough shouting, Hakurin.” Izuku said, his voice calm and steady. The anger he had felt had 
simmered down, burning low now, below the surface, kept under control. “You and I are going to 
talk now. Man to man. And you are not going to try and use your Quirk, you are not going to try 
and escape, you are not going to fight.” 


“Why not?” Hakurin asked, a mad grin appearing on his face, showing Izuku a fourth missing 
tooth. “I know you won’t kill me, Deku, EVERYONE knows you don’t kill! That you don’t have 
the balls to end me! Not even-” 


Izuku shifted his right arm slightly, pressing down on Hakurin’s dislocated and badly set shoulder. 
The villain had done a shoddy job at fixing himself up. “First ttme breaking your bones, Hakurin?” 
Izuku asked, his forearm and elbow pressing against the injury. “First time trying to set a bone back 
in after it pops ?” The villain screamed louder, and then Izuku let go, to wrap his forearm closer to 
Hakurin’s neck. “I thought so.” 


“You...you bastard...” 


“Now let me walk you through something.” Izuku said, shuffling backwards slightly, causing 
Hakurin’s neck to shift down, further into his forearm. “I’ve seen enough, I know exactly how your 
Quirk works, how you use it to fight. You make the White Phosphorus appear on your skin, then it 
floats into the air, and there’s a psycho-kinetic connection between your body and it. And you 
adjust speed and direction with hand motions, full arm motions increasing it further. Am I right ?” 


Hakurin didn’t reply, lowering his face as he pondered, so Izuku continued, applying the tiniest bit 
of extra pressure against the neck. “To use your Quirk lethally you need hands and arms. You need 
a clear objective, some focus. You have none of that currently.” 


“You...you can’t stop me. You’re...you’re Quirkless.” 


“T was Quirkless for fifteen years . Another hour, another day Quirkless doesn’t change much. I 
beat you when your arms were free; predicting your moves, using them against you, going for the 
ribs, for the side of your head...the headbutt. Breathing, balance, consciousness, and you’re down. 
And here? Try anything funny and I'll just put you to sleep. Do you drink, Hakurin?” 


“What the...why the fuck do you want to know that?” Hakurin stammered, “Yes, ’m a fucking 
adult , dammit.” 


“If I choke you, the headache you’ll get will make a sake hangover seem like a tap on the forehead. 
Nod if you get it.” 


Hakurin nodded, and Izuku continued, “Now that we can talk, let’s talk. I know why you are doing 
this. I know your family died at Kamino. I am sorry about that. If...if All for One had not been 
there, if he hadn’t picked that place to fight, if he hadn’t chosen the battlefield-” 


“How can you say that?” Hakurin asked, his voice low. “How? How can you pin it on All for One, 
Deku?” 


“Because it is what he did for a century .” Izuku replied, bitterly. “When I tell you I was Quirkless, 
I mean it . My Quirk’s real name is One for All, and it can be passed on. I am the ninth to hold it. 
All Might was the one before, and a woman called Nana Shimura before him. All for One killed 
Nana. He murdered her husband, even before killing her. He let her son grow as an orphan, marry, 
have kids...Then he walked into that home and put a Quirk in Tenko Shimura, made him kill his 
dad.” 


“He has been behind so much pain .” Izuku kept going, his voice bitter, “His hand reached far. He 
had more power and influence than anyone knew; politics, the government, even abroad...It was 
him that put Kamino at risk. There were Nomus below you for who knows how long! He was 
there, in the shadows. You were all his meat shields, and you know why ?” Izuku’s voice grew 
more bitter with every word he spoke, “Because he was a coward . All Might fought him in the 
open once, and they destroyed an abandoned island. They cracked the earth, broke cliffs and hills, 
and All for One would have died if not for that piece of shit Doctor Ujiko!” 


Hakurin turned his face around, his eyes narrowed, “A doctor, you say?” He was curious, and his 
anger seemed subdued for the moment. He is receptive. I can make him change his mind. End this 
the right way. 


“Ujiko, Garaki, Tsubasa...I have no idea how many names he had. How many hospitals he worked 
at. Pudgy, with thick glasses and a moustache. He made the Nomus under Kamino, he fixed up All 
for One...he was my doctor when I was a kid. He was my classmate’s grandpa...his own grandpa 
turned him into a MONSTER!” 


At the mention of glasses and a moustache, Hakurin had shivered, his entire body shaking for a 
moment. “So you’re blaming it all on the Nomu lab, some hideout?” 


“All for One put tens of thousands of lives on the line, between All Might and him. And you know 
what, Hakurin? The villain hideout where Kacchan was taken by the League?” 


“No.” Hakurin said, his eyes growing wider, “Shut up, SHUT UP! DON’T SAY-” 


“The hideout was a bar that was not in Kamino, Hakurin. AFO brought Kacchan to the middle of 
Kamino, the League with him. He brought All Might. The fight only happened because he chose it 


. The collateral damage, like the explosion where Best Jeanist lost a lung, where your friend Runt 
lost his family? Hakurin, All for One had THOUSANDS of Quirks! He had every tool available to 
save himself from Jeanist restraining him and to beat the other heroes, the collateral damage started 
because of HIM!” 


“You can’t know that.” hakurin spat, “You don’t know SHIT, Deku...you are trying to-” 


“T was there , Hakurin.” Izuku interrupted, his voice harsh, even as his eyes started getting blurry. 
Remembering that day, the aura of fear emanating from AFO, the terror of losing All Might and 
everything he stood for, the anguish at being able to do so little with his broken arms in casts... “I 
saw him do it. I saw him hurt heroes I’d looked up to since I was a child. I saw him murder 
hundreds, just so All Might would come, just to hurt everyone more.” 


“Liar...it...1t was Bakugou’s fault. And...and...” 


“All Kacchan did was be himself !’ Izuku yelled back. “He wasn’t a good person! He ruined my 
self esteem for years. He hurt me physically, mentally and emotionally. He wasn’t a good person, 
but that didn’t mean he SHOULD be a villain! Being an asshole doesn’t make one a villain. An 
“evil” Quirk doesn’t make one evil. Being a mutant doesn’t make one evil. That... that is what I 
believe. Kacchan would never have become a villain. It wasn’t his fault, or my fault for being 
unable to stop the League.” 


“If he was only brought to Kamino by All for One...” Hakurin said, chewing on every word, 
speaking slowly, “I believed he had been there all along. Why did nobody tell me the truth , Deku? 
I hated him. I hated him with all my heart. I sti// hate him...And I was WRONG?” Tears ran down 
his cheeks again, “All this FUCKING time. Fucking All for One, fucking Shigaraki...” 


“Hatred can take hold of us easily. Far too easily. But there’s always another way, a choice to 
make.” 


“Choice?” Hakurin’s anger flared again, and for an instant Izuku thought he might need to choke 
the young man, “What fucking choice did my family get? What fucking choice did my dad get, my 
mom?” 


“The same choice you gave us .” Izuku snarled, his arm tightening around Hakurin’s neck, “You 
get how much of a hypocrite you have become, don’t you? How rotten have you become? Life 
wronged you, took a lot from you. It is unfair. But you have let that bring you here, where you 
would have made new orphans, where you would have murdered children .” 


“T-” Hakurin started to speak, but Izuku constrained his throat further. But not enough for your 
nap... 


“You crossed the line. Revenge took you there. Do you know why they wrote that phrase? “Before 
you embark on a journey of revenge, better dig two graves’? Because it is acycle . Even if you 
succeed, the cycle goes on and on, more death and pain and grief! You didn’t start this cycle, 
Hakurin, All for One did. My enemy . My family ’s enemy. My Himiko’s enemy, my friends’ 
enemy. He set it all in motion, and you’ re here, threatening to burn a girl .” 


“T’m doing this...for...myself...””. Hakurin managed to croak out, then gasped for air. 


“That’s what you think . Don’t kid yourself, Hakurin...you lost control a long, long time ago. 
People have been using your revenge, your anger; that supersoldier and his men, the other villains 
in your crew, whoever gave you the information... You are a pawn .” 


“T...am...the...Icon-” 


“Shut up.” Izuku said, as Hakurin started panicking again, trying to jerk his neck free from the 
choke, trying to wrestle his arms free. “You think a villain name changes who you are? It doesn’t. 
You spat on your family’s memory for revenge. You left your friends behind to get shot at and 
arrested. You Jost. You crossed every line, Hakurin, and we beat you, fought back everything you 
threw at us! We saved our family, we won.” 


“No...” Hakurin said, choking, and Izuku let him have the tiniest bit of breathing room, “It’s not 
over yet, Deku...not while I’m alive. Not unless you kill me.” 


Izuku sighed, then tapped Hakurin with his left hand in an injured shoulder, the one he had kicked, 
forcefully enough to make the villain groan in pain. “Someone I respect a lot asked me some time 
ago where I draw the line. At what point I switch from the hero Deku, willing to turn the other 
cheek and talk a villain down, to try and bring them to a better path. Arrest them fairly, with 
justice, never with excessive force. And at what point do I stop pulling those punches?” 


Izuku frowned as he continued, letting all the feelings, that he had only discussed with Himiko and 
his close friends, come to light again. “At what point do I justify myself and make the choice to 
take the life of someone who wronged me? At what point do I take the lethal option?” 


“What’s your line, Deku? If you let me live, how do you know I won’t get lucky next time and 
cross it ?” 


“Let me tell you something personal , Hakurin.” Izuku whispered into the villain’s ear, “I know 
there are villains out there...there are people out there that deserve death and still live, but I choose 
a different path, not because it’s easy , but because it is the right thing to do . One for All gives me 
the strength to take that upon myself, and I have made many more people walk peacefully to a 
police station, turn their lives around and walk out, than I have beat up and clapped in handcuffs. I 
wasn’t born strong, it was entrusted to me...and I try to honour it. I have a dream, a better Japan, a 
better world , and forgiveness will get us closer to it than death.” 


Izuku’s voice turned to a low growl, still talking into Hakurin’s ear, his words turning darker now, 
“To get there, to that world I want to create, I can be flexible . | can compromise. Some people do 
need killing, after all...” Izuku arm closed around Hakurin’s neck again, his hand grasping his left 
bicep, strangling Hakrin’s breath away, making his face turn redder and redder. 


“ Family , that’s my line. My parents, my friends, children . Himiko. ’'m just human. I’m just a 
single person...but that is where I draw the line. If you or anyone else hurts my people, we can 
find out just where it ends.” Hakurin started to go limp, his eyes pleading with Izuku as he held 
onto consciousness desperately. “You crossed many, many lines, Hakurin.” 


Izuku let go, pushing Hakurin to the ground with his left arm, the villain gasping for air and 
breaking into sobs, “But I won’t kill you. Its my choice . You gave me every reason to hate you, 
and I have you at my mercy. And I won’t do it; I could never execute someone. | just... ask that 
you come quietly. Please. I think I can hear sirens in the distance...but I can’t be sure with the 
rain.” 


“Tll go.” Hakurin replied, all anger choked out of him, his tears mixing with the puddles on the 
floor. “I can’t go on. I gave up everything and got so far , for nothing. It’s all over...” 


“Yes, it’s over. They’ll put you in jail, but that doesn’t have to be your end, okay?” Izuku said, 
rising to his feet and picking Hakurin up, getting him standing, and with a gentle nudge, got him to 
start walking towards the door. “Come on, I’m not hearing the fight out here anymore, Silverback 


has been dealt with.” 


He had no way of knowing for certain, not until he crossed the threshold and saw the situation. 
There was no shooting anymore, and while that could mean Himiko, Hitoshi and Mina had won, it 
could also mean... No. They won . I know they did, I trust them, I know how strong they are... 


But before he could reach the door, he heard the ceiling creaking. A massive lightning strike lit the 
room for a moment, the thunderclap following almost immediately, and he saw Hakurin’s eye 
widen in terror as a new shadow formed, filtering through the debris littering the roof, a winged 
shadow, massive, even from far away... 


And approaching quickly, so quickly. 
“Tzu-Izu!" he heard Himiko yelling for him, rushing through the door. 


Then the sound of wood warping, breaking, splintering, pushed down by massive muscles. Dust 
and mud and even more water poured in, cascading through as the shadow crashed into the hotel 
ruins, swiping at them with an arm at least three metres long. 


Izuku reacted even before he got a good look at the shadow, grabbing and throwing Hakurin far 
away with a single movement, then diving for the floor himself, rolling to a crouch beyond the 
shadow’s reach and picking up Hakurin again, “Himiko, RUN!” 


She had ended up closer to the shadow now, and Izuku saw her slash at its hand with her sword, 
drawing blood... black blood, managing to chop off its thumb with a lucky strike, then leaping 
away from its counterattack, quick stepping back again, then jumping diagonally to stand next to 
Izuku. “We’re gonna need to make this fast, Izuku-Izu!” she yelled, gripping the sword in both 
hands. 


Izuku could see the shadow now, as his eyes adjusted to the gloom once more and peered through 
the waterfalls all around them. Standing at around four metres tall, the creature was huge and 
muscular, with black, rubbery skin that let all the water slide down easily. It had wings, kept close 
to its back, the tips brushing the roof, and when it opened its mouth for a silent taunt, Izuku saw 
teeth that looked like a human’s, even if the rest of it was mutated, artificially evolved to fly and 
hunt and kill. 


A Nomu, he knew instantly. A High End ... And his skull is protected. It’s no runaway Nomu... 
someone sent it. Covering its forehead, scalp and around the Nomu’s eyes was a metal helmet... 
perhaps. The contraption might as well be some torture device to control the beast... 


“Tm ready!” Izuku said, shutting out Hakurin’s screams of terror as he held the villain on his 
shoulder, carrying him easily. “The wall might slow it down, we run for the Jeep!” There was no 
time to plan anything else, no time to ask Himiko about the other fight. They only had a chance to 
share a glance, a quick smile... We’ll make it. We have to. Somehow...our first day together won’t 
be our last! 


And then they ran. “GO!” 


The Nomu reacted slower than Izuku expected, giving them more of a start than he had hoped, its 
feet planted on the floor until the three had crossed the door and taken a few steps inside, where 
Izuku saw Silverback on his knees, utterly defeated, not even raising his head to look at the new 
threat. 


“Hitoshi! Mina! Run!” He barely heard his own voice as an explosion of wood and metal and a 


bestial roar crashed through the wall splitting the hall and the side room. The Nomu had crashed 
through easily, and its swift charge had found one of the hotel’s support beams, splitting it in two. 
The roof caved in behind it, burying the side room for good. It’s strong, stronger than average for 
a High End. Fast... 


Izuku started to run again, taking one of Himiko’s hands and nearly pulling her to the ground as he 
started sprinting again, but she quickly caught up and matched his speed, rushing for the door. 
Outside we can fight it. Outside we can win. Outside we can make sure Eri and dad get away as 
safely as possible! 


At the same time as Izuku and Himiko ran, Hitoshi sent out an end of his capture weapon, 
wrapping it around one of the ceiling’s timbers, motioned for Mina to hold onto him, and the two 
swung around, clearing the distance swiftly, getting further away from the High End. 


They reached the hotel’s exit a couple steps later, as the Nomu once again charged, pushing itself 
forward with a massive flap of its wings, destroying another two support beams, with now the back 
half of the roof wobbling, ready to collapse at the slightest move...and it turned to the heroes. A 
red light flashed on at his helmet, perhaps a camera, perhaps a- 


“AT LAST!” Speakers, on the helmet, and the neck? “Started running away when lightning nearly 
hit you, eh? You piece of crap ! Now you'll have to listen , Nomu, and kill in a hurry.” 


A voice erupted from the speakers, a familiar voice, yet one Izuku couldn’t quite place. As long as 
it spoke, the Nomu remained motionless, so Izuku risked a glance to Himiko, who shrugged, 
“He...he also sounds familiar to you?” she asked, as if reading his mind. 


“ She ’s still not here...There’s a few minutes left.” She? Miruko? It has to be, she’s the one 
closest, and she’d be strong enough... “The priority is Rewind, and...oh, you did chase for One for 
All as a contingency, sweet boy!” 


Izuku’s heart froze. The man controlling the Nomu knows of One for All...this is bad...And 
Rewind, that means Eri...We are NOT letting anyone else take her, never again. NEVER AGAIN! 
The voice continued, “You’ll have to break their bones, just in case their Quirks flare up during 
travel...Break both of them. And kill the others! Oh but don’t be rude ! Introduce yourself, before 
we do this! It has to be quick!” 


Izuku’s gaze travelled back to the High End, then the hall’s back end support pillars. There are six 
pillars keeping the roof up, it already crashed through three of them...And the voice...Who does it 
remind me of? Who? Someone I met at some point in one of Mei’s business meetings? Some 
doctor? A teacher from some other school? On the news? 


“The Nomu stopped the moment it heard the voice.” he said, softly, barely above a whisper. “And 
it’s already damaged the roof supports...if we distract it, we can get it to crash on top of it, buy us 
time!” Come on, One for All...I know we’re hit by blockers, but now would be a really good time to 
return... 


“T'll keep its master talking,” Hitoshi said, loosening his capture weapon, readying it for a fight. 
He took a step forward, flashed the beast a smile that revealed one of his teeth was missing, and his 
gaze focused on the helmet for a moment. Then he turned around, an idea flashing in his eyes, “T 
think I know what kind of man might be controlling it, and I know how to make ‘em seethe .” He 
came closer to Mina, whispered in her ear something that Izuku couldn’t hear, and she nodded, the 
two sharing one last glance...and then a deep, deep kiss. 


And Hitoshi stepped up, keeping the catatonic Silverback between himself and the Nomu, “Go on 


then, big brute, I’m Mindtrick, terrible to meet you. Since you probably can’t reply to a question, 
you Il have an easy time killing me or whatever you guys do as routine.” 


The Nomu growled at Hitoshi, but it held position. Another bolt of lightning flashed, letting Izuku 
see more of the artificial human; there were red segments on the Noimu’s skin, on the forearms, 
below the eyes, around the mouth, making a pattern over its chest. And its helmet, besides simply 
protecting his soft, exposed brain from getting destroyed by a hero, was topped with two iron 
horns, curving down like a ram’s. 


“IT know you, hero!” replied the manic voice from the Nomu’s speakers, “This magnificent beast is 
BALROG! A truly fascinating specimen, strong, deadly, a hunter, with wing-” 


“Balrogs were never explicitly said to have wings, man! Did you even read the damn books?” 
Hitoshi said, looking back and grinning at them all, which signalled Mina to throw twin acid 
streams, cutting into the hall’s front support beams, carving into the wooden supports like sizzling 
water jets, making the entire ceiling start to crack ... 


From the outside, Izuku heard someone running, but his eyes were glued to the scene, unable to 
stop watching as Hitoshi stood up to Balrog, a hulking High End Nomu. Hitoshi stood proudly, 
confidently, the beast rearing for a chance to charge into battle and kill him for the insolence of 
standing in his path. 


Outside, the rain was pouring down harder still, drowning any sound from beyond the hall, but 
Izuku thought he heard a voice yelling for him. Deku...Is it some other hero? Uraraka? Kacchan? 
Please, just stay outside, we’ll need you if we make it... 


“LIES! Balrogs DO have wings, you little shit! You fucking idiot! “ Suddenly it drew itself up to a 
great height, and its wings were spread from wall to wall..”’ It’s right there in the boo-” 


“Tom Bombadil says FUCK YOU!” Hitoshi said, throwing a thumbs up for everyone else... RUN. 


“Now, guys!” Mina yelled, shutting down the streams of acid from her palms and starting to run 
away to the outside of the hotel, followed an instant later by Himiko and Izuku, and their prisoner, 
who didn’t stop yelling in absolute terror. 


“Balrog, he’s INSULTING YOU! End him, chop chop! Once you get back, we’ll pour through 
Fellowship , you have my promise...” the voice on the speakers said. 


“Yeah, I’m calling you a fake, you big baby. And you, the guy behind the speakers? You’re 
fucking lame, and you’re a FAKE NERD! Fuck you!” 


“BALROG, KILL!” 


Balrog’s wings flapped again, with such force that they nearly brought down the roof by 
themselves, then again, as he pushed forward with his legs, leaping forward, aiming for Hitoshi. 
The young man had already turned tail and started running, a smug grin on his face quickly being 
overtaken by true terror as he realized he wouldn’t make it outside. 


And then another voice came through the speakers, speaking with immense difficulty, using 
Japanese roughly, through what sounded like a throat that had been beat with a steel pipe for a 
whole day, his yell raspy, desperate, “BROTHER NOMU, KILL UBUYILE INSTEAD!” 


It was then that Silverback reacted once more, glancing at Balrog with uncertainty, with fear, with 
the growing realisation... 


“No...NO!” Hakurin yelled, as Izuku took another step, away from the hotel before it could 
collapse, “That voice, the soldier! The one that was missing! SILVERBACK, WHAT DID YOU 
DO?” 


Balrog had stopped his charge, confused at the new order. It had been spoken through the helmet’s 
speakers, but by a different voice... 


Silverback was now trying to stand back up, managing to get to a knee, then ripped his helmet off 
completely with his left arm, grunting in pain, blood flowing from his shoulder. He held the broken 
helmet at the ready, as his final weapon to strike at the foe, and he said, “I SACRIFICED YOU! I 
SOLD YOU!” 


“Don’t...kill Shinsou, Balrog, you have your orders!” the first voice said, before the other 
managed to scream over that, “UBUYILE MUST DIE!” 


With a shake of the head, Balrog chose to follow the loudest voice. It pounced on Silverback, its 
claws slamming against the titanium armour, bashing it heavily, with Balrog roaring and the other 
Nomu in the speakers screaming, maybe in agony, maybe in fear, maybe in sheer joy . 


Balrog punched and clawed, while Silverback used his helmet as a weapon, striking the Nomu 
wherever he could; the shoulder, the neck, the ribs, the knees, the ankles, as he was slowly beat to 
the ground, blood shooting from a shoulder injury, unable to get back up as a deadly cut behind the 
knee had made one of his legs useless, only using his right hand at the very end, which Izuku could 
see was heavily damaged by acid... 


“We got very close...”’Silverback said, before screaming one final time and hitting Balrog one last 
time in the right collarbone, the titanium helmet and the last of his strength pushing in, and his 
suit’s reactor burning out, going from red metal to dull grey, leaving him powerless. 


Just as his attack connected, Balrog was finally able to grab Silverback’s head. 


And with another incoherent yell from the speakers, Balrog twisted the supersoldier’s head all the 
way around, snapping his neck and killing him instantly. 


By that point, Hitoshi had made it to the door, and Izuku rushed in once more, having dropped 
Hakurin on the ground to the side, and he pulled Hitoshi outside by the arm, yanking his friend 
away from the building that was just about ready to collapse, as the Nomu looked towards them 
once more, this time without any meddling, the first voice ordering it back on track... 


Izuku took another step back, to get clear of the door before the Nomu charged anew...and he 
bumped into someone, someone with a very familiar voice, the voice that had been calling for him, 
that he had barely understood...and in the middle of the rain, he had to scream again, only to be 
heard. 


“DEKU!” It was Kacchan! He had been moving back towards the hotel, to help, “You asshole, 
I’ve been screaming fora FULL MINUTE!” 


“STAND BACK!” Izuku yelled back, turning to his friend and noticing he held a bundle in his 
arms, a towel wrapped around something cylindrical, with a soaked rag protruding from below... 
“The building’s about to collapse! The beams!” 


“OHO! I’ve got a wee fuckin’ something to speed the process up a little, motherfuckers!” Bakugou 
removed the towel, letting it fall to the ground, revealing one of his explosive sweat reservoir 
vambraces, hastily patched up with duct tape from the Jeep’s toolbox, and the prtcotruding rag was 


soaked with explosive sweat, making it in essence a molotov cocktail, with something far more 
explosive than gasoline inside... 


Behind them, Balrog had flapped its wings again, and the back end of the hall had started to 
collapse fully, beams crashing behind Balrog as the High End charged. In just a couple seconds, 
the hotel ruins would be no more. 


“NEW MIGHTY BLAST: NUCLEAR FOOTBALL!” Bakugou yelled, using one of the 
firestarters on his gauntlet to ignite the rag, then he tossed the vambrace like an American football 
quarterback, well into the hall, hitting the ceiling just over Balrog... 


And then it blew up, engulfing the High End Nomu in flames and shrapnel, shaking the entire roof, 
then the walls, and the hotel collapsed on itself. 


“Now that’s how you fucking end a fight!” Bakugou yelled, flipping the finger at the massive piles 
of rubble and debris. 


Around him, the others were gathering themselves; Mina had lifted Hitoshi back from the floor, 
having slipped on the mud after Izuku had pulled him out of the building, All Might and Eri 
switched the Jeep’s lights on, a safe distance away on the hotel’s driveway. They are okay! Thank 
goodness! Eri! Dad! Yes! I'm so, so glad! 


He wanted nothing more than to run to them, hug them tight, and cry so much that the monsoon 
would seem like a tiny drizzle. He wanted nothing more than to hug them, to hug his mom, to 
make sure all his friends were alive and getting treated for any injuries. He wanted nothing more 
than to cuddle with Himiko and let the exhaustion take over, drift to sleep in each other’s arms, 
safe and happy and victorious. 


Sleep until late and then spend the entire day making love and laughing and smiling. Enjoy they 
had lived , enjoy they had won . 


His gaze drifted towards her, finding her to the side, with the tied up Iconoclast. She had put her 
sword to Hakurin’s throat, almost daring him to make any sudden moves to give him a brand new 
(and amazingly red!) smile a couple inches below the current one. “You’re under arrest, you little 
shit! And unlike Izu-Izu, I will kill you if you give me half a reason!” 


“IT know, I know! I surrender!” Hakurin replied, yelling, his eyes wide and his face shaking with 
fear, fear of the Nomu. He called out to Silverback, right when the other Nomu interrupted...he 
knew something. But not everything. And that other one...his voice was so unnatural, but...why am 
I assuming it was a Nomu? I can’t know for sure... “1 give up, just...don’t let that thing get me.” 


Himiko removed her sword, clasping it against her ribs with the side of her arm, standing away 
from Hakurin, her right hand reaching for Izuku’s. Behind them, Izuku started to see the bright 
beams of patrol car headlights, and the red and blue of their siren lights, quickly followed by the 
shrill screech of the sirens themselves, and the massive engine roar of the patrol, that had to be 
some kind of fast car. All Might would know what type of car it is, if it is American...I’m just glad 
we'll have some backup, it’s like I’m already in a comfy bed, it’s such a relief... 


“That “thing” was a High End Nomu,” Himiko said, her eyes drifting towards the remains of the 
ruined hotel, “‘and it’s under a metric shit ton of-” 


The metric shit ton of rubble shifted, and a giant claw shot from within. 


On pavement, Miruko would have had no trouble outrunning cars, even sports cars, when taking a 
lap around a circuit or an urban track. In fact, she Joved outrunning cars in those nights when illegal 
street racing would take place, a little hobby she had been forced to abandon after rising to number 
one hero. 


In the sudden rivers and mud of a monsoon, though, it had been a much, much closer race between 
her and one of the patrol cars, a mighty muscle car with an engine that roared louder than the 
storm, having chosen the same path through the jungle as her, always at her heels as she sprinted 
and leapt and made her way back to the villain hideout. 


By now she had lost all hope she would get to fight Edgeshot; if he was clever, he should be in 
some little hole, waiting out the storm to slip back into Japan quietly and pretend he had been at 
home, sick with the flu or something. 


Whatever his plan, or the Commission’s plan involving him, had likely not taken into account that 
Japan’s #1 would show up. And now a ton of people had seen her, and she had commanded them to 
follow her to battle; it was the opposite of subtle. 


One mess on their lap, fucking up the first mess, that conspiracy! The important thing now is 
beating up those two villains, and rescuing All Might and the little girl. She’s Eraser’s kid, surely 
she’s a brave little brat! 


The muscle car dogged her steps, keeping very close. I wonder if those cops are very worried for 
the hostages, too cocky of their abilities, or...maybe they are carrying heroes! Well you better not 
get in the way, Yankees, cause I ain’t holding back! 


The storm grew worse the closer she got to the ruined hotel hideout. Lightning struck all over, 
repeatedly, and she even saw a bolt hit close to her, less than a hundred metres away, setting a tree 
on fire to her right side. 


The mud made it more difficult to find traction for bigger jumps, so she mostly ran.; while she 
wasn’t quite as much of a speedster as an Ingenium or All Might, she was still fast, incredibly fast. 
Almost as fast as Teiko lida, the Osaka Sprinter! No, she didn’t let me win to flirt with me and 
“give the winner a kiss”, it was fair and square! 


The patrol car kept up, its headlights a powerful beam that lit the road in front of the car and 
Miruko both, the siren switched on a kilometre away from the hideout. How you haven’t driven 
into a tree or something I have no idea, but I respect the hell out of it. Dunno who you are but you 
got guts, I like that. You can secure the area while I beat up the bad guys! 


The monsoon hit her ears with bucketfuls of water with every leap, her clothes were soaked 
through, and it all got her more pumped for a fight. A half-drowned bunny can still bite a finger off! 
BRING IT! 


One last jump, she rose above the trees again...and she saw the hotel turned to a pile of rubble, 
collapsed on itself. She saw the young heroes standing before the rubble, and a short distance away 
from them a 4 wheel drive, the headlights flashing towards the debris, and the stubborn patrol car 
pulling up... 


And a hand rising up from the debris, then an arm. 


She knew those claws, she knew those artificial muscles. She knew that fiend. “NOMU!” 


Miruko twisted her body in the air, aiming her fall, then landed among the mud with a running 
start, “Get the fuck away from there, it’s still alive!” 


The arm reached out again, found a handhold and pulled, a second arm shooting up and pulling, 
muscles tensing...and the Nomu sprang from the rubble, pushing with his legs, howling to the 
sky... It’s not nighttime you stupid prick! 


Miruko ran past the Jeep, only glancing sideways to see that All Might and Eri Aizawa were inside, 
fixing their position for the fight, the place she had to protect, past the young heroes, leaping high, 
landing in front of the Nomu. 


“Well hello, you fucking unnatural bastard!” she roared, looking her foe up and down. It had 
massive wings that were just beginning to spread in the air, black and red skin, or perhaps a 
skintight suit, and what looked like horns on its head. Its metal head. “Got a bukkit on your head, 
eh? Gonna ring it like a fucking BELL!” 


She attacked first, faster than the Nomu, a jumping kick slamming the ball of her foot to the side of 
its head, striking the metal as lightning flashed half a mile away, then she reached out with her arm, 
grabbing onto the Nomu’s helmet horns... 


Then a series of hammer strikes to the face, her biceps, triceps and forearms straining as she 
punched as hard as she could. She aimed a final strike to the creature’s nose, to further unbalance it, 
but the Nomu jerked his neck in the last instant, Miruko’s fist instead moving into his mouth, his 
teeth closing in over her wrist. 


“YOU FUCKING DEMON!” she yelled, pulling herself using the Nomu’s horn and her bitten 
hand, even as the teeth dug into her skin and int her forearm muscles, pulling herself with all her 
body’s power...and delivering a knee strike straight to the High End’s jaw, again and again, 
pulverising the bone, hitting until the jaw dropped open, all the while avoiding the beast’s claws as 
it tried catching her, in vain. 


“How’s bunny blood taste, shithead? How does it feel to bite the NUMBER ONE?!? HOW DOES 
IT FEEL TO DIE?” One more knee strike connected, her knee severing the tendons on the Nomu’s 
mouth on one side, letting her push her body away, then swing back and kick the creature’s teeth 
off, one after the other, using her flexibility and agility just as much as sheer power. 


Her foot popped a line of teeth, utterly decimating one side of her enemy’s mouth, leaving her 
room to escape, and pull back her arm, leaving it dangling to her side, bleeding. It hurt , and 
nursing such a wound would bore her half to death, but it was nothing she hadn’t fought through 
before. “Next time bite BETTER!” she said, using her legs to swing around to the other side of the 
Nomu’s face, letting go of the horn quickly, trying to grab the other...And the beast’s arm darted 
towards her, its reach twice as long as she was tall, only a swift clench of her midsection and a kick 
forward with both legs pushed her out of the Nomu’s grasp...but his claws still managed to catch 
her. 


They cut into her back and shoulder, digging painfully into her skin, making her bleed even more 
heavily... 


It made her feel alive . 


“Too slow to skin this hare, you wimp!” she said, laughing louder than the storm, falling gracefully 
back on the ground, on the opposite end of the rubble. The Nomu held its arms in front of its body, 
almost like a fighting stance, and Miruko mirrored it with a stance of her own, her intact fist rising 
to protect her head and upper body, the injured one kept low, to defend the rest, even if it might 


hurt her further, her feet bouncing up and down, ready to strike, the constant movement preventing 
her opponent from reading her moves... 


“Ready for round two, weakling? SHOW ME A GOOD TIME, NOMU! FIGHT ME!” she grinned 
from ear to ear and moved forward, a quickstep into range, then a feint kick with her left leg, only 
to switch to the right as the Nomu tried countering with a massive punch, her left leg long gone 
when his fist made its way there, her right foot crashing into the Nomu’s forearm with all the 
power in her leg, hip and abs. 


Nomu bones were hardy. High End bones even more. But Miruko could kick through metal blast 
doors, she could kick through concrete. She could break open the lid off a water bottle with a tap 
of her toe. The Nomu’s bones resisted, held much stronger than any opponent Miruko had faced 
before...but she fe/t the fracture. 


There had not been noticeable damage, not yet , merely a hairline fracture along both bones on the 
beast’s long forearm, almost as long as Miruko was tall...a gigantic target for her kicks. Kicks, 
plural! “LUNA ARC!” she yelled, her right foot barely tapping the ground before she leapt and 
used it again for an axe kick, her heel connecting with the exact same spot as her previous kick, 
even stronger with the momentum of her axe kick’s fall... 


And the Nomu’s forearm bones snapped . It howled in pain, switching his fighting stance to 
protect his head, ready to counter Miruko’s planned next move. A smart guy, eh? A nerd with a 
soft brain, ‘neath that bukkit? 


Instead of going for the head, as the Nomu now expected, as she had planned, she dove to the side 
and sent a spinning kick at the Nomu’s ankle, sweeping the leg with her power and speed and the 
Nomu not expecting it, and the beast started to stumble... Got you now, fucker! 


But it caught itself, flapping its wings once, twice, thrice, rising above the rubble, away from 
Miruko and her kicks, rising tall, his crooked forearm hanging by his side. No regen, eh? A quick 
kill once I get his fucking BRAIN! 


The Nomu flapped its wings again, holding in the air, pulling his right arm back, its unhinged 
mouth bellowing a massive roar, ready to strike and to keep fighting until one of them died. 
Perfect! Come at me, let’s finish this! 


“Come the fuck on, NOMU!” she yelled, waving her arms around, taunting the Nomu, glancing 
around quickly to find the young heroes taking cover with the cars, perhaps thinking up a plan to 
help, perhaps coordinating the police in the patrol car that had arrived. Well a couple of pistols 
shooting the Nomu will do next to nothing and might as well end up with me getting shot in the 
butt, so you guys better not let that happen! 


She sized up the Nomu once more; after fighting with it for a little while, she could gauge its 
power, see how it compared with others she had fought, other specimens her fellow heroes had 
fought. It was weaker than the first High End that Endeavor had taken on with Hawks, but it 
looked to be a better flyer. It was much more humanoid than a wormy High End she had fought 
inside Tartarus, and bulkier than the female Nomu beaten by Deku and Froppy in the battle before 
her hunt of the wormy Nomu. 


Strong, fast but not excessively so. Smart enough to protect himself, with a goddamn helmet...a 
tough opponent, all in all. Jts Quirks have to include those wings. Something else to fly with them, 
maybe some air current thingy. Strength and resistance as a standard...and something special, to 
be sent hunting alone. Probably not a hidden Emitter Quirk, the High End would have already 
used it if it had one. So I take his wings, take his helmet, and he’s just another High End...EASY! 


“You want some, fool?” she yelled again, flipping off the Nomu, laughing loudly, “COME AND 
GET ME!” 


The Nomu roared again...but another sound came from its helmet. The sound of a man yelling 
throw speakers, angrily, desperately, with terror running through his veins, “RABBIT! YOU 
FUCKING RABBIT! KILL HER, BALROG!” 


The Nomu, who apparently was called “Ball Rug” or some other lame shit like that, flapped its 
wings again, this time pushing itself downwards, using the massive air currents to propel towards 
Miruko, closing the distance quickly, almost too quickly. 


Almost. 


Miruko was ready, having seen through the Nomu’s intent, having calculated its exact path as it 
fell, letting her sidestep into the trajectory, then leap up... 


And catch the Nomu in the head again, this time with a brutal dropkick, every major muscle in 
Miruko’s body tensing and then releasing, all the water on her skin and clothes pushed away by the 
release of power , and even the rain being blasted away as the Nomu landed on its hands and knees, 
making a small crater halfway into the ruined hotel’s driveway. 


As the High End struggled to get back up, Miruko saw the helmet sparking and crackling with 
electricity, before sliding over the Nomu’s head, broken in two by her powerful kick. Oho! I got 
you GOOD! 


“Every battle’s a fine battle without some pencilneck telling you how to fight over the radio, eh, 
beastie?” she said, jumping the distance between them, cartwheeling through the air, her legs 
separated, aiming her kicks at the Nomu’s head, “LUNA RING!” 


The first kick met the High End’s arm as it tried raising it to protect its head, too slowly, the next 
hitting its shoulder, then the wing as it got in the way, her heel slashing a long tear on the leathery 
skin of the appendage... 


And with that damage, it finally panicked, reverting to a wilder state, its wings furiously batting 
down, pushing Miruko away through air pressure alone...and with a flap of the wings, it leapt, 
towards the cars, aiming for the Jeep where All Might and Eri were taking cover. 


It glided through the air with whatever Quirk compensated for its aerodynamic deficiencies, 
closing the distance faster than Miruko could reach it with a leap or running. Motherfucker, no! 
Don’t you dare do anything to those two! NOT ON MY WATCH! You are supposed to FIGHT ME! 


She ran, sprinting harder and faster than ever, her brain working quickly to plot a course for her 
next kick, the Nomu’s speed compared to her own, its weight, momentum, and the violence of 
action... J won’t be fast enough, strong enough, if I jump from here it won’t hit hard enough to 
guarantee a kill... 


Movement caught her eye, a man rising between the two cars, the Jeep and the patrol, as if he had 
rushed from the cop car to the 4-wheel drive the very second he had arrived. Half an instant later, 
another person moved, a woman. Miruko was running too fast, straining her muscles too hard, to 
recognise the two at a glance... 


But then the man’s long hair stood on end, his eyes gleaming crimson even through the gloom, his 
gaze catching the Nomu. 


Eraserhead cancelled the Nomu’s Quirks, and the beast couldn’t hold the glide, collapsing into the 


ground, into the mud, its wings dragging and tearing, the injured arm breaking further, the other 
one barely protecting its face, and skidding to a halt mere metres in front of the Jeep. 


Rumi’s eyes met the woman’s, the woman beside Eraserhead, an instant before she rushed into the 
Jeep, her arms rushing to cover little Eri’s eyes and ears, giving Miruko the chance she had 
wished. 


“LUNA FALL!!!’With a running start, she leapt, then drew her legs to her chest, aiming them at 
the Nomu’s head...and she released them, all the power of her leg muscles, abs, back, even her 
neck and shoulders strengthening the strike, driving down on the High End’s head. 


And it cracked open like a watermelon. 


The beast’s body took a few instants to stop squirming, its death throes shaking arms, legs and 
wings, with Miruko still on her guard for any more fighting...but finally, it was still. 


She raised her eyes and found Eraserhead again, exhausted, bleeding through a bandage on his 
shoulder, a grim smile on his lips because it was finally over. She grinned at him, then looked 
around, finding the young heroes, and a larger number of police, even the Yankee heroes... 


It was over, and there was only one thing to do when a fight ended. She kicked up into the sky, the 
power of her kick ripping through the monsoon cloud for a moment, letting light fall on her and her 
raised leg, her very own victory pose, “Now this is how the Number One Hero WINS!” 


Chapter End Notes 


Thanks for reading, see you soon with the next update! 


Blame 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


“T made it out, ma’am. I am in the clear, and will go to ground now, disappear and make my way 
back to Japan. Edgeshot, out.” 


Almost an hour earlier, the hotel attack had come to its climax, with everyone still fighting 
converging at the lobby, with the three remaining villains becoming three and making a daring 
escape, shadowed by Deku. After that, Edgeshot had watched from the roof, keeping out of sight, 
waiting for the right moment to strike out and follow the Iconoclast to their contingency fallback, a 
ruined hotel. 


Once there, it would have been the hero’s task to keep the mission going...or to clean up. 
Whatever furthered the Commission’s interests, he was ordered to do. 


But right as he was about to make a break for it and start his jungle trek to the second hotel, she 
had arrived. Wearing a cheap black wig that she ditched halfway through barking orders (in 
Japanese, of course) to the Hawaiian cops, with a pair of jeans burst to taters through her 
overmuscled thighs and calves, foaming at the mouth with battle bloodlust, it was Miruko. Japan’s 
#1 hero... 


Who was not supposed to be there. 


Hana Ishigami’s blood pressure had shot up the moment the heroine had sprinted into the CCTV 
footage. Chills had run down her spine, and she had felt her breath become shallow, unable to fill 
her lungs. Miruko, the meathead, the dumb muscle who simply obliterated every gang and crime 
syndicate pointed to her, had tricked Ishigami. 


How had that happened? How could that slip under the radar? How long had she been in Hawaii? 
How had she been so close to Deku and the others? How much did she know ? 


It was all a massive scandal, happening right in front of Ishigami’s eyes, as a little side project to 
rid herself of thorns from her side, both active and potential, spiralled into a disaster. She knew 
then that she couldn’t send Edgeshot directly to the Iconoclast. That he couldn’t help the villain 
again, lest Miruko discover it; even a bimbo like her would put two and two together. 


And then she’d break free. 


Her predecessor, Endeavor, had been easier to control. His goals and insecurities were so 
transparent that simple manipulation pushed him to do the Commission’s bidding again and 
again...and the dirt they had on him had been enough to keep him in line. Said dirt, though, had 
also made him a liability with time, and every passing year he spent as number one was another 
year of asking for his sins to be brought to light, sullying the reputation of all heroes in Japan, and 
of course the Commission. 


So he had been given the choice of disappearing, salvaging his family’s dignity if not his own, and 
fading to obscurity in a mountain hut in Hokkaido, or to keep going as a hero, with Ishigami herself 
giving him the ultimatum; in a year, the Commission would be the ones to reveal his family abuse. 


The HPSC would take him down so utterly, so completely, controlling the situation fully, and 
Ishigami had assured Endeavor that his family would be caught in the situation, whether they 


wanted it or not. And when lawsuits started to rain on his fire, when every yen in collateral damage 
resurfaced, he would be buried . 


Of course, he had chosen exile. A life alone, to be tortured by his demons and his insecurities till 
the end of his days. But at least the Todorokis could live on, still wealthy, still well regarded. Still 
heroes . 


Miruko didn’t have buttons that were so easy to push. She had a juvie criminal record, for illegal 
street brawling and some public property damage, and she had failed grades at her hero school, but 
she didn't hide that, even leaning to the delinquent image at times, for massive appeal. 


She didn’t have any secret murders or frauds or anything big enough to sink, no real family to use 
as leverage, few deep friendships due to her independent streak. She was close with Ryukyu and 
Fatgum, and closer still with Hawks, but neither made a good target for blackmail. 


And yet, so far she had been easy to direct. All she asked was a good fight, an enemy that she could 
respect, a challenge to her strength. Had that been a trick? Had she played Ishigami like a damn 
fiddle ? No...not yet. I can still ruin you after we get back to Japan. I can find a way to control you, 
make you my puppet again. 


Miruko had spoken for less than a minute, and most of the police had not understood a single 
word...but Ishigami had seen the changes in body language, the way she commanded attention and 
respect immediately. For all that she denied it, Miruko was a leader , and even unconsciously, with 
a language barrier between them, she had made the cops her army. 


And that could still be of use, all I need is the right leverage, the right material to push you...or 
maybe, just the right words to make you follow my lead by your own will... 


She had sprinted away, leaving behind her army...and two heroes who instantly took command, 
rushing to the outside for patrol cars and spreading out, the fastest car carrying Eraserhead and Ms. 
Joke. 


That couple again. So useful, yet so close to being a gigantic nuisance...they would have been 
perfect collateral damage. And if Eri had become an orphan again, we would have become her 
family. With her power I would have no need for blackmail, or manipulation. “Follow my lead, or 
we take your Quirk”....One day, Ishigami, one day, some way... 


The very instant Miruko had left, Ishigami had ordered Edgeshot to follow, keeping himself 
hidden. The hero had hitched a ride on a cop car, sliding in through an open door, paper-thin, then 
hiding under the seats, his very breathing timed with the policemen to keep stealth, his weight 
unnoticed when they had stepped into the vehicle. 


Since the ruined hotel wasn’t bugged like the target resort, Ishigami had no eyes there, no way to 
see what the Iconoclast was up to. All she hoped was that somehow Eri would make it out of it, 
since she could be so very useful one day, either as a pro hero or a hero working for Ishigami 
herself. 


The other two, All Might and Shinsou, could die. 


Ishigami had no use for Toshinori Yagi now that he was unable to work as a pro hero. As a UA 
teacher he was nothing special, from what Ishigami could tell. Jt would be much, much better if one 
of my people had his position. Eyes inside UA would be incredibly useful...but that damned rat has 
kept us away. 


And Shinsou? He had been unexpectedly capable, along with that airhead Ashido. In the 
beginning, Ishigami had picked those two to share for an international mission because they 
wouldn’t hurt any important hero teams in Japan, and they had exceeded her expectations 
enormously...But he was just like Eraserhead. And most importantly, his death would hurt Deku. 


If Miruko was difficult to control, Deku was much, much worse. He had blackmail material. ..but it 
was in someone else’s hands. If anyone could control Izuku Midoriya, it was the Americans, and 
each day that passed that seemed less likely, as Toga charmed her way out of her jail cell. And 
worst of all, Deku was a fucking idealist , with a plan. 


It had taken almost twenty minutes for Edgeshot to arrive at the ruined hotel, where a monsoon 
had suddenly appeared...and then hell had broken loose. 


The patrol car he had stowed away on had joined an outer perimeter, the officers watching 
awestruck as something happened in front of them, something that caught Ishigami almost as 
blindly as Miruko; a High End Nomu had appeared. 


And it was fighting the rabbit hero. 


For a moment, it seemed like everything was lost. The heroes she had hoped to kill with her plan 
were still alive, taking cover from the fight. The Iconoclast was nowhere in sight. Her country’s top 
hero against her country’s top monster, fighting where a hundred cops and heroes could see them, 
film them, share the story. 


Damage control would have to be so very, very extensive...and then inspiration hit.J am her 
lifeline. I am the only one with the tools to spin this around; if Miruko has been acting in our 
name, if I clear it with the Yanks as a covert operation, I clear her of any crimes for fighting with 
her Quirk on US soil. She needs me to do that, that is how I get her to bow down. 


As soon as she wins, we must move in. “Edgeshot.” Ishigami had ordered, “She will win this battle. 
I feel it. You have to get away from there...but only when we are sure the Nomu is dead. The 
moment you are out of danger, I will contact her directly, and we will save her from whatever bad 
press this can bring.” 


“T’ll make my ninja way out of this mess, ma’am, no worries-” he replied, then narrowly ducked to 
avoid a stream of light from an arriving cop car’s high beams. 


It didn’t matter if Edgeshot had been spotted by Shigaraki and Wave Motion, as long as he 
remained hidden from Miruko and the others. They could always try to gaslight everyone, blame a 
villain with a similar Quirk, if one could be found somewhere abroad, and send them to hunt for 
them instead. Yes...that can work. As soon as this is over, I will find a suitable patsy... 


And then, in her monitor’s biggest picture, from Edgeshot’s body camera, Ishigami saw Miruko 
finish the fight, with what seemed like Eraserhead’s help. The Nomu’s head was utterly destroyed, 
leaving a clear winner, and a story already spinning in Ishigami’s mind. Japan’s best and bravest, 
hunting incognito for a deadly prey, kicking first and asking questions later, an implacable chase... 
We can fabricate footage of previous clashes, make it enormous, a real battle of rivals... 


“Ninja, get the fuck out of there. Move it.” 


The hero had started moving immediately, showing tiny glimpses of Deku hugging All Might 
tightly and spinning him around, the girl Eri surrounded by loved ones, and a young boy in muddy 
red shoes sprinting towards her with all the speed he could muster, and finally, as Edgeshot cleared 
the police line, a glimpse of Toga handing the Iconoclast over to some cops, a chipped ninjato 


tucked under her arm. 


Behind them, a helicopter was starting to land, as the storm started to move on and the pilots could 
move in. Edgeshot moved too fast for Ishigami to tell if it was a police chopper, paramedics, or 
even reporters. 


Almost immediately she started typing, her fingers flying over her keyboard, getting a dozen emails 
and orders ready to control the damage, an alibi for herself and for Miruko redacted in mere 
instants. Within minutes, one of the finest pieces of misinformation in her career was ready. 


The final email was for agent Anna Dobinek, station chief for the Pacific region for the Agency. 
Just like all the others, it included the cover story, with the perfect amount of plausible deniability, 
a fine lie meticulously crafted. 


Ishigami was sure that the American would fall for it. J will simply give her the villains she wants 
and she won’t ask any questions. I can play her, make her do my bidding. It will be easy. 


Dobinek’s email would be the first Ishigami would send, just as soon as Edgeshot made it away 
from Miruko and the others... “I made it out, ma’am. I am in the clear, and will go to ground now, 
disappear and make my way back to Japan. Edgeshot, out.” 


With a sigh of relief, Ishigami closed the hero’s body cam footage, replacing it with the hotel lobby 
security cam, showing paramedics working on the injured. With a satisfied laugh, she turned her 
attention to her emails again, ready to click “send” on them all. First she sent Dobinek’s message, 
then her mouse hovered to her subordinate Kashiwagi’s... 


And a small, quiet sound stopped her, pulling her eyes away from the monitor and to her suite’s 
door, as the handle spun, and it opened smoothly, quickly, Ishigami’s hand reaching for her purse, 
only to find a green laser trained on her chest, kept steady above her heart. 


“Hands up, bitch.” said a harsh voice, an American voice speaking Japanese. Ishigami obeyed, 
turning to face the enemy, the woman sneaking up on her. It can’t be that other spy, I lost her. I 
made sure of it. I spent half a day running counter surveillance drills, I wiped everything and 
worked from backups...Did she have friends? Some assassin, or a spy? No...an agent. 


An agent armed to the teeth, catching me too quickly...I can’t risk it, can’t risk letting her shoot 
me. I'll have to talk my way out of this... 


With a rifle held up with her right hand, the woman had quickly reached into her pocket for a 
phone and she held it up as she approached, clicking it on, showing a bright notification on the 
screen...a notification for an email, signed by HPSC Chairwoman Hana Ishigami. 


The woman was agent Anna Dobinek, the only one to get an email from Ishigami just a few 
seconds back. No...this can’t be. How is she here? How did she know? How, how, HOW? She was 
an island away, she couldn’t know...could she? Or...she knew . 


This time she wasn’t stuffed into a business suit and walking into Ishigami’s office as a petitioner. 
This time Dobinek was clearly in her element; assault rifle held confidently in gloved hands, hair 
pulled into a ponytail, transparent shooting glasses only making her phosphorescent green eyes 
more striking, her party clothes hastily switched for a light grey long sleeve shirt, khaki cargo pants 
and hiking boots, a battle belt wrapped around her hips with a pair of extra rifle magazines and her 
pistol. 


“Got your message, Ishigami.” Dobinek said, her eyes piercing. Dressed up in her combat gear, the 


scar above her eye was even more striking. “Too bad I know it’s all lies. What’s in the purse? 
Wait...” A smile grew across her face, vicious, dangerous, “Don’t tell me you are armed?” 


“T am an intelligence agent, Dobinek, I take my safety seriously.” 


“T respect that. Your Quirk’s nothing special, useless for combat, just like mine...a weapon or two 
makes it even.” she grinned, then, looking more like a hungry wolf than a woman, “But then again, 
a fair fight is a fantasy for you and me. That is why you got a rifle pointed at you.” 


“Save it, Dobinek. I don’t care for your primitive Yankee gun fetish.” Ishigami said, dismissively, 
looking away with contempt...and scanning the room for a backup weapon. The pepper spray, 
where did I put it? The cabinet? If I can get Dobinek to put her rifle away and talk like people ... 


“At this point, Ishigami, I couldn’t give a damn what you think. You’re a dead woman walking... 
sitting , actually. The one thing keeping you from meeting your maker 1s this little piggy.” Dobinek 
said, shaking her right index finger, “So you’ll indulge me . Pll judge your taste in weapons if I 
feel like it. 11 make you wait a whole day if it pleases me. And you will do it.” 


“Or what?” Ishigami asked, keeping as little defiance as possible in her voice, trying to make it 
realistic as she let fear overtake her expression, as she let her hands start to shake. 


“This little piggy will go to the graveyard.” Dobinek replied, her voice cold as ice. “Play along. I 
know what you did, but I’m not the one your plan attacked. ’m not the one you’re answering for, 
Ishigami. But there’s still a while for that judgement, so it’s girl’s night until then.” 


“Go ahead, then. Check my weapons. Once you do, will you tell me why you’re here? ’'m 
undercover, Anna .” Ishigami said, gauging if the use of the agent’s first name had any effect. 
Dobinek looked just as stone faced as before. “If it helps you and our agencies, our mutual respect 
and the partnership we have shared with past joint missions-” 


“You’re about to tell me that Rumi Usagiyama is here on your orders, spell your email back at me. 
Save your spit, woman. We’ll talk all about it ...in a bit. For now, ’'m gonna check your little 
arsenal...Oh wow. You travelled light.” 


Dobinek moved forward, her rifle’s barrel never leaving Ishigami’s heart, until she was close 
enough to touch , and the rifle simply pressed against Ishigami, pushing her backwards, away from 
the purse on the desk. Dobinek reached into the purse with her left hand, taking a pair of items that 
caught her interest. 


She held the first one up, “A switchblade, huh?” with a flick of the wrist, she opened up the blade, 
“Toga would have some words about your choice of knife. Me? I’ve got some thoughts on its next 
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one. 

With a smooth motion, Dobinek closed the knife and tossed it towards the door. Then she 
brandished the second item, the one Ishigami had reached for. “A Walther PPK.” Still working the 
pistol with just her left hand, Dobinek released the magazine, then kicked it away with her foot as it 
dropped to the floor. The she pressed the pistol’s slide to her belt and pushed down, extracting the 
round in the chamber, “And carrying with a round in. I approve of that. But a PPK? Seriously? You 


are not Bond, Ishigami, you’re actually a pretty lousy spy. A private eye working for a fucking 
industrialist girl got you, carrying a legend’s gun only makes you lame in contrast.” 


“A...a private eye? A detective ? That spy in the hotel...an industrialist ?” Who? Detnerat? Maybe 
an American company, like ArmsTech or OCP? Why? I keep Detnerat under surveillance for their 
Liberation Army connections, and they sent a killer with Hakurin...are they playing both sides? Is 


this their move? 


Why the fuck do I pay Slidin’ Go to be my informant if the Army can strike at me like this? But... 
would they sell that information to the Americans? I...I don’t think they would. But who else? 
Hatsume? No...I’ve watched her these days. She has acted the same as usual. Still that little idiot 
playing at salesman, making a fool of herself, where her only real skill is hammering metal 
together... 


“T ain’t gonna spell it out for you, Ishigami. Just know that it wasn’t me who found you. I’m just 
here to make you stay put .” 


Dobinek stuffed the empty PPK into her belt, then motioned with her rifle for Ishigami to move, 
“Give me your chair, and you take that one. This will be a very fun conversation, Hana Ishigami... 
but it ain’t one we’ ll have alone. Good, this chair’s better, now sit the fuck down.” 


“Sure, ’m moving now, okay!” Ishigami put her hands down again, gathering them on her lap as 
she got comfortable in the room’s other chair. Dobinek’s rifle was still aimed at her, but there was 
no immediate danger, that was clear. “So who are we waiting for?” she asked, trying to keep her 
tone light but still fearful. This place’s governor? More Agency people? Or...Toga. Yes, it could be 
we are waiting for Toga. Or...could it be Miruko? If that plan gets exposed... 


“It’ll be a fun surprise. Or a fucking jumpscare , depends on how she makes her entrance.” She? If 
it is Miruko, I can play her against Dobinek. I can manipulate her, start a fight...get my gun. Kill 
Anna Dobinek, destroy my computer, make Miruko my follower. Yes, I can do it... 


“Get comfy, Ishigami. Like I said, it’Il take a while...so why don’t I tell you a little something?” 
“O...of course. This is all just a big misunderstanding, Anna. You’ll have to let me explain-” 


Dobinek cut her off with a sharp glance and a slight shake of her head, “I get it. I get why you did 
this. From a purely pragmatic outlook, it makes sense. You marked these people as your enemies, 
as liabilities, as threats to get rid of...it’s only natural you’d try and take them out. You and I are 
both spymasters with the impossible task of stopping our countries from imploding . It’s a dark job. 
The things we do for the common good won’t make people love us.” 


Her eyes narrowed further, “Find our enemies and break them , that’s what you and I do.” 


“You think we’re alike, Dobinek?” Ishigami replied, dropping the fearful act in an instant,anger 
rising. How dare she put herself on my level, a fucking Yankee upstart, a mere trigger-puller until a 
few months ago...KNOW YOUR PLACE! “You think you understand me, you little imperialist 
fuck? You Americans think you are still in charge, LOOK AROUND! The world’s more divided 
than ever, you bastards were nearly duped into a third world war! HOW CAN YOU JUDGE? You 
don’t know shit about me, about what I have sacrificed for order, for peace, for safety! You are 
nobody to-” 


Dobinek’s rifle shifted slightly, upwards, to Ishigami’s head, and she felt the laser on her cheek for 
a moment, her words dying in her throat...and Dobinek pulled the trigger. 


The bullet zipped an inch away from Ishigami’s ear, deafening her, almost making her fall from her 
chair, unable to stop herself from screaming. 


“You're right, bitch. We ain’t alike. You’re scum . Look at you, raising your hands, tears in your 
eyes...Call me whatever the fuck you want, it doesn’t matter. Listen well, once the shock passes; 
nod}body’s screaming. There’s nobody else in this hotel. Just you and me, and my guests , in some 


time. You are in my territory , and you understand what that means?” 


Ishigami only stared at the spy, her hands balled into fists, too angry to speak, but too scared to 
attack. She nearly killed me. In a hotel! In the middle of the city! If she takes me to a black site, if 
she gets a chance to torture me, break my will, if I give her a chance to make my death seem 
welcome ...she’ll take it. 


“T’ve got every legal resource to lock you up for life. ve got all the evidence I need. If I hand you 
over to the cops, I can simply hand a folder to the judge overseeing your trial, and get you the 
death penalty. A false flag attack on American soil, using villains and rogue soldiers...there ain’t a 
lawyer out there that can overturn that. And with your rank, the diplomatic incident it will cause? 
The fucking Emperor of Japan will behead you himself, with the size of this mess.” 


“Wait...” Ishigami muttered. No...that...if I could get sent back to Japan I could get out, use up all 
my favours, yes, but get my power back. But if some fucking surfer judge sentences me to hang, all 
my plans, everything... “Wait, Anna, we can make a deal. I want to cooperate, I just...just lost my 
temper. I’m scared, okay? I am not used to having a gun pointed at me, I just... got upset.” 


Dobinek shrugged, “I could do all that to you. I could also kill you myself. You fucked with my 
people ; Toga, the Midoriyas, the ex-villain crew, the other heroes. I’m not just ready to shoot 
you, bitch. ’'m eager to shoot you.” Then she laughed, a dark, grim sound, “Hell, I could simply 
throw you to the wolves. I do believe that the Aizawas and Shino Sosaki would just Jove to tear you 
to shreds for putting their children in the crosshairs.” 


“What would you gain with that, Dobinek? Besides, the children both survived...” 


“What would I get? Their loyalty. The satisfaction of seeing them hold you accountable for this. To 
see if they make you laugh to death, or if I'll get to see a capture weapon used /ethally , or if the 
whole Pussycats crew will beat you to a pulp and bury you with Pixiebob’s earth control Quirk... 
you fucked with two upstanding, wholesome families, and it would be so very, very easy to give 
you over.” 


“Will you do that?” J manipulated them before. Eraserhead, Ms. Joke, the WWP...if they are 
angry, if I am merely a scapegoat, they will hurt me. They will be cruel. They could tear down 
everything I’ve built... can’t let them. It would destroy order, safety... 


“If you make me .” Dobinek said, her voice flat. “But there is another option. So you sit tight, and 
we’ ll see if you make it to see the sunset.” 


Half an hour on a speeding helicopter was usually an uncomfortable ride, and, when compared to 
the warm, comforting hugs that Izuku and Toga had left behind, it had been downright hellish. 


After the Nomu’s death, things had happened in a blur. Wanting nothing more than to be done with 
the battle, Toga had delivered the Iconoclast to the cops, barely remembering taking a step 
forward, or what she had told the young villain to get him moving. Maybe it had been her sword 
that had done the talking. 


She remembered Miruko and Bakugou, silently staring at the Nomu’s corpse, then muttering 
among themselves, Bakugou looking pale and anxious, paranoid even. 


And the hugs, all the hugs. Mina and Shinsou smothering her, thanking her for fighting beside 
them and helping beat Silverback. 


Hugging little Eri in a group hug that grew to include just about everyone...until little Kouta had 
finally pushed them all back and hugged Eri properly, it had been rather adorable, with the 
Aizawas gently grinning as they watched their daughter, safe and sound. 


Inko’s hug, wrapping the newlyweds and All Might when showing up in a late coming patrol car, 
all the warmth of home in her kind embrace. 


And finally, hugging her Izu-Izu for a long, long time, staying in each other’s arms as one of agent 
Anna’s goons came to fetch them, saying that Anna had found a spy feeding the villains 
information, and she wanted both there to arrest this spy. 


They had kept on hugging as they boarded the helicopter, cuddling as comfortably as they could as 
the chopper took off and gained speed...and in the end, they had drifted to sleep in each other’s 
arms. 


It was only a short nap, and Toga didn’t get much of a chance to dream. but when they were woken 
up she was at peace. “Agent Oni, we’re nearly there, would you two like a fresh change of 
clothes?” 


There had been no nightmare, no unconscious fear clawing at her brain. With the spy’s arrest the 
day would finally be over, inevitably bringing about a tomorrow filled with uncertainty; Toga 
didn’t even know if the marriage would be considered legal, and to even start thinking about all the 
damage to the hotel and all the trauma for everyone... Tomorrow will be a long day. But today... 
we can do this and sleep. Put in chains whoever this bastard is, or stick a knife in them. 


“Sure, but you guys take good care of my dress, got it?” Toga said, as Izuku blinked awake. 
Beyond their window they could see the helicopter was now flying into a skyline, making a beeline 
for a hotel’s helipad. 


“Are we nearly there?” Izuku asked, a soft smile on his face, a smile that just begged to be kissed, a 
plea that Toga quickly addressed with a short, sweet kiss. 


“Yeah. Seems like we’ll be landing on the roof!” Toga said, then turned around to receive two 
bundles of clothes from one of Anna’s operators. She handed the bigger one to Izuku, who 
unfolded it to reveal a pair of jeans, socks and sneakers, and a blue and green Hawaiian shirt. 


Curious, Toga unfolded her own bundle, finding a similar outfit, except with cargo shorts and a red 
and white Hawaiian shirt. “Boss said to buy you a shirt in that colour in case of...you know, 
blood.” said the goon, then seemed to remember something, and said, “Oh, yeah, one more thing. 
The boss said you’d need a weapon.” 


He unfastened a knife in its sheath from his tactical vest, then handed it to Toga along with a tough 
leather belt to secure the knife to her person. In exchange, Toga handed over her sword, eager to 
switch it for something more familiar, “Don’t go poking your eye out, agent...and now everybody 
better turn around and close their eyes! If I catch anyone stealing a glance at my Izu-Izu’s 
nakedness...” 


“Himiko...” he said, laughing gently, but then looking around in surprise as the operators quickly 
obeyed, “They really did that...awesome.” With another smile he started undressing, letting Toga 
look at all the new bruises and cuts she would delight in tending to when they finally had a room to 
themselves. 


So many little cuts, all those bruises...fuck me, this still gets me going in some way, I’m glad 
everyone is looking away...everyone except you, Izu-Izu, look at what you do to me! She started 
undressing too, slipping out of the dress with some difficulty, revealing the lingerie underneath, 
which Izuku was clearly enjoying very, very much. “The idea was for you to see all of this after the 
dancing but...do you like it?” she said, helping him get his trousers down his knees, touching his 
legs to tease him. 


“Yes, [ really, really do!” 


“[’ve got some more back at the hotel, if we can retrieve our stuff, I can surprise you a little 
more...” she said, her voice low and husky, kissing his ear as she helped him slip on his Hawaiian 
shirt, caught by a deep, long kiss as he returned the favour and slid Toga’s shirt in place, the two 
helping each other with the buttons, then their pants, then he finally clasped her belt in place. 


“We're ready!” Toga said, finally letting the agents glance around freely, letting them find the 
newlyweds blushing hard, with grins from ear to ear, looking cleaner now...and probably having 
made everyone uncomfortable with their PDA. At this point I couldn’t care less. Be grateful we 
have the self control not to bone right here...Oh, we’re landing? 


Toga had barely noticed the chopper descending, so the skids touching down took her by surprise. 
“Suite 2A, Agent Oni, go go go!” said one of the agents, as he opened the chopper door, all but 
throwing them out of the vehicle... 


And a moment later, the chopper was gone, flying away. Exchanging a glance with Izuku, and 
clasping her hand in his, Toga said, “Let’s go to that suite. Put an end to this whole thing.” 


They walked down a set of metal stairs that wrapped around the side of the building, finding an 
unlocked door to the inside and walking in, down a new set of stairs, through a fire escape door 
and into a hallway, a plaque on the wall identifying the level as “Suites”. 


Pulling Izuku along, Toga checked the closest room, marked 3B. With a quick step to the other 
side of the hallway, she found suite 3A...and pointed at the room they were supposed to go to. 
“There.” she said, letting go of Izuku’s hand and reaching for the knife she had been given. 


It was a Ka-Bar, a true combat knife, designed and battle tested by the Marines, excellent for cuts 
and decent enough for thrusts. It wasn’t her favourite type of knife, no, but the leather and kydex 
sheath was quiet as she brought the weapon out, and the grip was comfortable in her palm. 


“[’m ready.” Izuku said, taking the door handle in his hand and looking to Toga, turning the door 
open when she nodded, then the two rushed in, ready to deal with any threat with a combination of 
a good kick and a knife slash...only to find it wasn’t needed, as agent Anna already had the spy 
under control, sitting in a chair across her. 


It was someone Toga recognized, someone Izuku knew. He gasped, his eyes going wide,, “Why... 
why is she here? She...she’s the person behind the attack? Agent Anna, what does this mean?” 
The spy was none other than the Hero Public Safety Commission’s Chairwoman, Hana Ishigami. 


“Kept me waiting, huh?” Anna said, not turning around to look at them, keeping the woman in 
front of her immobile with her rifle aimed straight to the woman's heart. “You better take a seat. 
And Deku? Better take a look at that computer, see if that answers some questions.” 


Izuku turned to a computer at a desk next to agent Anna, with Toga following him closely, taking a 
peak at the monitor. There was a laptop and a standalone monitor, one with a dozen emails 
redacted with a story on chairwoman Ishigami and Miruko having a secret mission, all the emails 


ready to send. And the monitor, bigger, with speakers at a low volume, showed CCTV footage, 
divided in a grid of nine rectangles for nine cameras... 


“That’s our hotel!” Izuku said, “This...this is what you meant, agent Anna? Back at the hotel, 
when you left to hunt...is this what you were tracking?” 


“In a way.” Anna said, shrugging slightly. “She has been watching us for days . Her crew snuck 
into our hotel and placed bugs in the security cameras. She wanted to watch when the strike 
happened. Tell me I’m lying, Ishigami. Come on.” 


The chairwoman didn’t speak, merely glared at them. You can’t fit your “undercover Miruko” alibi 
and this fucking voyeurism . 


“Ma’am, you won’t even deny it?” Izuku asked, looking at the spy with extreme disappointment. 


“If the Yankee just lets me explain...” she said, looking at Anna, who nodded and looked at her 
curiously, as if daring her to lie. “As you saw, I had a hero hidden nearby. The cameras were for 
keeping the footage safe if the hero acted. Just in case your League of Vil-” 


In an instant, Toga’s knife was at Ishigami’s throat, “I can smell your lies, Ishigami. Don’t try to 
pull the wool over our eyes.” 


The spy’s eyes grew wide, and the stench of fear now filled the air, overpowering Toga’s 
nostrils...but she instantly regained control of her expression. “You have nothing on me. Dobinek 
is bluffing. If anyone should answer, it’s her . My cameras, my explanation...it is my word against 
hers. You like this woman, whereas I have treated you strictly, haven’t I, Deku?” 


Izuku gave a small nod, but his face betrayed nothing. “It’s not just agent Anna’s word, 
chairwoman. Miruko told Kacchan that someone in the government was against us. That Edgeshot 
was here on a mission.” 


“Have you seen Edgeshot, Deku? Anywhere in these islands?” Ishigami said, chuckling casually. 
“Yes, he is a trusted agent. But how do you know Miruko wasn’t lying? How do you know she 
doesn’t have a plan of her own? Did she tell you her source for this...this “ninja vacation”?” 


“She couldn’t quite talk to us before that Nomu showed up.” Toga said, clicking her tongue and 
moving the knife a centimetre away. You reek. You’re rotten. I do not trust you. All I need is proof 
. If she gave the villains our location, a way to attack us... 


“Her story doesn’t add up if Edgeshot isn’t here.” Ishigami said. Toga glanced at Anna, their eyes 
meeting for a brief second. She wants to see how far Ishigami will go, how she’ll try to convince 
us... “Somebody is pulling her strings, and I think you know who that is, don’t you, Deku?” 


“Enlighten me.” Izuku said, sitting now on top of the desk, subtly pointing at the computer. 
“Hawks. You know his rebellious streak, especially after shacking up with that Todoroki harlo-” 


“You are speaking about my friend’s sister, chairwoman.” Izuku said, standing up, his voice 
heavy, threatening. To Toga it was extremely sexy. “A good, kin woman who cares for my friend, 
for her family, even for me and mine. So Id really prefer if you don’t ever talk about her in those 
terms, ma’am.” 


Barely contained rage, righteous, springing forth to defend an innocent... It is just like my Izu-Izu. 
God, I love him, I LOVE HIM! 


“My apologies.” Ishigami replied, begrudgingly, “That fine woman Fuyumi Todoroki. Whatever I 
think or don’t think about her, from the moment they met they turned on Japan itself . Hawks is a 
separatist , Deku. An anarchist. If you could peer into his mind right now, you would only find 
thoughts of destroying the Commission. That is why I took his position, that is why he is no longer 
trusted with assignments, why he is fading to obscurity day by day. He’s struggling against that, as 
much as he can. You see that, don’t you? That is why he sent Miruko here. So she’d get involved 
and cause a scandal.” 


That makes more sense than your fake alibi...but you’re twisting some truth here, I’m sure of it... 


“That’s quite the leap of logic, ma’am.” Izuku replied, his expression softening up only a little. “As 
for Hawks’ ideology...To be frank, I see the point he makes. The system doesn’t work, and you 
are its face...” 


“Want me to kill her, Izu-Izu?” Toga offered, cheerfully, swinging around her knife nonchalantly, 
filling the air with even more pheromones, Ishigami’s fear clear...but impeccably masked in her 
face. 


“Umm, no, Himiko, she...she still has a ton of stuff to explain...” he said, shaking his head, then 
turned back to Ishigami, “Look, chairwoman, I know you and I haven’t met much. I assure you, it’s 
been on purpose . I’ve had little reason to trust you...just look at the people I surround myself 
with. Half of them have a horror story or two with you. The Commission has a lot of power, but 
you're not the only ones out there, the Police aren’t your subordinates, and I trust Tsukauchi. 


“One day, I knew I'd have to face you, deal with you, cause I’m aiming for that number one spot 
and soon . My dream is to save everyone , you see, and being the top hero, the best hero, that was 
just a part of it. I would have needed your help.” 


“My help?’ Ishigami asked, genuinely perplexed. What is it, spy? A top hero you can’t boss 
around, asking you for help befuddles you? It ain’t too hard, Izuku spelled it out in plain Japanese, 
Ill get you a thesaurus! 


“Yes. I...[ know your reputation . I knew it would be an uphill battle. But I always knew that you 
would be a key part in getting a better tomorrow; education reforms, economic incentives, 
strengthening the social safety net, new Quirk laws, thousands of job opportunities...the majority 
of villains aren’t evil, ma’am. There’s good in most hearts, but economic need , desperation, having 
no other way out? That makes villains.” Izuku said, moving next to Toga and wrapping her in a 
snug, comfortable hug. 


Ishigami looked at Izuku as if he had suddenly grown a second head...and she started to laugh, at 
first a chuckle, then full blown cackling , only stopping to catch her breath. “You can’t be serious , 
kid. Dobinek, how can you work with him?” 


“T like those goals, Ishigami. Trust me, my area of influence will be changing in those ways, as 
much as I can make it happen. You and I, us spies, we hunt and kill our enemy, we treat the 
symptoms. But his idea? It goes for the cause .” 


“Fucking bleeding hearts .” Ishigami said, dropping the pretence of being an amiable, smart old 
lady and embracing the calculating, ruthless spymaster she was famed to be. “Let me tell you 
straight, kiddo. That’s all just a dream . You have to open your fucking eyes , see that our peace, 
our order, it’s all a facade. All you spandex-wearing clowns only get to prance around and fistfight 
villains cause WE keep our hands dirty. Your precious little UA, your “dad” All Might...without 
my knives in the dark, you would have been NOTHING!” 


Ishigami had turned a switch in Izuku’s mind, that was clear, rage burning like green wildfire 
behind his eyes...but he kept his self control. Toga didn’t, the Ka-Bar knife flying straight for 
Ishigami’s knee...until Izuku caught her hand. 


Their eyes met. In his emerald eyes, Toga could see just how much Izuku wanted to hurt the 
chairwoman too, but he kept the impulse under rein. He smiled at her, softly, and Toga let the knife 
fall back to her side...but she stayed closer to Ishigami. “I don’t like you. I really don’t like you. 
And you’re just dancing around the subject. Izuku told you about his plans, you laughed in our 
face. It’s clear we can’t work with you, isn’t it? So give me one reason why I shouldn’t slice your 
carotid and watch you die?” 


Ishigami smiled. It was a smug, disgusting smile, utterly malicious. “You’re just like Dobinek. 
Like sisters...I see now why she called you. I think I get it. This is some kind of test, isn’t it, Anna? 
A sick fucking experiment , for me, for Izuku, to see what happens when you order your attack dog 
to bite ?” 


“This one ain’t a test.” Anna said. This one? “And yeah, Himiko is my agent. My best agent. Pve 
commanded her for dozens of missions now. She’s a sassy brat, she can be insufferable, 
impressively annoying, and she can’t sing for shit...but I trust her with my fucking life . She’s the 
best infiltrator I know, smart, resourceful...and I’ve seen her grow. I won’t order her to kill you. 
But I won’t stop her, either.” 


Ishigami’s smile faded, her gaze travelling from Toga, to Anna, finally settling on Izuku. “You 
even listen to what she’s saying? How clearly she’s playing you, using your fiancée?” 


“Himiko is my wife now.” Izuku replied, a smile appearing on his face, his features brightening up. 
“At least...I think. I don’t know the umm...legality, since, you know... we were attacked .” 


“You were...and Anna knew! Anna Dobinek had knowledge of it! How long ago did you learn of a 
villain attack targeting them, Anna? You got the hotel staff down to a skeleton crew, most of the 
guests evacuated. You were armed and ready when it all happened.” Ishigami said. She was 
sweating now, getting more desperate by the minute. Every word brings us further away from your 
side. Go on, dig your grave deepev... 


“Tm always armed. This is my land, I won’t walk around empty handed.” Anna replied, ““You were 
armed when I arrived, asshole.” 


“Oh, so that cheap switchblade someone tossed by the entrance is hers?” Toga added. 


“Enough, listen to me already!” Ishigami said, “Anna Dobinek knew what was happening. She 
knew you’d be attacked. She moved to mitigate the damage...and she KEPT YOU IN THE 
DARK!” 


Toga turned to Anna slowly, her voice lowering ever so slightly, ““How true is that, boss?” 
Anna sighed, then rested her rifle on her lap. “It wasn’t me that found out. It was Mei.” 


“Mei?!” Izuku asked, his interest peaked, “If she knew something was up, why didn’t she tell us?” 
Oh, Izu-Izu...she’d rather die than hurt you, hurt us, Mei didn’t keep the secret of her own will, 
that’s clear... 


“Because she told me first. And I stopped her from telling you. Knowing this information gave me 
an advantage, an opportunity I had to take. She found the bugs, her hacker, that Maria girl, she 
followed them to the source, streaming data straight to Ishigami...along with orders for Operation: 


WHITE WEDDING. You tell them, Ishigami? You want them to hear it from your lips, or mine? 
Yeah, I know all about WHITE WEDDING...you thought all I had to connect you with the 
Iconoclast was the cameras? Think again.” 


Ishigami’s face had gone pale, her hands were trembling. Her sweat was even more noticeable 
now, like pearls on her forehead and neck. “That girl, at the other hotel...was a hacker. A hacker 
?” she laughed, “The industrialist you mentioned was Hatsume ? She’s a clown, a freak. She’s 
good with money, sure, but-” 


“If you speak a single word more about my best friend, I will break your nose.” Izuku said, his tone 
confident but not overtly aggressive. It was not a threat, it was a promise. 


And instead of backing down, Ishigami smirked. “Hit a nerve, did I? I see just how close you are 
with Hatsume...maybe you should have married her inst-” 


Izuku’s fist snapped forward, a perfect jab hitting Ishigami’s nose...and stopping there, barely 
pushing the woman’s face back. Her nose was left crooked, bleeding, and Ishigami looked ready to 
cry. “You...you hit me . You broke my fucking nose! I thought you were above this...” 


“['m at my limit, Ishigami.” Izuku replied, “My family was put in danger by your Operation: 
WHITE WEDDING, people could have died, all my family, the hotel staff. Children could have 
died. Hakurin was a pawn , that was clear to me as soon as I spoke to him but you...I’m tired. I 
know exactly the kind of power you have, I know exactly why you think you’re untouchable ... 
Well, you aren’t. And I won’t take you badmouthing my friends, any of them.” 


“You'd hit women , Deku? Over words ?” Ishigami said, her voice pained. 


“Oh, don’t try that, you scumbag.” Anna interjected, “You fucked around and found out. It’s how 
the world works when you don’t have concrete walls and a dozen heroes protecting you from every 
single consequence .” 


“Like I said, ma’am...I’m at my limit. I said clearly what I would do if you didn’t stop, and you 
kept going.” 


“T take it back...you and the murderer are a match made in heaven.” She sneezed, panicking 
slightly as she saw her blood on her hands. Izuku seemed just about ready to speak again, or 
perhaps punch the spy again, but he was interrupted. 


“Toga, put the chairwoman’s nose back in place.” Anna ordered, and Toga complied instantly, 
with pleasure, grabbing Ishigami’s nose with her left hand and yanking it back into position, even 
as Ishigami squirmed and fought back, and let out a . “It was only a fracture, you damn pencil 
pusher.” 


“Fuck you. All of you. ’d have your fucking heads on a spike.” 


“But you can’t.” Anna said. “And since you’ re likely to stall for time and aggravate my people into 
slicing through your kneecap or chopping off your ears, I’ll keep the story going.” 


“That’s right, boss...you were saying you fucking knew .” Toga said. “You kept that from us. 
Why? Why did you make others keep it a secret?” 


“Two things.” Anna said, raising her index and middle fingers. “First...I could make an ambush, 
but to reveal it to you would have thrown a wrench into the plan.” 


“Because we’d have called the whole thing off!” Izuku said, “If ’'d known Eri and my dad and 


Hitoshi would end up in some ruins waiting to die in flames, I would have cancelled everything ! 
Gotten everyone back to Japan, as fast as possible.” 


“And our enemies would have melted back to the shadows, Izuku.” Anna said, with a grim 
determination, and more conflict in her phosphorescent eyes than Toga had ever seen. /t wasn’t an 
easy call to make, was it? “I knew how you would have reacted. I like you for it, admire you for 
it...an earnest hero like you is what this world really needs . But I couldn’t let that happen. So don’t 
blame Mei, or any of the others that know. Blame me.” 


“Boss, you...” Toga started, as Izuku processed Anna’s words silently. “You didn’t tell me for the 
same reason, right?” 


“IT know you two. There’s no secrets between you. It’s a good thing, a noble thing...so I kept the 
secret until now. I made Mei and the others stay silent, too...so go easy on them.” 


“Goddammit, boss, I get why you did this, but...” Toga said, her voice rising in anger, then 
dropping down, “I hate that it makes sense . We never would have known the truth about the 
Iconoclast without facing him in battle. There would still be fifty Quirkless bastards gunning after 
us, trying their luck some other day...but fucking hell, Anna! Little Eri could have fucking died ! 
How could you?” 


Anna lowered her gaze, her voice full of shame, “I let her parents know. I let the Pussycats know. 
Shinsou, Ashido...they knew too. Melissa Shield. All our efforts turned to keeping the children 
safe, then the hotel staff.” 


“It wasn’t enough .” Izuku said, his voice full of grief. “We never could have planned for this, not 
for everything they threw at us...” 


“But you were more than enough to win, Deku. You and Himiko and all the big family you’ve 
made. You won, and that’s what matters. It was a gambit. A fucking dangerous gambit, and I 
risked very precious assets, even as we did everything humanly possibly to keep the children safe.” 


“What precious assets?” Toga asked, raising an eyebrow. Damn you, boss. If we had lost people I 
could never forgive this but...but we won. We’re all still here. Mr. Stainy’s gonna need a new arm, 
but we all made it...so your gambit paid off. 


“T mean you , you dumbass brat.” she said, with one of her few truly happy grins. “I’m so proud of 
you, Himiko, you have no idea.” 


“Well...thanks.” It was incredibly difficult to throw blame at her now, to make her feel as guilty as 
she was. It was the outcome, Anna. Only cause we won...only cause we won. And you will never 
again keep me in the dark... “I get why you kept me in the dark. It paid off. But if ’'m going to 
keep working for you, I'll need the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth from here on 
out.” 


Anna nodded, still smiling, “I can work with that, Toga.” she turned to Izuku, “Midoriya...I don’t 
expect you to forgive me. Or to trust me.” 


“I want Himiko’s freedom. True freedom, Anna. I don’t care how, but that’s my condition. You 
had your reasons to make this call, and in the end we won by the skin of our teeth...and this 
decision put everyone I love in danger. You said to blame you? Fine. I pin that on you, Anna 
Dobinek.” Izuku said, his righteous fury now turned towards Anna. 


“Tzu-Izu...” Toga started, then cut herself off. Wait...if this really does get my freedom from the 


Agency, could I walk away? Be something else? I love my work, but the blood on my hands... 


“Oh, Izuku...” Anna said, smiling more widely, “There’s a Presidential pardon for Himiko just 
waiting for the President’s seal. It’s a done deal. She’ll be a free woman throughout the world... 
and for Japan, I have an idea.” 


“Just do it .” Izuku said, slumping down on the bed, exhaustion hitting him as he sat. “It isn’t 
exactly justice . You'll need to talk again with everyone, especially the parents, but...thank you, 
agent Anna.” 


“Don’t even mention it, Izuku. It’s on the house.” Anna said, tapping Izuku on the shoulder, the 
tension between them finally dissolving...and all eyes turning back to Ishigami. “Now, let’s talk 
about what exactly Operation: WHITE WEDDING was, shall we?” 


“T have nothing more to say. Fuck the lot of you.” Ishigami said, then spat a glob of blood at Anna, 
catching her on her grey shirt. 


“It’s up to me, then...” Anna said, getting up, grabbing a tissue from Ishigami’s bedside, and 
wiping off as much of the blood as she could. “From the files Maria intercepted, all of them 
encrypted, half of them purposely corrupted and painstakingly reconstructed by our hacker friend, 
WHITE WEDDING started weeks back, even before you two had your bachelor’s and 
bachelorette’s. Villain informants gave the HPSC information on a new villain, calling himself the 
Iconoclast, putting together a crew to carry out assassinations against All Might, Ground Zero, and 
you two. A few joined quickly, mercenaries thinking to cash bounties for hero scalps.” 


Anna returned to her chair, then continued, “The Iconoclast had been shadowing your public 
movements since then. He was staking out your home, which means he had to tail you directly; 
there is no record of the property. You don’t have these two lovebirds’ address, do you, Ishigami?” 


Ishigami simply glared at them, so Anna kept going, answering her own question. “If you have it, 
you’re a better spy than you seem. If you don’t...well, it doesn’t matter anymore. Anyway, the 
Iconoclast had found you, Izuku, Himiko. He had a car close by. And the HPSC found him, having 
a hero on him too...the hero’s identity is the only thing you managed to scrub correctly off your 
files, Ishigam1.” 


“It was Edgeshot, wasn’t it?” Izuku asked, pointedly. “If Miruko is hunting him here , that means 
Hawks found out Edgeshot was your agent for this “White Wedding”. He was the one that 
followed Hakurin?” 


“You think you’re so clever , you caped shit?” Ishigami said, “Occam’s razor is not enough for 
espionage. Either you have the correct information, or you die.” 


Izuku didn’t answer for a while and simply shook his head. “If Edgeshot was here, we’ll know. 
And if he was involved, we’ll fight one day. But that doesn’t matter at this point. Your “hero” was 
following Hakurin, what happened next?” 


“The Iconoclast was kidnapped. He made a deal with the HPSC, anonymously. Since Ishigami has 
kept this close to her chest, I’d assume she was the one talking with Iconoclast.” Anna said, “The 
Commission didn’t have many conditions, and instead seemed to support the Iconoclast 
wholeheartedly...but only with information. A dossier with medical info, combat records, even 
Toga’s fake birth certificate made by Doctor Ujiko, information on the wedding, the venue, the 
hotel itself...all of it was given to the villains. A few days later, the Mountain Brigade commando 
showed up to their hideout and all but took over, though the Iconoclast kept his self importance in 
the reports he sent to the HPSC. 


“And in the end, the Commission knew exactly what the Iconoclast would do, how his Quirkless 
allies would fight...or rather, it was you, wasn’t it, Ishigami? I doubt you delegated any of this. Just 
you, the camera crew that will be under arrest by now...and the hero.” 


“What hero?” she asked, feigning innocence. “You’re accusing Edgeshot too?” 


“The one with a flight booked under an alias and a fake passport, the ID picture loaded up with 
subliminal scramblers in the print, to avoid our scanners saving his picture, corrupting our scans as 
computer errors. Either his spy tradecraft is better than yours by a country mile, Hana...or you’re 
protecting him. And yes, I say him . The passport clearly stated that in your big Operation: WHITE 
WEDDING file...” 


“Alright.” Ishigami said, admitting defeat. “You fucking caught me . I don’t know what computer 
wizardry managed to rebuild that file, I did my best to erase all traces...but it seems I failed. I lost 
.” Then she smirked, “But you still need me. If I go missing, or if Iam publically arrested for all 
this, Kashiwagi will take my place.” 


“And that means?” Toga asked. The sleepy one, Mera...he would be my choice for an HPSC 
chairman, he would work better with Tsukauchi...and with Izuku. This Kashiwagi...who was he? 
The one who introduced the HPSC’s police regiment, those bastards in closed helmets, dressed all 
in black, that show up at every big battle or crime scene? 


“Kashiwagi is passionate. He knows in which direction he wants to take the Commission; less 
emphasis on heroes, more police oversight by us , zero tolerance for crime, a joint project with 
Osaka PD to make a prison to rival Tartarus for the Kansai region... Oh, and he thinks you’re a 
traitor , Deku, as much a villain as Toga or Shigaraki.” Ishigami said, sounding almost proud of 
the man she was describing, “ That is Kashiwagi. The moment you lift another finger towards me, 
know that he’Il be the one you’re dealing with from then on, not me.” 


“What is your point, Ishigami? That you are a better option, that you’re the lesser evil? After 
giving every detail about our wedding to people who would kill us for revenge or money?” Izuku 
asked. 


“Tam your better option. I’m a moderate , Deku, understand that. Only J keep Kashiwagi in line, 
Mera is not strong enough for that. And who else could take command? Hawks? Don’t make me 
laugh! Might as well drag Lady Nagant out of her cell and make her chairwoman. No, Deku, I’m 
your best choice, your only choice, so you have to make a deal with me. Or you can return to a 
country that will see you as the enemy.” 


Izuku and Toga shared a glance. Was Ishigami bluffing? Would this Kashiwagi guy take power 
that quickly? I mean, we earned our honeymoon...that would be enough time for some extremist to 
take hold... 


“Himiko, catch.” Anna interrupted them, tossing Toga a little glass bottle...no, a vial. A blood vial, 
with a vacuum plastic seal...and Toga immediately knew what to do, taking the knife to Ishigami’s 
throat again, pressing the razor-sharp edge to the spy’s skin, a trickle of blood starting, catching it 
all with the vial. 


“Stop, stop, what are you doing?” Ishigami said, squirming away, but unable to get free from 
Toga’s grasp, her blood still flowing into the vial, her face turning paler. “Dobinek, stop her! You 
won’t have a deal if she doesn’t STOP!” 


“On the contrary, Ishigami.” Anna said, pulling a bandage from a medical pouch on her belt, then 
tossed it to Ishigami. “How much, Himiko?” 


“In millilitres or hours, boss?” Toga said, retreating back to Anna’s side with a half full blood vial, 
as Ishigami desperately wrapped the bandage around her neck. 


“Enough for a day?” Anna asked, and when Toga nodded, the smile on Anna’s face was absolutely 
diabolical. “Consider that blood your very own Sword of Damocles, Hana Ishigami, because here’s 
my offer to you.” 


Ishigami’s eyes narrowed, looking around for a weapon, an object to throw, anything to get out of 
the situation. You won’t try it...you are too afraid to die. 


“Whatever choice you make, you’!l walk out of this room and go back to Japan...” Anna started, 
cheerfully tapping her rifle. Her words made Ishigami exhale a sigh of relief... “But! You have to 
choose one of the following. Option one, you walk out of here and you’re held accountable. Maybe 
the Aizawas will tear you to pieces, maybe Miruko will beat you to an inch of your life and turn 
her back on you. 


“Thing is, you’ll have to face them; this whole bullshit was your pet project. You’ ll fire that piece 
of shit Kashiwagi and you’ ll name Mera your successor. You will give me Twice and Kurogir with 
no questions asked. You’ll get Toga an Imperial pardon, or whatever the fuck it takes...and you’ ll 
get Izuku whatever he needs to change Japan. Do all of that, and when you’re done, I'll let you live 
in peace in a place of your choosing. We can even fake your death, put you in witness protection.” 


Ishigami sneered at the suggestion, “You would have me give away my dignity, my honour, my 
power, all to save my life? Bah. ’'m a much more useful friend with my power intact , Dobinek, 
you know it. And that blood vial... my doom as I make every decision...you would have Toga 
there to control me at any point. How the fuck would anyone agree to that?” She shook her head, 
then asked, “What is my second option?” 


Anna’s diabolical smile grew even wider, “You crossed every fucking line, Ishigami, you really 
think the second option is any better? Espionage is not a fucking game you lose and survive 
unscathed. Your second option is to have Toga take your place as leader of the HPSC. She proved 
today that she’s ready to make tough calls and lead...she would be extremely valuable. She might 
even change your reputation for the better. And you will live on, watching it happen, living as a 
blood bag . Do I make myself clear with both options? Choose one.” 


Chapter End Notes 


Just epilogues from here on out! See you soon! 


Kahului Hospital 


“T owe you an apology. A really big one.” Mei said, her voice soft, looking at Melissa, resting in 
her hospital bed with her eyes closed. It was now the late evening, and the battle had ended several 
hours earlier. The wounded had been taken to Kahului’s central hospital, with Stain, Vlad King and 
a few others immediately removed to the ER for gunshot wounds, the others triaged little by little. 


All the while, Mei had kept close to the Shields, watching as David was directed to a general 
physician for a short checkup, and sticking with Melissa, who had been sedated at the ambulance, 
already in emergency healing gel treatment for the burns she had sustained while saving Mei 
during the battle. 


The battle...how arrogant were we, thinking we could keep it all quiet and save the day with a 
couple Babies? It was too fucking close. I told that damn agent and then...I mean, Izuku got the 
“leader”, and I heard that some random Nomu killed the supersoldier gunning for Hitoshi and 
Mina, so at least Anna’s idea to bring those out in the open worked but...it was too fucking close. 


At one point, a nurse had tried getting Mei to have a medical checkup of her own, but she hadn’t 
budged an inch, all but ready to bribe the woman if she didn’t leave, feeling a duty to stay, to make 
sure Melissa would be alright. J already failed at making sure Izuku would have everything he 
would need in a fight, a dirty, nasty fight...’m not gonna fail someone else! 


In the end, they had let her stay, as long as she gave the doctors room to work on Melissa’s burns. 
In a chair at the hospital room’s corner, Mei had watched the treatment, using the gel to stabilise 
the skin, then anaesthesia, making Malissa sleep properly, and using a nanobot swarm that Mei 
found absolutely fascinating, the doctors “ate” away at the areas with the worst burns, replacing 
the skin with cloned tissue, the same kind Mei had used in an upgraded suit for Himiko, and the 
same that the Tartarus doctors had used to heal Dabi’s burnt off skin somewhat. 


In the end the skin grafts would assimilate with the rest of Melissa’s skin, the doctors had said, 
“Ten weeks’ therapy, no harsh sunlight, no rough sports, and she’ll be good as new.” It had left 
Mei wondering at how medicine had improved in the past fifteen or so years, and how Shouto 
might not have his scar today with skin grafts like these... 


After the anaesthetic had faded, Melissa had woken up only briefly, blinking, yawning, then 
drifted back to sleep, and Mei had been sitting in the corner for an hour and a half since then. With 
Zoom, Mei could have known for good if Melissa was truly asleep by checking the small 
movements beyond the eyelids when in deep sleep...but she felt guilty, and looked away quickly. 


“T'll repeat it when you wake up. You deserve to hear it.” She sighed, wrangled a million quick 
thoughts into a few sentences, and continued, “You know...I've been really unfair to you.” 


She bit her lip, shook her head, then continued. It was difficult to say it out loud, but it needed to be 
said. And perhaps it would be easier saying it a second time. “I was... am proud . Arrogant, 
competitive, aggressive, when all you offered me was politeness, maybe even kindness. You...you 
probably could read my reasons like an open book, right?” 


Mei let out a giggle, standing up, pacing a few times to the end of the room, then back to Melissa’s 
bedside, “I felt threatened by you. Very, very threatened, right where it mattered most, right where 
I was most scared.” 


Mei picked the hospital room's alarm clock and started silently fiddling with it, disassembling it 


and checking the inner workings. “I don't have many friends.” It was easier to say that than 
anything before. It was a simple fact, one there was no shame in admitting. She had little to no 
friends before Support Course, and even later, now that she had a million acquaintances and 
business contacts, her true social circle remained small. 


“T only have one best friend and...I'm very bad with putting words on my feelings.” she said, 
grumbling inaudibly for an instant, then managing to speak again, “You know how much I care 
about him. About Izuku, of course. But that was obvious. You knew that, you’re smart! I...I care 
for him even more than I probably say, but exactly as much as you can see , I guess?” 


Mei tapped the clock again, the face shifting colours satisfyingly, then continued, her voice quiet, 
“With this whole... wedding business ...1 got scared. Terrified . For a moment I didn't feel like a 
genius, like a badass CEO. I felt again like a 10 year old who didn't understand why nobody 
wanted to be my friend after class was done. I felt so incredibly out of my depth again...and like the 
arrogant, cocky shit I am, I just...shifted the blame to someone else. And you fit that scapegoat role 
so well...with how different we are." 


Mei finished tinkering with the alarm clock, which now had improved circuitry and, with some 
careful microsoldering, would play a MIDI cover of the happy birthday song as its alarm sound. 


"You're tall and graceful, elegant even. You had an amazing education at I Island, and you've 
accomplished a lot. I can say that you are a genius objectively . You're...look, you know feelings 
are very fucking difficult, so just think it is an objective fact when I say that you are cute . In a 
clean, squeaky and annoying way, like a dentist in a toothpaste ad! And more than anything...you 
are my equal . Izuku's equal. I...I feel a lot of stuff towards you, both respect and even a little bit of 
admiration but...when I got scared...I pushed it all into one big ball of angry stuff that you didn't 
deserve, and focused so much on what I feared I'd lose, what you'd take away from me." 


Mei approached the bed. She imagined a better “people person” would know what to do; a soft 
forehead touch, leaving to get them flowers, whatever... 


Instead, she just poked Melissa's arm a few times. “I was stupid. Incredibly stupid. Didn't see what 
I could gain. For someone with a sight Quirk, I'm so fucking blind, huh? Actually...I don't know if I 
can repeat this.” she said, almost choking on her words, “I need... need to ask Izuku for advice. 
Or...pretend it never happened? No. Never.” 


She grumbled, and started to leave the room. /’m too embarrassed to tell her all this to her face. 
Maybe I'll get my own checkup, I have to make sure I got no brain damage! And I need to confront 
Izuku anyway. He has to be here, maybe with his parents, maybe with the kids! He needs to hear 
that I knew and...that I tried my best to keep us safe. That...I was an arrogant idiot and put us all 
in danger, thinking I knew best. That I'll accept it if...if he wants to... She felt a tear rolling down 
her cheek, then another. Jf he wants to stop being friends... 


She shook that thought off her mind, swallowed hard, then called out to the unconscious Melissa, 
her voice still low, but boisterous and proud again, as she walked out of the room, “We could have 
been like Legolas and Gimli, Shield. You, tall and blonde and difficult to understand. Me, short, 
stocky, a complete badass, the one who would kill more orcs, and drink more beer!” 


She closed the door behind herself, “But you got hurt saving me. How can I try to be your friend 
with this...this guilt?” Yes, that’s why I’m here, isn’t it? Cause I feel it is my fault, and I don’t 
know how to make it right, my brain just can’t tell the thing to do. I hate this... 


“You know, she heard everything you said.” Mei jumped back a metre, spooked by David Shield's 
calm, proud voice suddenly appearing on a chair outside the room. 


“Fucking hell! I didn't see you there!” 


“My Melissa is a very light sleeper and...let's just say you whisper 15 decibels louder than most.” 
David said, grinning. 


“Ah fuck...” Mei muttered, feeling very, very embarrassed, knowing her face was probably as red 
as Izuku's the first few times she had seen him without a shirt. “Fucking hell...This is terrible 
business ... Why didn't she say something then?” 


“She didn't want to interrupt.” 


“Aghhbhh! That's terrible! She let me say all that stuff? I'm a CEO! A genius of engineering! I'm the 
future! I can't be...pouring my heart out as she smirks at it!” 


She ran back into the room, where Melissa was sheepishly sitting up, a little smile on her lips, 
“You! You daddy's money, insufferable, labcoat wearing, pretty smile having, bomb jumping 
PIECE OF SHIT!” Mei yelled, pointed a finger at her, then felt her face shake, her voice break, 
“You hero. I am sorry! I was terrible! I AM terrible! But you're sorry!” 


“It's okay!” Melissa said, laughing softly, “I get it. We were already working together well, you are 
already treating me as an equal...nothing to forgive, my little Dwarf!” she said, pinching the edges 
of her ears to give them the Elven shape, smiling. You...you nearly died! You heard me 
embarrassing myself...and you’re smiling with that annoying toothpaste ad smile? 


“Shut up, you Elf.” Mei said, tugging at her braided hair awkwardly. 


“You did mean what you said, right?” Melissa asked, an eyebrow raised. Her glasses were on the 
bedside table, so there was nothing between her eyes and Mei’s. Quite blue. They’d sell if she was 
a model and I was marketing glasses! 


“..yeah, I did mean it. I was awful, and I’m sorry.” 


“And the part where you said we’re equals?” she said, a little smirk growing at the edges of her 
lips. 


“Ughh, that too...” Mei said, turning to look at the ground. “I...mean it. Fuck, I want us to be 
FRIENDS! But...goddammit, you took a hit for me, how can I ask you to be my friend genuinely? 
Won’t it look like I’m just trying to be nice cause you saved me?” 


“Mei Hatsume, you’re too proud for that, and we both know it. I know you’re genuine.” 


Mei felt a grin of her own overtake her face. “Then...then...we can be actual friends? Not just 
partners for a mission? Business partners for real?” Melissa nodded, making Mei laugh out loud, a 
haughty, extremely smug chuckle, “HA! Then they better watch the fuck out! Cause we’ll change 
the goddamn world! You and I, Shield! And Izuku, of course! I mean...once we tell him...you 
know...and if he still wants... Ah, fuck it, it will work! We are THE FUTURE!” 


The sun had almost set by the time the entire League could gather. The town hospital had become 
a hub of activity; all the injured from the attack triaged and sent to different hospital areas for 


treatment, some minor, a few still in urgent treatment. 


Tenko Shimura had come out relatively unscathed, the puncture wounds inflicted by the ninja 
easily dealt with by the American doctors who had quickly patched him up, given him a huge 
bottle of Gatorade, a new pair of gloves, and cleared him, which let him stand by Nejire, whose 
wounds had been somewhat worse, the ninja having used more strength behind his attacks to make 
sure she would be incapacitated and unable to chase after the Iconoclast. 


But after a few hours, those wounds had been dealt with, too, and a nurse had called them, trying 
her best to speak in Japanese, saying they had been summoned to one of the offices. And there, in 
what had to be a meeting office for hospital higher ups, they met Spinner. 


With a couple bruises in his scaled skin, and his tuxedo ripped below the knees and at the 
shoulders, he was less worse for wear than Tenko had expected, and he quickly told them of how 
he had linked up with Tsuyu Asui and Fumikage Tokoyami and they had spent the battle clearing 
the hotel tower, first taking out the sniper, then dealing with soldiers entrenched in a few of the 
rooms. 


All in all, he seemed pumped up by the fight, rather than hurt or tired, and seeing that had brought 
a big smile to Tenko’s face. Glad you made it, man. Can’t have the League without you. 


Next had come Twice...three of him, two stubborn clones refusing to fade away, the clones 
wearing Twice’s old spandex outfit, complete with the mask and everything. One of the Twices 
had apparently begged a doctor to give him a lollipop, for some reason, and all three had various 
bruises and scrapes, but the original soon told everyone that the doctors had cleared them, as their 
Quirks were now fully back. 


“T’m really glad your dress survived, Mr. Jin!” had said Nejire, though soon Twice had changed the 
subject to the lost high heels he had been forced to abandon, and the ugly, grey hospital slippers he 
had been given. 


In the end Compress and Dabi had arrived, and at a glance it was easy to tell why; they were beat 
up to hell and back. Dabi was almost as purple as when he was burnt, major bruises in every bit of 
exposed skin, and numerous bandages and a neck brace. And Compress...his prosthetic arm was 
secured with a sling, the metal torn and broken, and he had almost as many bruises as Dabi. 


“We’re all here, great.” Tenko said, as Dabi sat on the meeting table and Compress plopped down 
in one of the empty chairs. Almost on instinct, Tenko and Nejire had picked the end of the table, 
sitting behind a little plaque engraved with “Doctor Hikialani - Director”. He had picked the nice 
leather chair, almost like a throne, and instead of picking the chair next to it, Nejire had decided to 
sit on Tenko’s lap, which he was very happy about, wrapping his arms around her, the two 
cuddling a little. 


“So, today was pretty fucked up, huh?” Tenko asked, getting several nods, then blowing a strand of 
long blue hair that had fallen over his eyes, “But I think we all made it.” 


“Stain lost an arm, dude.” Spinner said. 


“He’s not an official member.” Tenko replied, shrugging, “The League made it alright! Though... 
yeah...Dabi, Compress, what happened to you two?” 


“None of your fucking business.” muttered Dabi, kicking his legs up and laying down fully on the 
table like a scrawny cat. 


“We were defeated by...by a Brazilian cyborg ninja.” Compress finally admitted. “We did our part, 
though, just as you asked, Shimura. We got Eraserhead out of that sticky situation, and they ran 
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on... 


“And he helped kill that High End.” Dabi said, still quietly, deep in thought. “How the fuck does a 
High End Nomu end up here, seemingly hunting for us? Or well, not us , but...you know.” 


“Ujiko kept a lot of secrets.” Tenko said. “Too many secrets. And All for One even more.” 
“Could it be a new Nomu?” Nejire asked, her tone light and airy. “Like...if there was a new lab?” 


“We weren’t the only group AFO had out there.” Tenko said, “Not by a longshot. And... 
statistically, there has to be some more of the beasties out there. The doctor wouldn’t have made 
special NPCs just for us, hell no, not with how they treated us in the end...” 


“It’s pretty fucked up, man.” Spinner said, “If this big fuckin’ Nomu had been with us at Tartarus, 
it could have taken those flames and not me .” He lifted his prosthetic arm grimly. 


“Or I could have ended up not taking that buckshot to the chest and falling into the sea, washing up 
amnesiac and getting a hot girlfriend!” one of the Twice clones argued. The other one slapped him 
several times, saying, “That wasn’t you, don’t claim stolen valour!” 


“T mean...they ain’t wrong.” said the original Jin, shrugging. 


“Oh boohoo, we all got fucked up back there, a hunk of meat Nomu with wings wouldn’t have 
magically made everything better, enough with the what if’s, you wimps.” said Dabi, then winced 
with pain as one of the Twice clones poked him in one of the bruises. 


“He’s got a point, hypotheticals aren’t gonna help.” Tenko said, “We’re here, we survived that 
battle back at the hotel, and we pulled our weight. Without us, the heroes would have died, some 
shot at the beach by that sniper, or against that Brazilian you guys fought, and the Pussycats you 
saved, Twice. Your clones did more to keep the hostages calm than the cops did, I reckon. Keeping 
Eraserhead alive helped kill that Nomu, too.” 


He looked at his team, feeling extremely proud of them. They had once been his villains and 
now...they weren’t heroes, for sure, but they had done good . “I’m fucking happy about this, guys. 
We aren’t at our physical peak-” 


“Oh, kindly fuck off .” Dabi said, kicking a Twice clone in the face after the clone poked Dabi’s 
beer belly. 


“Right. What I mean is we haven’t been training in prison, or anything, so this was just pure raw 
potential . And it is our ticket for getting from behind bars, gents.” 


“Meaning?” Spinner asked, halfway between sceptical and curious. 


“IT know who called us here, and it ain’t the police.” Tenko said, pointing at the door to watch Toga 
walk in, followed closely by the American Agent, Anna Dobinek. Toga looked exhausted, fiddling 
with a shiny new prosthetic finger replacing the metal pinkie she had lost, until she looked at them 
and her face brightened. 


“Guys! Boys! You're all okay!” she said, going one by one with big, warm hugs for each, until at 
last she found herself wrapped up in Tenko and Nejire’s arms, giggling softly as she got more 
comfortable again. 


“We're glad you’re okay too, Toga.” Tenko said, taking advantage of his new gloves to pat the 
girl’s blonde hair, making it slightly messier. “Or is it Midoriya now?” 


“T’m still Toga.” she said, “It...it’s all boring legal talk. Our kids will have both last names.” 


“Hyphenated?” Dabi asked, “Pretentious bastards.” Then he laughed, reached over and messed up 
Toga’s hair even more, “Just kidding, kid. Your babies will be gross enough without me calling 
them pretentious. Oooh I just imagine them puking all over that Hawaiian shirt!” 


“Got it as a gift so I wouldn’t mind that much, Dabi!” she replied, took some revenge by tussling 
Tenko and Dabi’s hair, then went back to her boss, taking a seat at the edge of the table. 


“Good to see you, League of Villains.” agent Anna said, speaking in Japanese with a marked 
American accent. “You all made it.” 


“We did.” Tenko said, looking the agent in the eye for an instant, letting her know he wouldn’t 
back down to any challenge, and was more than ready to make a deal now. Then he turned to 
Toga, casually, and asked, “Where’s Izuku?” 


“He’s with his parents.” Toga said, smiling her usual lovesick grin, blushing hard. “He wanted to 
make sure both Eri and Kouta were asleep, and checking on their families, too, and then he just... 
needed a few minutes. It got scary with All Might as a hostage and...Mamma Inko didn’t exactly 
have a peaceful time, either.” 


“Right.” Tenko turned back to Anna, straightening up slightly, then said, “We all made it, as far as 
I know. Even the hotel staff. And the League played a part in it. We’re not heroes...I mean, except 
Nejire.” 


“Yeah,” she said, giving Tenko a peck on the cheek, “I do have a hero licence. I’m pouting in the 
pic cause they told us not to smile.” 


“Tt’s an absolutely adorable hero licence, agent, would you like to see it?” Tenko asked, fully ready 
to brag about Nejire with the agent, who sadly shook her head. “Like I said, we aren’t heroes. But 
we helped. You got to see us in action, and you and I talked, a couple days back, about recruiting 
us, like you have recruited Toga, so...all I have is one question.” 


“Sure, Shimura, ask away.” Anna said, nodding. 


“Did you set this up?” Tenko asked, his voice turning cold. It is convenient, isn't it? Live combat 
testing for her new recruits, throwing everything at us. If we pass, we get a shot at her deal, if we 
die she can just deny there was ever any deal, it is all just unfortunate accidents... “Did you stage 
this attack, spy? It all just seems... scripted .” 


“T didn’t.” Anna replied, her voice warmer than Tenko had expected. 


“It wasn’t the Agency.” Toga added, with a sneer of half concealed anger, “It was the Japanese. 
The fucking Commission .” 


“You mean Hawks?” Dabi said, rising from the table, the tips of his fingers erupting in blue 
flames. “That bastard...Toga, if that winged bastard did-” 


“It wasn’t him.” Toga said, “He...he sent Miruko. Hawks is the reason we won at all. Because 
he’s a paranoid bird, and because Miruko is a loyal friend, I guess. No, it was someone else in the 
HPSC. The Chairwoman.” 


“Oh say it ain’t so!” Twice said, “I mean, she gave me the worst vibe when she made me make 
that clone of the Prime Minister, saying it was all just a tool to manipulate, but...I thought it was 
all just...girlboss things. She’s evil?” 


“Yep.” Toga replied cheerfully, as she produced a blood vial, “But we got her by the balls now.” 
“She...she’s got balls?” Nejire asked, raising an eyebrow. 


“Figurative balls.” Anna replied, then matched Toga’s grin with one of her own...surprisingly 
similar. Oh so she’s a little crazy too, huh? “Not enough leverage to trust the woman, but enough 
to get some stuff done with minimal pushback.” 


“And that means you can have us now for your villain squad.” Tenko finished, “Guys, how would 
you all feel about it? Working for the Yankees instead of returning to prison, working to earn our 
freedoms?” 


Responses were mostly positive, with Twice even suggesting getting matching uniforms in bright 
pink, Spinner being on board with anything to avoid more jail time, and Toga looking at them all 
with an absolutely smug expression...until it was Dabi’s turn to reply, “TI like the part about getting 
our freedom back, you have no idea how bored I am of living in a world five by five metres across. 
But the part about working ...yeah, honestly, fuck that noise...” 


“You'll need to get Dabi motivated, agent.” Tenko said. At first he was about ready to tell Anna to 
fuck off, if it turned out she had caused the attack at all, and for the first few moments, Tenko had 
watched Toga’s expression for any distrust of the agent...and found none. And when Toga had 
explained it was those bastards at the HPSC... It does sound like them, those duplicitous fucks. If 
even Hawks was turned off by that boss of his and her ambition, it makes perfect sense she’d take 
this chance to kill us all, rid herself of a few thorns at her side... 


“Beyond that, I think we’re all on board with this. Personally, well...” 


“You wanted a state of the art gaming PC, a country house to raise a blue haired daughter called 
Nene, if I remember right.” Anna replied, oozing with sarcasm, the other members of the League 
staring at Tenko with barely restrained laughter. 


“Oh, get a grip, guys, I simply have hopes and dreams!” he said, flipping off Dabi, who had started 
making suggestive gestures at Tenko. 


“We both like that name for a daughter, it is very cute.” added Nejire, not freaked out at all that 
Tenko’s little fantasy was now out in the open. “You guys don’t think Tenko would be really funny 
as a dad?” 


“Nope. He’s kind of a menace.” Spinner said, with a frankly irritating amount of concern in his 
eyes, “Changing subjects, what specs on that dream PC, chief?” 


“As much as I can get the Agency to pay us.” Tenko said, turning back to Anna, “Can Spinner get 
one, too?” 


“Consider it done.” she said, almost too easily. She really did win against the HPSC, it seems, she 
doesn’t have to negotiate a thing...shit, the stuff we’ll be getting might even be paid by the 
Japanese taxpayer... 


“That’s not the only condition, of course!” Tenko said, “First of all, I want us to be of use to the 
world , not...not just the US or Japan. We caused too much grief as the League of Villains, I want 
to pay it back many times over, and not just for one nation’s benefit. Guys?” 


“T’m a pro hero so it’s literally my job to do good things.” Nejire said, hugging Tenko a little closer. 
She was warm and soft and comforting, even now when injured and smelling a bit like medicine. 


“T’d prefer to keep being a good guy . Since...hero girlfriend too? Being an uncle to a little man 
who will bully me into being some kind of hero if he gets the chance?” Twice said, “Preach!” said 
both his clones, then one pinched the other, “Ouch! Ugly fucker!” 


“As long as we’re putting on a show, I am willing to be a hero or a villain. We shall still belegends 
.” said Compress, doodling on a pair of surgical face masks to put over his face. 


“It'll definitely confuse Endeavor if he finds out ’'m doing more hero shit than him these days.” 
Dabi said, shrugging, “Whatever.” 


“All good with me.” Spinner said, “If we can do good, I think it’s best. Heroes have shown us 
some kindness after we got caught so...I’d like to pay back some of that. Though...can I ask for 
someone else to recruit? My cellmate, Kendo Rappa-” 


“He is already cleared to join.” Anna interrupted, “He’ll meet us, after we’ve talked through your 
conditions.” 


“Alright. That is my biggest condition. Doing good, and...we won’t be your hit squad, Anna. At 
least not me.” Tenko said, “I had already told you that; I won’t kill for you, not for your country or 
your ideology or anything. I’m not gonna kill again, not unless it is the only thing I can do to save 
my people. So I won’t do it for you.” 


“That’s perfectly fine.” Anna replied, smoothly. “There’s a lot of problems in the Pacific area, and 
the Agency is not just a dagger to cut villain throats. We’re problem solvers, and I want to use your 
skills well. And you will do good, of that you can be sure. Remember what we had talked about, 
about cleanup?” 


“Yeah.” Tenko said. To make the world truly better, cleaner, healthier, to use my power like an 
antiseptic instead of a weapon. “I didn’t think you were serious. I thought that you would go back 
on your word and make us fight. We can fight but that idea, cleaning up the ocean, destroying all 
the garbage...did you mean it?” 


“Listen, Shimura, if we can end microplastics as a threat, or at least make a dent in that trash, it will 
be a better legacy than arresting a hundred top villains.” Anna said, then turned to Toga, “No 
offence, Himiko, your work is great.” 


“Yeah, yeah...” Toga said, laughing. "None taken!" 


Anna continued, “You guys proved today that you’re heroic, even if you’re not heroes. And it 
finished convincing me of your potential. So yes, I will keep all these conditions. I will treat you 
well, and you will be valuable to us. I don’t promise you won’t have to take part in missions, but 
when that happens, rest assured; I won’t make any of you into my assassins.” 


“Then we have a deal, agent Anna.” Tenko said, grinning. “We will work hard for you, with 
honour, and we will earn our freedom.” 


Anna returned the smile, then said, ““Good. Now, we can’t have you calling yourselves the League 
of Villains now that you won’t be villains, but we will have more than enough time to think up 
something. And... have a final present for you, a member you will be happy to have.” 


She paused, looking around at everyone, building the expectation. 


Then finally, she spoke his name, the man that Tenko had missed like a lost father, the only one 
still missing, the last true friend the League had not yet recovered. 


“Kurogiri.” 


Into the Future 


The Nomu had been subdued quickly after his outburst, after rushing forward and taking advantage 
of the High End’s voice controls. 


The electroshocks from the control staff that the Synthetic had used to make the Nomu collapse to 
the ground, the sedatives injected straight to the brain misting over his every sense, the professor’s 
manic, panicked words as she tried directing the confused High End into the battle with the rabbit 
woman, everything faded away quickly. 


But the beast had witnessed what he had wished for. The Nomu had watched Ubuyile die, the 
Silverback, the betrayer, the devil responsible for all his pain. He was dead now, beheaded 
brutally...but not only that. In the brief instant after recognizing Ubuyile and shouting for the High 
End to kill him, the Nomu had understood a simple truth; Ubuyile had been defeated . 


In that short instant the Nomu has seen those responsible; the Mindbreaker, the Black Eye Shaman, 
the Nightmare Man’s Daughter and The Beast. All those that Ubuyile had named as targets for 
their righteous vengeance, had stood above him, bringing the supersoldier down. 


The grim satisfaction of such a defeat, and the bloodthirsty joy of Ubuyile’s subsequent death had 
been enough for the Nomu to fall into darkness with a smile. 


As he drifted, he felt grateful to the Synthetic. Loyal. He owed the man for everything. Revenge, 
strength, a future purpose. Even the induced coma he was put in was welcome, a restful sleep 
gifted by the Synthetic, by his master . 


In time, he knew he would forget about Ubuyile and revenge. The man he had once been was now 
gone, put to rest by vengeance, set free by the master. The creature he now was would wake up one 
day, maybe tomorrow, maybe in a year...and he would be ready to serve . 


There was no use in rebelling, not when following orders felt so good ... 


Dogeza. 


The politest way to bow, the one a defeated man would choose when begging for his pathetic life. 
The bow Hana Ishigami took in front of Eraserhead, Ms. Joke, the Pussycats team, and All Might. 


She bowed low, so low, tears streaming down her cheeks. “I’m sorry.” she yelped, her forehead 
touching the ground of the hospital’s conference room. “I’m so, so sorry!” 


The others sat in simple plastic chairs, the type that gets brought out at office birthdays or team 
building meals, all of them looking down on her. There was little mercy in their eyes, their 
expressions ranging from cold fury to barely contained rage. 


Inko Midoriya and Deku had excused themselves, both of them seething, the young hero choosing 
to go visit the little brats Eri and Kouta at a nearby room, his mother fuming, very nearly throwing 
herself at Hana Ishigami, in all likelihood ready to wrap her stubby fingers around the spymaster’s 
neck. 


Of course, Ishigami could have beat the shit out of Inko Midoriya. She was no field agent, but 
everyone at the HPSC had some training. More than enough to knock the daylights out of a woman 
with noticeable love handles. Anyway, she stopped herself, and I can continue apologising like a 
dog. 


A moment after that, after very briefly explaining the situation to the parents, Anna had left, a cruel 
smile on her bitchy face. Ishigami had needed no new reasons to hate Anna Dobinek, not after the 
hotel, not after the humiliation of being paraded as a prisoner to a helicopter and then flown to the 
island of Maui, then taken by police van to the hospital, two brutish Yanks escorting her through 
the building, blindly following orders...but that expression on Anna’s face, that smug aura, that 
victory ...it was almost unbearable. 


And the spite strengthened her resolve, falling to her hands and knees the moment Dobinek had 
gone. 
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“I’m sorry ...” she said again, sobbing, her face twisted with the ugly cries. They weren’t all 
crocodile tears, though, as she let her defeat and real shame mix in with the fake repentance, 
showing something far closer to the truth than she had hoped. 


The men and women in the room with her did not reply. She felt their gazes on her, piercing, until 
she could bear it no more, and raised her head, her eyes darting from face to face, seemingly in 
panic. 


Anna Dobinek’s explanation had been the broad strokes, some parts she had kept vague, but she 
had needed very few words to explain the main part: Ishigami had given the Iconoclast full 
information on the wedding guests, had bugged the hotel cameras, and watched their desperate, 
deadly battle like a sick, twisted voyeur. 


The Pussycats seemed a united front, quietly burning with anger. Every now and then she could see 
Mandalay’s hands clench and release, and she noticed that, even after getting cleaned up and 
outfitted with a set of hospital pyjamas, there was still traces of blood under the cat-themed hero’s 
nails. The other three were similarly tense, but their anger was kept at bay, for now. 


All Might looked at Ishigami with a mix of the kind of parental disappointment that would have 
made 90% of the Japanese heroes question all their life choices, maybe even quit outright, and 
more than enough disgust , the kind Ishigami had only seen in the former Symbol’s face when 
debriefing the Commission after All for One’s death. 


And the two Aizawas...Shouta was a ball of introspective brooding, his eyes turning red every 
time his gaze moved to Ishigami, but otherwise staring at his balled fists, the frown on his brow 
looking more permanent by the instant. Look at you, Eraserhead. You look guilty . You knew 
something, didn’t you? And you couldn’t do enough . Your little girl got taken by villains, nearly 
set on fire, and almost snatched again by a High End Nomu...and you know you have some blame. 


And finally, Ms. Joke... Her smile was gone, her eyes burning, shoulders tense, ready to spring 
from her chair and kill . Ishigami knew that she’d have no chance in hell of beating Emi Aizawa in 
a fistfight. The similarity with Inko, someone the spymaster felt confident in fighting, was limited 
to green hair; Ms. Joke was a trained fighter and would most definitely win, especially if she used 
her Quirk to paralyse Ishigami with laughter. She could simply make me laugh to death. Their 
Quirks might be back by now... 


For a moment they were all silent. Ishigami started to think that she might have to word out an 
actual apology, put an act as an honest woman who had made a mistake, who still had their best 
interest in mind... 


Until Joke spoke, her voice completely lacking the whimsy, light, playful tone from always, that 
she hadn’t lost even when Ishigami had really pushed the Aizawas in the past. “You are sorry ? 
You are SORRY?” 


She rose to her feet, knocking her chair down, “You think sorry cuts it out? You think it makes a 
difference?” she grabbed Ishigami by the shirt collar and yanked upwards, one handed, lifting the 
spymaster in an instant, to her feet, then her toes. “Our daughter could have died and you, who are 
supposed to be running heroes , you made it happen. You think a simple sorry can ever be 
enough?” 


“T AM sorry!” Ishigami yelled back, “I made a mistake! I thought they would only go after the 
League! I thought-” 


“Stop lying .” Aizawa said, his voice hard as stone, on his feet quicker than Ishigami could see, and 
placing a gentle hand on Joke’s shoulder. “You were always telling us half truths, weren’t you? 
Manipulating us. Playing us . Enough with the lies, Hana Ishigami.” 


Joke dropped Ishigami roughly, the spymaster falling over, the two pro heroes looming over her. 
Oh god are they going to beat me to death? “We always felt you had some grudge against us. 
Why?” 


“Because...because you were among the best. Because Japan needed you...all of Japan. Not...not 
the students, and not the girl .” Ishigami replied, backing off quickly, raising an arm to protect her 
face... “You shirked the role where you were best at and...I won’t lie to you, it annoyed me. It 
made me think less of you. Of all of you . Teachers, really?” 


She stood back up, taking another step backwards. The apologetic tone was gone from her words 
now. “You, All Might. You two Aizawas. And you, Pussycats team...if I hadn’t found out about 
you hiding Twice, you would be teaching right now, wouldn’t you? At UA, I’m sure, give you 
more of an excuse to stay in Tokyo...” 


“Teaching the next generation is a noble calling, Ishigami.” Mandalay said, her voice laced with 
venom. 


“Noble?” Ishigami laughed, “You all know how pathetic that excuse is. Every hour teaching brats 
how to fucking multiply was an hour you endangered Japan. That is why I resent each and every 
one of you. Especially you , All Might. You knew your time was limited, that your power would 
run out and-” 


“At last.” Aizawa interrupted, his hair rising, eyes glowing crimson. “No more lies, huh? You’re 
finally open with us and the first thing you do is look down on teachers ?” 


Ah, you got me there, you useless fuck. You finally got me...So I'll speak my mind. Dobinek and 
Toga wanted me to come clean, didn’t they? That includes how little I respect them. The mask was 
off now. Ishigami let her face relax into her private grin, the one she hid, her true face. 


“An apology won’t ever be enough to you people, so I'll give you the truth .” Ishigami snarled, 
taking another quick step back after she met eyes with Joke again. “You are all poor excuses of 
heroes. You, that idiotic brat Deku, all his friends, all of your students . You are all just barely 
useful. Unfocused. Distracted, with selfish, petty priorities that went against public safety. Against 
the greater good . My number one hero, the Symbol of Peace that I could build a golden age on, 
giving it all away to adopt a fucking villain fucker ! The Pussycats, a low-tier, mediocre team that 
only turned to gold once I made you follow my every command, and protect Prime Minister 
Komaki! And you two pathetic foolish Aizawas...you would have been even better than Hawks, 


even better than Nagant if you had worked for me!” 


Ishigami stamped her foot on the ground, then clicked her tongue, “And instead, you have done 
your damnedest to ditch hero work altogether and raise that Yakuza orphan-” 


“Watch your fucking tongue.” Joke said, paralysing Ishigami just as effectively as Anna Dobinek’s 
rifle aimed at her chest, “You already put Eri in harm’s way. Speak another word about her and 
you’ ll be breathing through tubes tonight.” 


“You think you scare me?” Ishigami shouted, letting out a grim laugh. “The Yankees have 
threatened me in ways you can’t even imagine , you think I fear your fists? That I fear your shitty 
Quirk? Even mine can go toe to toe with it, Emi.” Ishigami said, a clear bluff, as her Quirk was a 
simple epidermis power making her completely immune to any known skin conditions, as well as 
completely free from any skin itching...but Ms. Joke had no way of knowing that, “You are a 
fucking joke, that is why you chose that name.” 


“You think I won’t hurt you?” 


“You don’t have it in you. Not in cold blood, Emi.” Ishigami said, scoffing at the woman, half 
expecting to get hit...and decided to keep talking to redirect attention, keep on bluffing her way out 
of bodily harm. She turned to the Pussycats, even more vitriol ready...when Aizawa’s capture 
weapon shot forward suddenly, catching Ishigami’s wrist in an iron grip. “You are on thin ice, 
Chairwoman, very, very thin ice...” 


Oh fuck... “My life isn’t in your hands, Eraserhead...” Ishigami said, looking around, gloating. 
This is a gamble...but getting beat to death by underground heroes pissed off that I put their 
daughter in the crosshairs might be better than Toga and Dobinek. If they back down, if I can walk 
away, it is the first step to getting this chain off me...and kill them all. With all my resources, the 
moment I get back, I can do it. Divide et impera, Hana... “I made a deal with the Yanks. You can’t 
kill me! None of you can do a thing to-” 


“Enough.” All Might interjected, standing up and walking past the Aizawas, walking slowly up to 
Ishigami, towering over her. He still had some strength about him, enough to be terrifying . “You 
have spoken more than enough, Chairwoman. Your apology was worthless , and the truth of your 
disdain is appalling . To know that the person in charge of hero affairs secretly hated heroes makes 
me sick...” 


“You’re obsolete, All Might.” she shot back, “You did your job and for that you have my thanks 
but if I despise anyone here, it is you.” 


“Ishigami, a young man did his very best to hurt me today. To torture me by hurting my family, to 
kill me as violently as he could. A young man that you empowered. So go head, get those words 
off your chest, spit that venom out. It can’t hurt me more than what this day has put us through.” 
All Might said, with a quiet intensity that would have made Ishigami tremble in fear if she had any 
less control over her body. 


“That peace you claim to be the symbol of? It is all a fucking lie . That is my peace, the peace I 
bought with killers and spies, cleaning up after you. You are an idiot, All Might, and all that 
damage, everything All for One caused...that is your fault .” Ishigami said, her voice as dangerous 
as she could make it. She saw the words hit All Might like a bitter pill, but he didn’t back down. 
“You were useful once. Now? Now you're pathetic. An old relic, settling down with some woman 
to watch over another man’s son, and to look at Japan every day, dying inside in your 
powerlessness...” 


To her surprise, he smiled. It was not a happy smile, it was dangerous, just like Dobinek’s or 
Toga’s, and the intense blue eyes...they were just like Deku’s when he had broken Ishigami’s nose. 
It was the smile he gave enemies . “I used to beat myself up over being powerless. I wanted 
nothing more than another hour of One for All to go out there and kill AFO myself.” Then he 
shook his head, “But I have let go of that. There are more ways to be a hero than you think, 
Ishigami...and you don’t get it . But it’s alright, you know why?” 


“Because “you are here”, All Might?” Ishigami asked, mockingly. 


“No. Because my son is.” All Might said, with a fierce pride as strong as any of his old punches. He 
got close enough to whisper, then, “And if you are alive , that means Izuku and Himiko chose that, 
for some reason.” 


“They need me .” Ishigami replied, thinking very seriously about spitting at the former hero’s face. 
“Yeah, I’m guilty for today, I already apologised for that and that is all you will get from me but... 
Without me, your “son” will never be the number one. Not with the HPSC as it stands. So I will 
get back to Japan, back to everything , and either my deal with the Americans goes...or not. But 
you so much as touch me , Yagi, and your kid will never fulfil his stupid, naive dreams, and he will 
die . That bitch Toga will die first, though...without me, it is a death sentence for them both, one 
way or another.” 


She turned her gaze, finding Shouta and Emi Aizawa, her expression turning colder. “And you, the 
other parents ...this I promise you, you pathetic lot of has-beens; if I fall, my successor won’t have 
any doubts, any moral quandaries...and those brats you supposedly raise? Child protection services 
looks unkindly on parents who endanger their children, you know...and once they are taken , the 
state will make them heroes , and they will serve Japan, the greater good.” 


The capture weapon tightened around her wrist, cutting into her skin, and from beyond All Might’s 
lanky frame she saw Joke’s face twist in anger. Hurt a single hair on my head, bitch, and I'll make 
sure that your precious Eri becomes a weapon sharper than Hawks, deadlier than Nagant, more 
loyal than Edgeshot... 


But it was All Might that spoke then, not the Aizawas or the Pussycats. “I doubt that, Ishigami. 
Your power is gone , we all know that...My boy and my daughter in law have you right where they 
want you. It is obvious, you are desperate...It is all over for you.” 


Ishigami listened to her instinct, to the feeling that All Might would not attack, and that he was well 
in the way of the others...and she spat on his face. It is not over. It will only be over when I die ... 
and when that day comes, you are all coming to Hell with me. 


“Little ones!” Inko said, hugging them once more. Izuku, of course, joined the hug, grabbing them 
all tight. They were his family, and they had prevailed, even when the villains had done their best 
to hurt them. 


“T’m so, so proud of you, kids.” Izuku said, tears streaming down his cheeks, sobbing a little harder 
whenever he noticed how Kouta had not stepped a foot away from Eri the whole time since they 
had been reunited, or how Eri smiled through the fear even now, still shaken by the final fight. 


After Kacchan had swooped in and taken Eri and All Might away, Eri’s parents had soon shown up 
with the police, in time to erase the Quirks helping the High End Nomu, that the creepy voice on 
the radio had called Balrog, and let Miruko stomp on its head, killing it for good, something that 
thankfully Eri had not witnessed. 


“Big bro Deku, I knew we would make it! That we would all make it.” Eri said, her smile shaky, 
her hug a little weaker. She really was exhausted, Izuku realised...but the girl didn’t let go, one arm 
around Kouta, the other wrapped around Izuku’s bicep, while Inko’s arms enveloped them all 
warmly. 


“We did, little ones,” Inko said, “It’s all over now, and we can rest. You two look a little sleepy, 
and me...well, I skipped out on a more thorough check to be with Toshinori when they treated his 
injuries.” 


“Old man Might was really cool!” Eri said, then yawned. Even all their energy was no match for 
that damn battle...thank god we all survived. 


I need to check on everyone else, while Himiko and agent Anna talk with the League, and dad and 
the other parents get explanations from Ishigami...Hitoshi and Mina, I need to see how they are 
doing now that the adrenaline has run out. Kacchan’s forearm injury from that glancing blow with 
the supersoldier’s bullet, Mei and Melissa...everyone. I need to know they are all safe and sound. 
Then check the hospital security, look at the heroes standing watch, talk with the police one more 
time... 


And my wedding night. I still want it, so so much. I want Himiko, I want to be one, to end the day 
happy and together and wake up exactly th-e same, face the future together. I need it so badly... 


“He is still totally a hero.” Kouta added. “He kicked so much ass even without a Quirk! Auntie 
Inko also kicked ass, Deku, right Auntie?” 


“Oh, that is giving me too much credit...” Inko said humbly, pinching Kouta’s cheeks. 


“You made that big gun jam and pulled that soldier’s eye out!” Eri said, with a slightly eerie awe, 
and Izuku turned to Inko, his eyes wide open. 


“Mom?” 


“Oh, I just did what I could to help...” she said, averting her eyes but not before Izuku could see 
that fierce courage hidden beneath the surface, and he somehow found himself even prouder to 
have Inko Midoriya as his mom. “It...it was more difficult that doing tricks with a golf ball but... 
maybe in a different life I might have been a hero with my weak telekinesis!” 


Izuku hugged his mom then, pouring all his love and admiration into the embrace, “Mom, you 
have ALWAYS been a hero. My hero!” 


“Oh, Izuku, you’re gonna make me cry even more!” Inko said, returning the hug just as tightly. My 
mom, my kind, nice mom took down a Quirkless soldier...oh, mom...You always show me the way. 


“It was definitely a hero thing.” Kouta agreed, “It...it makes you like me a little, big bro! And like 
Eri! Now that...now that both your mom and dad are heroes.” He got quiet for a short moment, his 
face turning gloomy...until Eri took his hand in hers and pulled him to join the hug again. 


It lasted for a long, long while, and left Izuku content, knowing that they were all alright, merely 
tired and probably a bit hungry too. Eventually, Inko took her leave, joking about how her nurse 
would probably be wandering around looking for her. She gave everyone a kiss on the forehead 


and left, and, Izuku decided to move back a little, kneeling down in front of the two kids, a hand 
on each of their heads, softly ruffling their hair. 


“T know already that you two were true heroes today. It was a very scary fight, it was okay to be 
scared, but you were brave, you were smart, and I couldn’t be prouder of you.” he said, giving each 
kid a reassuring smile. “You guys and I...well, it isn’t our first fight. But this time we were 
separated and...it is better to talk about the fights we heroes end up taking part in, you know? 
Sometimes...sometimes they get too scary, and it takes a friend to help us, a friend who listens.” 


“That’s so grown up...” Kouta muttered, giving a nod. 


“So let’s talk about it, okay? I want to know what you guys went through today. You know you’ll 
always have me when you want to talk, got it?” I need to know when you need help, kids...so I can 
better help you. Or...get you the help you might need. 


“Yes, Deku!” Eri said, managing a toothy grin. “So uhh...Kouta, what do we say?” 


“Ummm...maybe I say the part where we were together and you help up when I miss something 
and then...the rest?” 


“Okay, good idea!” 

“You’re usually the one with the plans...Guess you finally see I also have cool plans, huh?” 
“Nuh uh!” 

“Yes uh!” 


They spoke for almost half an hour, with Izuku kneeling in front of them. He listened intently as 
they talked about the shield Mei and Melissa had pulled out to protect them, the jump, how they 
had fallen short and taken refuge on the seaplane control building. 


They explained then how the adults had defended them, with plenty of onomatopoeias for All 
Might fighting the soldiers in close combat, and a longer explanation of how Inko had used her 
Quirk to stop a shotgun from firing, breathlessly told by Eri with plenty of arm gestures imitating 
everything from the soldier holding the gun to Inko’s hands extended to stop the enemy. 


And then, to Izuku’s amazement, they told him of how Hisashi Midoriya had helped, using his fire 
breath to push back another soldier. Jf Runt hadn’t shown up, he really would have saved them. Did 
something change in him? How did it happen? Does he...does he finally understand? 


When they finally reached Runt taking Eri and All Might, both kids had a bit of trouble speaking. 
They had both wanted to step in and save the other, which was very embarrassing for both to admit, 
and caused them to blush and stare in opposite directions for a good minute. 


Then Eri told her story, and by the time she finished, Kouta was fully prepared to storm out of the 
room to find the Iconoclast and kick his teeth in...which made Izuku incredibly proud of the little 
brother fate had brought him. 


“Just tell me where that guy is, big bro. The cops can help me and hold him down while I punch 
him where it hurts . He was gonna hurt you, Eri!” he said, holding her hand steadily, no trace of 
the earlier shyness, ““That...that coward! That motherfucker!” 


“Kouta, we don’t curse.” Izuku corrected, with the boy nodding quickly. “Don’t worry about that 
villain, kids. I beat him, showed him his own weakness, and then I challenged his ideals, and he 


lost . He just couldn’t win there. We arrested him. He won’t be dangerous anymore, and he’ll be 
thrown in jail.” 


“So it’s really over?” Eri asked, with yet another yawn that Izuku imitated. 
“Yes, kiddos. It’s all over now.” 
“[’m sorry about your wedding, big bro.” Kouta said, then raised an eyebrow, “Does it still count?” 


“We’re gonna repeat it tomorrow.” Izuku said, a cheeky smile showing up. “And it’ll last two, 
no...three times longer! And instead of cake, there will just be spinach!” 


“That is evil!” Eri said, with clear concern... 


Until Izuku burst out laughing, “Just kidding!” The kids relaxed visibly, and he continued, “I don’t 
know what will happen tomorrow. I would really like to do something nice, something fun so we 
don’t all have bad memories of this trip. I want us all to be happy again before going back home.” 


“I mean, we could have the big dinner, right? That would make people happy. Plus you guys 
promised Eri candy apples, I remember that!” Izuku didn’t know if it would be as easy as just 
getting food for everyone, with the future so uncertain, and especially with the very real chance that 
they might have overstayed their welcome at the hotel by making them targets again, 
unknowingly... 


“Those apples would be really yummy right now...” Eri said, a little grumpier than usual, caused 
by being so tired, “But what I really wanted was to see the dancing! You and sis Toga have your 
songs, right?” 


“We do.” Izuku replied, beaming. 
“That is so cute!” 
“Tt isn’t, it’s dumb. Big bro, how can you do something sooo lame?” 


“We do things like that when we fall in love.” Izuku said, as Kouta rolled his eyes and Eri nodded 
with a serene face, trying to appear extremely wise. It was rather adorable. 


Soon after the kids had told Izuku the whole story, and he had made up his mind to stay alert and in 
contact with their families in case there were nightmares or anything like that. The two kids had 
already dealt with so much already, that the day’s battle seemed merely a drop of water among an 
ocean of pain...but he still resolved to make sure they would have him there to talk, and 
experienced childrens’ therapists in case they were needed. 


After the story was told they relaxed for a few minutes, talking about anything and everything, 
about the monsoon, about hero stuff completely unrelated to the day, and then Eri had started 
teasing Kouta by asking Izuku details about his plans as a newlywed. Kouta grimaced and cringed 
more and more as Eri started to ask how Himiko and Izuku would call their first baby, so the boy 
was extremely grateful when the adults arrived, grim faces softening up at the sight of the 
children. 


After one last hug for each kid, Izuku had moved on, walking fast down the hallway, peering into 
every window, looking for his friends or for people he recognized from the hotel staff. He met the 
cook, a French lady named Cecile who thanked him profusely for another save, which Izuku felt he 


did not deserve at all, and a couple of guards, roughed up by the enemy soldiers, but he didn’t 
come across his friends, not in the floor he was at, so he started moving towards the stairs, when a 
voice called out to him. 


“Son! Izuku!”’ 


It was Hisashi Midoriya. He looked thinner than in the morning, his voice was as raspy as Dabi’s 
after a couple cigarettes, and he had exchanged his tuxedo for a set of light blue hospital pyjamas 
and slippers. 


“Father!” Izuku said, closing the distance between them, then stopping at the last moment, a metre 
away, before deciding to take the first step and hug the man. “I’m glad you’re okay too.” 


“Tzuku, I...we need to talk.” Hisashi said, “Can we go somewhere more comfortable? The hospital 
café, perhaps?” 


“Sure.” What do you want to say? I swear, if he starts once again with some disapproval of Himiko, 
especially now... They walked in silence, with Izuku deciding to wait until the café to hear out 
Hisashi. A part of him was hopeful, now that he had heard that Hisashi had put his life on the line 
to protect Eri, Kouta, Toshinori and Inko...but there was also a big chance it had been merely self 
preservation. 


They reached the café soon, at the ground floor, where Izuku half expected to see more people he 
knew, but he only saw a few from the hotel staff that he recognized in passing. 


“So...” Izuku started once both Hisashi and him had a drink, and they had found a table to sit down 
at. 


“So...” Hisashi replied, then sighed heavily. “Izuku, today was...it was...” 
“Terrifying?” Izuku made a guess, but Hisashi shook his head. 


“No, it was an eye opener. I think I understood more about Yagi in...I don’t know how long it was. 
It felt like months . I understood more about Inko too...I never...I never knew she was brave , not 
like that. I... never knew.” he poked at his cup of coffee without drinking. “I know some theory 
that could explain this sort of thing. How stress and extreme situations bring out sides of people 
that we could never even imagine and...Fuck, son. I have been wrong about so, so much...” 


“You... you had a change of heart?” Izuku asked. 


“T guess you could call it that. I...it clicked , Izuku. I think I get it now. I think I get why All Might 
does what he does...or well, did . I get why Inko put her life on the line to protect kids she isn’t 
related to. I...up to very recently. I mean...recently as in yesterday , I thought All Might was 
arrogant. I thought his heroism was just grandstanding, simply state-sanctioned violence with a 
cheap moral tacked on. I thought he was a goon, a thug in tight spandex. And...deep down, I 
thought the same about you.” 


He sighed, took a sip of coffee, and said, “I didn’t get why you would want to be a hero. You are 
smart, hard working, you have figured out networking, business deals, sponsorships, negotiation, 
and you are not even 25 yet... thought it was illogical that you would be out there beating punks to 


a pulp.” 


Izuku listened, trying not to be bothered by his father’s words. He was hanging on the “but” he saw 
coming, and trying to ignore the long winded explanation of Hisashi simply not understanding his 
dreams, even after countless letters and calls many years back. 


“Look, Izuku...I know how stubborn you are. In a way, I am too. I have been too set in my ways, 
too narrow minded to truly see you. It was easier to judge you from a businessman’s point of view 
and feel you were on the wrong path, and...it was easier to stay away. To let you go. I told myself 
we were too different. So many things were different between us. Even Quirks; I have one, you 
didn’t back then. It was far too easy to find excuses and convince myself they were valid, to justify 
it all. The way I abandoned you and Inko...I talked myself out of any guilt, son. I justified to 
myself how little I felt for your mother, eventually, and I was so good at it, at convincing myself 
that the distance was too great between you and I, that I made it all so much worse.” 


“You know I needed you. I needed a dad.” Izuku replied, quietly. 


“T know, Izuku. I wish I could tell you I felt bad about it back then...but I do now. All this time 
trying to reconnect and only now , after a literal trial by fire...only now I get such a big part of 
you.” he reached out, touching Izuku’s shoulder. 


Izuku’s first instinct was to recoil away from the touch, but he fought it, and listened further as 
Hisashi spoke, “That...that will to save you told me about? That...that urge?” 


“T had the impression your heart wasn’t in it when I told you about it.” Izuku replied, his tone 
colder than he had intended. 


“Ut wasn’t.” Hisashi admitted, “But today...Izuku, I felt it . I felt that need, that need to fight and 
protect and just...do the right thing. It...it was honestly horrible, I hated every second of fighting, I 
could have died, and my throat feels like shit but...” 


“But you saved people.” Izuku said, allowing himself a small smile. 


“But I saved people,” Hisashi agreed. “It...it felt different . | am not used to it, at all and...I don’t 
think I will ever repeat it but the fire I felt...metaphorically and literally, too, it was...it was what 
made it click.” 


“IT know deep in my heart that it is the right thing to do. Saving a person is just...what one should 
do.” 


“You learned it from All Might, didn’t you? From Inko? All your UA classmates?” 


“T did. I learn more about it every day. Not all people can be saved the same way, the danger 
changes, shifts...” 


“It was like...like I was moving before I knew it. Into the fight.” Hisashi said, his voice shaky. 
“Just...just like you said. So now I understand, at least a little bit more. And I know an apology 
doesn’t really cut it, not when I have been...when I have been such a bastard all along.” 


“Hisashi, I...” Izuku said, “I tried explaining this to you since...since I was four , I think. ’ve 
spent my entire adult life living this daily. It is my reality . It...it hurt to see how you couldn’t 
understand, how it got in the way of every effort to reconnect. So...so ’m glad.” 


He wiped away a tear, “I know you’ll probably still think I’m a very illogical person. That my 
choices are bad business ideas, or something like that. It...it would be impossible to expect a huge 
change but...” 


“Izuku, I know I don’t deserve the chances you’ve given me. I know that inviting me here was... 
was to make me see that your girl Toga was not so bad. I guess she really isn’t. And I know it 
wasn’t intended but...I feel like I know you better now. I know I have been terrible, even as 
recently as today , so I have no right to ask to reconnect any more than we have, but...” 


He paused, then gave Izuku a much more honest, pure smile than he had seen in a long, long time 
from Hisashi. “I think this time, with a better understanding, I can be a better person in your life. I 
know I have no right to ask for a second chance, but-” 


Izuku smiled widely, “Don’t you know? Second chances are all I’m about!” 


Hisashi laughed, shaking his head, “Son, I think I really can be better. If I work at it and listen to 
you, let you explain what you feel, what you want, if I-” 


“We'll work it out.” Izuku said, “TIt...it technically isn’t the second chance and I am not sure how 
good of an idea it is but... The best we can do is try.” 


“Thank you, son. I promise I will do my best. And you will be able to call me “dad” again.” 
Hisashi said, sounding earnest. 


Izuku shook his head and answered, a bit softer than he would have replied before, “That...is a bit 
much. I'll stick to calling you Father. I...I already have a dad.” 


Resolution 


“Hawks...Hawks!!!” Rumi whispered into her phone. The police had only let up their relentless 
questions, asked by an officer fluent in Japanese, when a tall, green eyed woman had shown up, 
dressed like some type of mercenary, ballistic glasses and khaki combat gear and everything, and 
taken aside the officers in charge at the police precinct Rumi had been taken after the fight with the 
Nomu had ended, a short walk away from the hospital where most others had been taken. 


By the time the merc woman had shown up, Rumi had told the cops as much as she could; she was 
Japan’s number one hero, she was travelling under an alias for her own safety and privacy, and she 
had acted when villains had struck. She had told them she hadn’t considered the legal 
consequences and had chosen to do the right thing, which the Yankees had seemed to like...but 
that had not stopped them from asking tough questions and poking at the low probability it was all 
simply coincidences . 


The woman in combat gear had poked her face into the interrogation room briefly, saying, “Oi, 
rabbit hero. Somebody just told me about her plan to fill your brain with a nonsense alibi for her, 
she ain’t getting a chance. You’re here on behalf of Hawks?” 


“T.... am!” Rumi replied, smiling fiercely at the woman. She had a few nasty scars on her face, 
which made telling her age difficult, but the air of authority she gave off was easy enough to 
identify. An officer. A police chief? A government official? Or...a spy. 


“That saves us half the bullshit, then. Birdbrain had a bad feeling about the HPSC Chairwoman?” 


“Yes!” Rumi confirmed, “Her and that Kashiwagi guy. Both are assholes. He thought they might 
send Edgeshot here, I didn’t find him, but-” 


“Doesn’t matter.” the American interrupted. “It was Ishigami. She’s here, I took her captive before 
she had a chance to talk to you and try to gaslight you.” She turned to the outside of the 
interrogation room, then back to Rumi, throwing a phone that the rabbit hero caught deftly, 
“Phone’s encrypted, no ears listening, neither mine nor Ishigami’s. You have ten minutes, call 
whoever you need, do whatever you wish with it. Look at cat videos if it tickles your fancy. I'll be 
right with you.” Her Japanese was good, Rumi thought, her American accent fitting her husky 
voice well. 


So of course, with ten minutes, she decided to call Hawks, the guy that had put her in the situation 
in the first place. “Rumi? What-” 


“T don’t have all the time I'd like, you Kusotori ,” she interrupted, calling him a shitty bird so he 
knew she was alright; if she had called him by his real name he would have known to worry. 
“Things in Hawaii were wild, man. Your hunch was right...half right, at least.” 


“You caught Edgeshot? It’s all been quiet here, Fuyumi and I are safe. Didn’t even see the 
mailman approach our home.” he replied, much more relaxed than when they had last spoken and 
he had asked Rumi for this favour. 


“T couldn’t but...Ishigami was here. She is here.” 


“That bitch .” Hawks said, his tone bitter, poisoned with memories of a thousand missions, nearly 
losing himself completely in the name of “the greater good”, spilling rivers of blood in the 
shadows, a fate that Rumi couldn’t have saved him from...but Fuyumi Todoroki had, pulling him 


out of the darkness little by little. “If she’s there, that means she’s involved and...she did 
something against them. Against Shouto’s friends, against Deku. That spiteful, hateful woman...” 


“There were a few villains, some little shit called “Iconoclast”. Deku kicked his ass Quirkless , saw 
the kid as I was cleaning the remains of my jeans of Nomu blood-” 


“A Nomu?” Hawks asked, his tone as sharp as any of his feather blades. “How could some low tier 
villain get one?” 


“TI dunno, man, I just kicked asses, they have had me in a police building for hours, this little 
Hawaiian cowboy asking me questions in what really sounds like a cheesy Kansai accent.” 


“Sorry, Rumi.” Hawks said, softer now, “I... am usually the one on the other end of the phone, 
answering as much as I can with too little knowledge...I’m not used to this.” 


“Don’t sweat it, dumbass.” she chided him, “Look, lemme try and paint as complete a picture as I 
can before the woman returns. I don’t know her name but she’s clearly in charge. She gave me ten 
minutes. So...” 


“Go on.” 


“The Iconoclast guy had a little band closer to him, Ground Zero mentioned blasting away some 
merc armed with shotguns. Then they had the Quirkless. A supersoldier in full kit and a few dozen 
infantry, weaksauce but they were well used. They shot up the wedding, Hawks...but they were 
mostly firing Quirk blockers. Ground Zero got hit at some point, I met him at the hotel... You sent 
me at the same fucking hotel as him and that other one, the meathead!” 


“Pot calling the kettle black, Rumi...” Hawks said, so teasingly that Rumi could almost see his 
smirk. 


“Fuck off. The himbo. Uhhh...Red Riot. They were there, you asshole! My cover was paper thin!” 
“And yet you weren’t found out until now, Rumi. Give yourself some credit.” 


“Ughh.” Rumi said, shaking her head, “Whatever. They shot at the party with blockers. They had a 
sniper, they had a big strong villain to throw Deku away, and that Iconoclast guy had some kinda 
gas Quirk, flammable. Our fellow heroes fought back, kicked ass, eventually the cowards had to 
take hostages. They took fucking All Might , man.” 


“Bastards...though, probably a shitty idea. You and I both know the guts All Might has.” 


“Aye. Old man didn’t do too badly as far as injuries...I think. I didn’t see him taken to an 
ambulance.” Rumi said, “They took a kid, too. Eri Aizawa. Eraser’s little girl.” 


“Oooh...” Hawks said, “That’s a guaranteed ass kicking...” 


“Ground Zero got some support equipment and he tracked me down as I tried joining the battle, he 
filled me in. Though...” Rumi frowned slightly, “He didn’t tell me everything. Something else 
happened back there to him and it got him...I dunno. Not really scared but...I think his opinion on 
something changed.” 


“Might need to talk to him when he gets back. We aren’t too close but...” 


“But you have an uncanny ability to befriend angry powerhouses who would have wanted to kick 
your ass when first meeting you?” 


He laughed, a sound that Rumi enjoyed far too much, annoyingly. “Speaking from experience?” 


“I MEANT ENDEAVOR!” she said, “Goddamn idiot. Still...Bakugou ain’t a bad kid. Id like to 
work with him again, the cocky brat...It’d be better if he’s on our side instead of...you know...the 
bitch .” 


“ Our side, eh?” Hawks said, with the genuine joy he usually reserved for talking about his 
Todoroki family, “That...that means a lot, Rumi. Truly.” 


“[’m with you, you know that. This whole...battle, just makes it clearer. If the boss woman is a US 
prisoner, can we...can we change things?” Rumi asked, her voice soft. 


“If word of that reaches Japan...well...” Hawks said, all joy fleeing from his voice. “No. The chain 
of command means Kashiwagi rises if Ishigami falls and he...Rumi, when I backed out of my 
mission, when I quit spying on the League, Kashiwagi wanted to have me killed . Ishigami stopped 
him. I still had some value for the Commission, in her mind but in his...” 


“Fucking hell...’”” Rumi muttered, “You hadn’t told me.” 


“It wasn’t an easy topic.” he said, his tone flat, “Trust me, Rumi, it has been a problem I have 
pondered over and over and over . Kashiwagi’s Quirk...the bastard can sense intent from a 
distance. That is how he got to where he’s at...well, that, being good with a gun, and being a 
ruthless bastard. I can’t hurt him, not alone. And even if I could...it would be more than enough to 
give Ishigami everything she needed to turn me into public enemy number one.” 


He laughed grimly, “I’ve been trying to live in peace these years since I stopped being their tool. 
I’ve found love and more friendship than ever before. I’ve had a chance to be a truer hero, 
something better . But ve never stopped thinking. Planning. If the Americans have Ishigami right 
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now... 
“Hawks, slow down a little, what are you-” 


“Rumi, my baby will be born really soon. If Kashiwagi controls hero affairs by then...there is no 
future. All he will need is label me a villain, and his people in Parliament will make any laws 
necessary to end us. I will do something very, very desperate.” 


“Wait!” Rumi shouted. She understood why, she had a good idea what Hawks would try to do. Jf 
Kashiwagi can sense intent, it can’t be clean. It can’t be a secret. It...it will be out in the open. 
“Hawks, you fucking...don’t you dare !” 


“He’s just one man. Nobody knows the HPSC Headquarters like I do. And for my baby, for 
Fuyumi, for everyone ...I don’t care how much blood it takes.” Hawks said, his voice turning 
darker, more violent. “I'll kill him and his lieutenants, whatever it takes. Mera can sort out the 
mess. Maybe the Prime Minister will be forced to dissolve the Commission entirely. It doesn’t 
matter. If Ishigami falls, ’m taking the rest down, and I’m doing it now -” 


“Wait, for fuck’s sake!” Rumi shouted over his voice, silencing him, “Hawks, please. This ain’t 
over yet. It can’t be the end of that...that cold war between ya and the government. You...you’re 
you . There has to be some other trick up your sleeve, man...not just...assassinating them.” 


“[’m out of ideas, Rumi.” he replied softly, with a horrible note of defeat in his voice. “I knew 
things could get difficult when I asked you to do this but...the outcome blindsided me. Fucking 
Ishigami...” He sighed, then said, “Rumi, I’m doing this. As soon as I hang up, I’m telling Fuyumi 
and...and saying goodb-” 


“GODDAMMIT!” she yelled, “At least wait for me! I'll break the fucking wall, hijack a plane, 
whatever it takes, just... am not letting you fight them alone. No, Hawks, NO! We’re friends , I 
can’t let you go there to die!” 


He was too stunned to speak for a long moment. When he finally spoke, there was a deep sadness 
in his words, “Rumi, I couldn’t have ever asked you to join me for this. This...at best it is 
rebellion. At worst, it’s terrorism. You’re...you’re better than this.” 


“You don’t get to decide that, Hawks. We’re friends till the end, dammit!” 


“Even if we were together, to do this right we would need someone else. And she’s locked up in 
Tartarus. But the mission has changed. I...I can’t wait, Rumi.” Hawks said, and she could hear him 
getting up, pacing, then walking with determination a few steps. Walking towards Fuyumi’s study. 
“T know it’s unfair, I know I’ve already asked too much of you but...if I die...” 


“Dammit, just wait for me! Don’t ask me anything else, let me fight, I will hurry up!” she was 
desperate now, pleading. J can’t lose my best friend. Don’t make me stay behind and watch you 
die... 


“Tf I die, will you protect my child?” 


She felt the tears streaming down her cheeks. She knew that he had made up his mind, “...I will. I 
Swear it.” 


“Rumi...thanks. That is what I-” 


Suddenly, the woman in charge of the Americans barged in, swiping the phone from Rumi’s hands, 
instantly clicking on the speaker phone, and said, “Hawks, listen up. This is agent Anna Dobinek, 
Station Chief for the Pacific area of operations for the Quirk Intelligence and Intervention Agency, 
the woman who just arrested HPSC head Hana Ishigami. Sit the fuck down.” The interrogation 
room’s door slammed behind her. 


“Rumi...who the hell is this?” 


“She just told you her name, dumbass.” Rumi said, raising her voice so the speaker phone could 
pick her words. To her astonishment, she didn hear Hawks sit back down on a leather chair, if her 
fine hearing wasn’t mistaken. 


“Right then.” he said, his voice cold and defensive, “Hawks here. Talk, agent.” 
“T have all the dirt I could ever want on Ishigami, and another ace up my sleeve.” 
“Toga.” Hawks said, his guess proved correct when Dobinek nodded. 


“Just so. We have a vial of Ishigami’s blood, more than enough to destroy her life. And I threatened 
her with living out the next few months as a blood bag for Himiko if she didn’t do as she was told.” 
Dobinek said. 


“Cold.” Hawks said, with more than a hint of approval in his voice. “You do know she will try to 
get herself out of that noose, don’t you? That she might act defeated-” 


“She just had a mental breakdown when I made her own up to her sins in front of Eraserhead and a 
few others. Dropped the apologetic act when she saw it was useless, started to berate them. She’s 
broken.” Dobinek said, the start of a smirk tugging at her lips. “Hawks, I know about this 
Kashiwagi guy.” 


“Do you, now?” Hawks asked. “He’s a threat . Hang up the phone already and let me do my duty. 
Every second I lose is another second I can’t spend saying goodbye to my wife, so...” 


“T want us to work together to take that fucker down. Ishigami, you and I.” 


“\..1’m listening.” Hawks said, calmer now. Rumi let out a long sigh of relief. It was one thing 
worrying for her friend, another entirely to know he would be in harm’s way and she’d be far 
away... Come on, just listen to this woman, Hawks. Chill, at least for a few hours, then we can 
overthrow government assholes when we are really ready. And at least you'll meet your kid if you 
hold on for now, man... 


“Ishigami won’t tell Kashiwagi what happened here, I made sure of it. My Agency’s coverup of her 
involvement is conditional on that. When she gets back, she will be my ally , and the game starts. 
Our move will be to limit Kashiwagi’s power from day one, to the point where he can’t even wipe 
his own ass without Ishigami’s approval.” 


“And Ishigami won’t give the green light for that unless it makes you happy.” Hawks concluded. 
“Alright...I have a few ideas. We can work together but...” 


“Ishigami is still your enemy, I know.” Dobinek said, “I will keep her in check. And when her time 
runs out, when the chance presents itself...nothing would make me happier than a red feather 
slicing open the Chairwoman’s throat.” 


“Count me in.” Hawks said, after a moment of hesitation. “As long as my family can be safe, we 
can be allies.” 


“And when the time comes, itll be a pleasure pulling the trigger together at the Commission, 
wouldn’t you agree?” 


Izuku had found Himiko half an hour after his talk with Hisashi. She looked exhausted but happy, 
even a little smug; she quickly told him of the Agency’s plans to turn the League of Villains into 
essentially eco-heroes. Nana Shimura would have been so proud, Tenko. And...I’m sure Endeavor 
will be happy too, Dabi. Even if it pisses you off....’m so glad they can have a second chance... 


“So no luck with finding everyone else?” Himiko asked, after a moment of silence between them 
following her news. 


“Not yet...It’s a pretty big hospital and...shall we look for them together?” he asked, offering his 
hand. Himiko took it, intertwining her fingers in his. There were a few bandaids covering small 
cuts and scrapes on Himiko’s soft hand and fingers, and she was still missing one of her prosthetic 
fingers, but her wedding band was still firmly in place, making a little clink against Izuku’s as they 
met. 


“Yes, Izu-Izu, let’s go together!” 


As they walked they updated each other on more things they had lived in the past hour. Himiko 
told him how not even five minutes after making the Agency deal with the former LoV, Anna had 
been called by Mandalay and she had taken Himiko back to the hall with the parents. 


Ishigami had snapped , turning from apologetic to dismissive of the heroes with her, to outright 


hostile, and only immense self control by everyone involved had saved Ishigami from leaving that 
room with more than a broken wrist, a gift from Aizawa’s capture weapon, “an accident”. 


“Anna was pretty careful when we dragged her out, you see. Careful to grab the injured wrist . The 
cops were a bit nicer, though... Anyway she’s now in a jail cell!” 


“About Ishigami...we can’t trust her one bit, can we? Not even now that we have all the 
leverage...” Izuku said. “If we can get her to do her part, though...” 


“It could be huge.” Himiko said, nodding at his words, “I...I really respect it, Izu-Izu, that your 
plan, that your dream...that you can adapt and use this.” She gripped his hand a little bit tighter. 


“The system is corrupt, Himiko.” Izuku admitted, “We didn’t know to what extent. The police and 
Tsukauchi can maybe balance things out, and...if we get a better person to lead the Commission, 
maybe the damage could be undone but...Well, the plan was always to use the system as far as we 
could, then burn it down, make something new. Using every tool we can, doesn’t matter if it 
happens in the open or behind closed doors, to really improve people’s lives...” 


“Tt might be a little weird when Ishigami starts pestering the Prime Minister and her Parliament 
cronies to get a bigger focus on education and jobs, don’t you think?” Himiko asked, her smile 
showing her fangs. “But as long as we get it done, it'll be great!” 


They had turned towards the rooms closest to the ICU by then, and Himiko spotted a familiar 
name tag on one of the doors, a couple nurses stationed outside, at the ready. “Akaguro! It’s Mr. 
Stainy! Let’s see if he’s still knocked out!” 


“Maybe we should let him rest...” Izuku said. He just had an arm torn right off, it’s a wonder he is 
even stable enough to be in a normal hospital room. That gun was strong enough to cut Himiko’s 
titanium pinky with a glancing blow, Stain got hit with everything... 


“Hey guys!” Himiko said in English, ignoring Izuku’s words and pulling him by the hand to the 
nurses, “We’re friends of Mr. Stainy. Mr. Akaguro! Izu-Izu here is one of the True Heroes 
Akaguro likes, and I’m his coolest fan!” 


“The patient is stable and awake, but I must implore you refrain from anything that will make him 
move much. The stitches and gauze are extremely fresh.” the nurse said, and Izuku quickly assured 
him and the other nurse, a lady with a really cool All Might pin on her hair, that there would be no 
trouble at all. 


“Stainy!” Himiko said in a loud whisper, waving energetically with her free hand, trying to keep 
quiet and subdued to avoid hurting Stain in any way. 


“You two.” he said, turning his neck slightly towards them. He sat on the bed, bandages covering 
his entire chest, a short stump the only part of his arm remaining beyond the shoulder. A blood bag 
was connected to his other arm by an IV, with a bag of saline solution at the other side of the metal 
stand holding the blood bag up. “So the first to visit are a true hero and...I don’t know what to call 
you, Toga, but...you did good today. It was righteous to give you that sword.” 


“T’m okay not being called a hero, old man! And the sword was really useful! Where did you get a 
high frequency blade? They weren’t on sale at the hotel gift shop, I checked!” Himiko said, 
giggling. Izuku felt his smile widen as he watched her; it always warmed his hand watching her get 
excited about pointy, stabby things. 


“A crocodile man gave it to me to decapitate Ingenium and Uravity.” Stain replied. His voice was 


hoarse and he was understandably pale, black circles under his eyes even more noticeable in the 
sterile white lights of the hospital room. “Those two had acted valiantly, and they were just as 
admirable the rest of the battle. I turned the blade on the villains and we managed to regroup with 
you all.” 


“You didn’t just refuse to kill our friends, right?” Izuku asked, his eyes meeting Stain’s. “You 
saved them. You took that bullet for them.” 


Stain was silent for a long moment, only nodding slowly after the pause started stretching 
uncomfortably. “...Yes. They have taught me a lot, those lidas. And Uraraka as well.” 


“She’s amazing.” Himiko agreed, “She was once my enemy but now...she’s one of my most 
beloved friends!” 


“They have given this old hunter so much to think about. You all have...” Stain said, his gaze 
trailing as he looked out the window to the evening sky, clouded by what remained of the monsoon 
clouds. “I have lost myself. I stopped being Chizome Akaguro, then I stopped being Stendahl. And 
now...I think I can say I have stopped being Stain. I have no cause now, no mission, no name. All I 
know is that...that taking that bullet felt right .” 


“You’re a masochist?” Himiko asked, raising an eyebrow. 


Stain was wholly unamused. “I didn’t mean physically , you idiot. Losing an arm is horrible, if I'd 
known I would have cut less arms when hunting people...I mean spiritually . It was righteous.” 


“You felt the will to save again.” Izuku suggested. 


“Exactly, boy!” Akaguro said, “I had lost that, so gone down that path of disillusion was I that...I 
never thought I would feel it again. Maybe I can’t rightfully be a hero again but this...this was 
enough to remember why I even tried being a hero in the first place.” 


“Tm glad.” Izuku asked, “So, what will you do now? Do you also have a deal with agent Anna?” 


Akaguro shook his head slowly, “No. I made no deal. I will return to prison and...I will work on 
myself. Find out who I truly am, who I want to be, and when my sentence ends...I will be a good 
man. I will not pledge my life to another mision, another cause. I will just... live . Live by the 
example I have been shown.” 


“You’re still so damn cool.” Himiko said, getting closer and tapping Akaguro on his other 
shoulder. 


“Whatever good there was in my quest, it’s now in your hands. Yours, Toga, and those of your 
friends Dabi and Spinner. I’m content with my fate. I can accept it now.” he said, with a soft smile. 
Himiko exchanged a glance with Izuku, a raised eyebrow asking how much of this peace was real 
and how much was strong painkillers injected into Akaguro’s blood stream. 


“You are worthy of that sword, Himiko Toga. I hope you can carry it with honour and do good 
with-” 


“Oh, I gave it away!” Himiko said, casually, “Asked one of the agents to keep it safe and he loaned 
me a cool knife in exchange. Anyway, it was all chipped and wrecked, I don’t wanna keep it.” 


Akaguro’s face boiled with rage, but he answered in a quiet, menacing tone, “You little shit...you 
wrecked the best sword I ever owned? Even if it was for five minutes?” 


“Not my fault that the supersoldier’s titanium stuff was so tough!” 


He shook his head, “Consider the wrecked, discarded blade your wedding gift, you brat.” 


Minutes later they were walking again, checking the hospital’s ground floor. Little by little they 
found all their friends, first finding Tsuyu and Tokoyami, mostly unscathed, at a lounge, then 
Shouto and Momo sharing a room nearby. Momo had pulled a muscle on her shoulder and Shouto 
had several fractures, but it was nothing major. 


Their friends were happy to see them, but conversations were brief; everyone was exhausted, 
hungry and mentally drained by the day’s events. 


A short distance further they found Himiko’s uncle and her brother. Koichi was in good shape, 
having been taken away from the action soon into the battle, but Vlad King looked somewhat 
worse for the wear, his skin so pale that his veins were clearly visible, after having used a 
dangerous amount of his own blood to keep his injuries closed and then to save Stain’s life. 


Himiko had not spoken much with them, looking ashamed that they had gotten hurt during her 
special day, but they had quickly reassured her. 


“Come on, Akko, we’re both tough, the Kan blood is strong in us, ain’t that right, lad?” Vlad has 
said, laughing heartily, 


“T didn’t even get to see the fight. It feels...so uncool.” Koichi added, “Getting saved like I was...I 
got lucky but...I should have helped, somehow...” 


“Lad, don’t feel any guilt about it, there was more than enough heroism to go around, and 
everybody made it.” 


“Uncle, you got shot . And you had to save the Hero Killer. It was unfair.” 


“It’s all over, Koichi.” he replied, “Besides, all the bleeding was internal, that’s where blood is 
supposed to be!” 


That had gotten a laugh out of Himiko, at least. 


Next they had found Uraraka, lida, Kirishima and Bakugou, all of them being tested by a team of 
six doctors and two nurses at a Quirk Medicine wing of the hospital to check for any side effects 
involved in them being pelted by Quirk blockers. 


Uraraka and Iida looked well, though very, very tired, and both still a little shocked by Stain’s turn 
and how different things would have been without the Hero Killer choosing to fight with the heroes 
for once, instead of against them, and soon Himiko was firmly set beside Uraraka, trading battle 
anecdotes and insight along with a lot of laughs. Izuku gave Tenya a big hug, then walked to the 
other two to check on them more closely. 


Kirishima yawned every couple of seconds, still feeling the last lingering effects of the 
tranquilisers he had caught, his Unbreakable protecting others but making him a bigger target at 
the same time. 


And Kacchan...was acting just as usual. 


“Come on, you labcoat dorks, if you wanna test my Quirk gimme a target! A metal dummy, not... 
not blood tests! And I will not take a urine test, you creeps!” 


“Kacchan, I don’t think they have metal targets, this is a hospital...” 


“Deku!” he said, “There you were, you little shit. Tell them they can check my Quirk factor easily 
enough.” 


“Please, I know you’re grumpy cause you’re tired, just...just take the plastic cup and go o the 
bathroom, Kacchan.” 


“Fine.” he grumbled, grabbed the sample cup, touching Kirishima’s shoulder tenderly as he looked 
up drowsily, then started making his way, only stopping right next to Izuku, “Before I go, just tell 
me one thing. Everybody got out safe? All Might? The kid? P’ve been with Eijirou all along and 
then here since he woke up. I just wanna know, alright?” 


“They are all okay! I checked up on the kids, they had no real injuries, just a few bruises, and... 
psychologically I think they will be just fine.” 


“Good.” Kacchan growled back, “They’ve been through enough already, goddammit. What about 
the old man?” 


“Dad’s okay, too!” Izuku replied, and Bakugou sighed with relief, grinning. 
“So we fucking won then. Perfect victory, none of us dead?” 
“Perfect victory!” Izuku replied, bumping fists with Bakugou. 


Then, once more, Bakugou leaned in to whisper, “All that we talked about when you found me? 
After Toga threatened me and...everything? I will do my fucking part , you get it? And you two 
owe me information. Every. Fucking. Thing. You. Have.” 


“Of course.” Izuku admitted. “It...it will be useful to share the info. We can get more done that 
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way. 


“You guys better have some leads on how and why a fucking High End Nomu showed up here...” 
he said, then pulled Izuku in for a quick hug. “Congrats, by the way. Unless you decide to have a 
redo of the whole thing...that hasn’t crossed your pea brain, has it?” 


“Well...” Izuku admitted, “Maybe just the actual party. If there is some way...” 


Bakugou shook his head, laughing grimly, “You’re having your cake and eating it too, literally... 
Classic fuckin’ Deku. If you get that to happen...you better dress up. That Hawaiian shirt looks 
like shit on you.” 


“Oh, shut up. It is just a little tight across the chest, is all...” 


“The pattern sucks ass, dude. Objectively.” Kacchan said, poking at the fabric, “Anyway...T’ll see 
you around, man. Gotta go make the eggheads happy....Damn creeps.” 


He left, dutifully marching away to piss in a cup, and Izuku was left with Kirishima, who looked 
extremely out of it. “Hey, Kirishima...” 


“Hey, dude.” he said, scratching the side of his head, “I’m all dizzy so I can’t check but...when I 
was knocked out...did...did the soldiers steal my muscles? I can’t flex, man, I feel horrible...” 


“They’re still all there, dude.” Izuku said, patting the redhead’s biceps to punctuate his words. 
“Thank God...” 
“Did you umm...get sedated here at the hospital or something?” 


“Just...just the blue paintballs...It’s like the worst nap ever . Maybe I’ll ask Kats to get me an 
energy drink...” 


The beefy hero turned quiet then, and Izuku felt it was a comfortable silence...until Kirishima 
started to snore. With a pat on his back, Izuku got up and left, joined by Himiko. There are still 
others we need to meet. Hagakure, Ojiro...Hitoshi, Mina, Melissa...Mei. I feel like we might find 
them together... 


Hand in hand, Izuku and Himiko walked the rest of the floor, until they reached the burn trauma 
section of the hospital. It gave Izuku hope seeing the patients there, watching the advances in 
medicine. Their burns are all healing...after the pain Shouto and Dabi have experienced, knowing 
them all these years...God, I’m so glad other burn victims can have an easier time... 


And there they heard a familiar quick, cocky, confident voice. Mei! 


They found them at a private lounge, filled with comfortable sofas, a pair of vending machines and 
a coffee machine, and a large TV that nobody was paying attention to. 


Tooru wore her hero suit, switched into high visibility mode, and Ojiro had been given grey 
sweatpants and a t-shirt by the hospital staff, and both looked relatively unharmed. 


Mina’s curly hair was half contained with a bandage, protecting a bump on her head, and she had 
switched her short bridesmaid dress for hospital scrubs, not quite hiding the bruises and bandaged 
cuts from the fight. She clung to Hitoshi protectively, and when she heard them entering the room, 
the gaze that shot in their direction was fierce and combative. 


And Hitoshi looked fine at first glance, the only visible damage being the tooth he had lost and had 
been put back in place and how he had to stop himself from touching the tooth. But when you 
looked more deeply, there was guilt and a sense of futility , a bitterness over facing death over a 
battle they had already won. 


And finally he saw Mei and Melissa. Mei looked stressed out and anxious, her hands moving 
constantly, at moments writing and scribbling on a small notepad watermarked with the hospital’s 
logo, at times tapping her the back of Melissa’s wheelchair. 


Finally, Melissa sat on a wheelchair, leaning forward so as not to touch the backrest, the seat 
padded and temperature controlled to ease any pain for her burns. Her blue eyes were sad when 
they met Izuku’s gaze. 


“Hey, guys...” he said, waving awkwardly, unsure what to do with the vibe. It pained him to see 
his closest friends so tense and ashamed, even when he knew from agent Anna that Mei had kept 
her knowledge of the attack secret from Himiko and him. 


“Tzuku...” Mei started, then gave out a long, unhappy sigh, her eyes looking everywhere except at 
Izuku, “It’s all on me, okay? We knew something would happen, because I noticed the cameras 
and got Maria to track it. Because I told Melissa that we should do something, and because I told 
agent Anna and-” 


“Mei, I know the rest.” Izuku said, walking together with Himiko and closer to Mei. “She says it is 


her fault you guys didn’t tell us.” 
“That isn’t the whole truth, Izuku.” she said, shaking her head. “Far from it.” 


Himiko gave Izuku a quick kiss on the cheek, squeezed his hand, then took a seat in one of the 
couches. She knows this is between me and them, more than it is about her. She knows I have to 
deal with it myself. 


Mei continued, “Izuku, it was my pride . I thought that we could handle anything.” she waved at 
everyone in the room, “That the people after us might get cold feet, or that we’d kick their ass 
quick, just a blast from my repulsor gauntlet to the face and bam! Threat done. I thought we really 
had everything under control.” 


“It wasn’t just Mei that was overconfident, Izuku.” said Hitoshi, standing up and walking beside 
Mei, followed by Mina. “We were, too. We had no idea we were the cause, too. We had no idea we 
were the ones bringing in the real danger.” 


“And...Izuku, we really just wanted for you to be happy today. You and Himiko.” Melissa said, 
her voice raspy. “You deserve to be happy and...it broke our hearts to stop that.” 


“It was our hubris.” Mei continued. “My arrogance. I thought...I thought I would never forgive 
myself if I stood in the way of your wedding, Izuku.” 


“Mei, you couldn’t have been in the way. You’re my best friend, it would not have hurt me...” 


“Izuku, how can you say that? After I took out all my stress and fear and negativity on Melissa 
while I should have been working as your Best Girl? When I kept you in the dark when lives were 
in danger, thinking I had known better ? That I had done the right thing, because ’'m Mei fuckin’ 
Hatsume and I’m too smart to fail?” 


Izuku walked forward and pulled Mei in for a hug. “Mei, we all make mistakes, that’s what makes 
us human. Don’t torture yourself with this... Neither of you. You wanted us to be happy and enjoy 
it to the very last second and...” he felt Mei start to sob and hug him tighter, “It worked, that did 
happen. We were happy, and...thanks to you guys knowing, Hitoshi and Aizawa had capture 
weapons. You made that shield that kept the kids safe from the bullets until All Might took them 
away. You guys all fought like hell, we’re all here because of that, if not...’m sure people would 
have died.” 


Himiko joined in for the hug, and said, “Mei, don’t beat yourself up for trusting Anna. She’s 
definitely something of a coldhearted bitch, it works for her, but you did that for us . That means a 
lot, okay? For most of my life, nobody would have lifted a finger to help me, and I promise you 
that nobody would have ever kept a secret to protect my happiness . Maybe it makes you feel 
arrogant but...shit, Mei, it makes me think like you fucking care . That’s all that matters to me.” 


Izuku pulled Melissa into the hug with one hand, then motioned for Ojiro and Tooru to join while 
he grabbed Hitoshi and pulled him in as well. “You didn’t betray us. You did what you could, 
guys, and you kept us focused on the wedding. It...it was valid, you know? Legal. We really made 
it through the entire thing and that is all thanks to you and your secret. You got that part right!” 


“And nobody could have predicted the Quirkless, okay? Mina, Shinsou, those fuckers and their 
stupid revenge isn’t your fault.” Himiko addes, hugging Mina closer into the group hug. 


“We’re sorry... wish we could have acted differently. I wish we could have known who was after 
us.” Hitoshi said, letting out a sob, tears streaming down his cheeks now too. 


“We nearly lost Hito, and I feel so guilty...” Mina said, choking on her tears. 


“I wish we could have helped more, that...that we were more useful...” Tooru added, her tears 
tapping softly against her bright costume. 


“There is nothing to forgive, guys.” Izuku said, trying to keep his voice steady, which ended up 
being impossible, as he broke down crying too. “You...you guys are human. Maybe it...it wasn’t 
the right choice. It doesn’t matter now! We’re all okay. You guys are okay! I didn’t lose any of 
you. ANY of you! You’re still in my life, in our life!” 


“But Izuku...” Mei said, raising her head from Izuku’s shoulder, her eyes red and her usual grin 
replaced by utter grief. “We said we would have no secrets. That we wouldn’t lie to each other. 
After you came clean about Himiko, when you told us everything, we promised!” 


“Mei...” 


“T broke that promise!” she yelled, roughly dabbing her tears away with her knuckles. “Izuku, that 
promise meant something! If...if I could break my word with you...what is my friendship worth? 
What is even THE POINT?” 


“Mei, stop just a moment,” Izuku said, placing a hand on her shoulder and the other on her cheek, 
turning her face towards his. Now she couldn’t look away. 


“No, Izuku...you would be justified in ending our friendship. I put everyone at risk with my 
choices, I understand, I know that-” 


“T said stop a moment.” he said, taking his hand from her shoulder and gently shushing her with a 
finger. “You didn’t stop being my friend when I had a secret. ’m not going to stop being your 
friend over this.” 


“But...I would understand it....” 


“Mei, I don’t give up on my friends. I just don’t .” Izuku replied firmly. “It is all over, everything. 
And we won . We wouldn’t have the Commission in our hands if it wasn’t for you. Agent Anna’s 
plan to draw out our enemies and take them all out right here and now...it started with you. Don’t 
cry about the secret, Mei, smile for the result. We won, okay? I’m not giving up on our friendship, 
not now, not ever. You’re stuck with me!” 


She finally smiled, still wiping her eyes roughly, “Izuku, I’ve been scared of losing that friendship. 
Terrified. And that fear just...made me do stupid things that...[ was sure I would have lost it this 
time. But...really? You really won’t give up?” 


“ Never. You are still my best friend...all of you are still just as much my friends as you were a 
week ago. I love you all just as much. This changes nothing, guys .” 


“Yall really underestimate Izu-Izu’s ability to forgive people if you thought this would be 
enough.” Himiko added. 


“That’s true!” Mei said, a wide smile showing up in her face only an instant before she once more 
hugged Izuku, this time full of energy and warmth. “Bakugou, the League members, Himiko, 
Hisashi Midoriya...fucking hell, man...you do give second chances, don’t you? But...is it really 
the same? If I had your trust and then I lose it with this?” 


“Mei, you haven’t lost my trust. Maybe Anna Dobinek did, and even then I understand why she 
acted the way she did. None of you lost my trust.” 


“Thank god, I couldn’t live with myself after losing my favourite tooth and one of my best friends 
on the same day.” Hitoshi said, his dry humour cutting through the tension, making the girls laugh. 
“Laugh all you want, the joke’s on you; it wasn’t even my favourite tooth.” 


They all hugged a little tighter, a comforting, warm feeling of frust returning, any lingering 
loneliness and doubt receding into a silence that Izuku enjoyed, surrounded by those he loved. 


Then the silence was broken by Mei’s voice, “If...if our friendship remains, then that means I’m 
still the Best Girl! And...and that means the wedding still ain’t done, we didn’t get to stuff our 
faces with that tall cake, nobody got to show off their dancing, and you two didn’t get to have that 
special wedding night Babymaking!” 


With a giggle and perhaps the smuggest smirk Izuku had ever seen, Himiko answered, “ Yet. We 
haven’t done that yet!” 


Epilogue 


Chapter Notes 


After a break where I struggled to make this chapter fit and conclude the story 
satisfyingly, I finally present you one final chapter for White Wedding! 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


One day after the wedding. 


Not long after Izuku’s friends and him had all reconciled and put the battle behind them, Himiko 
Toga had been swiftly taken away by Agent Anna, arriving out of nowhere with a wolfish grin and 
a rather evil twinkle in her eye... 


There were new updates from a call with Miruko and Hawks that Anna had taken part of, with the 
winged hero as a possible ally, and some new information on future targets, and Anna had chosen 
to bring Toga in for it all, as her agent in Japan, the one who would make stuff happen. 


And thus the two spies had ended up brainstorming ideas and making plans, strategies and tactics 
for nearly seven hours, with setups and contingencies, counter plans and flexible options, even a 
broad idea for a budget and a shopping list, everything ready to make sure that the Commission 
and Hana Ishigami played ball...while still giving Toga and Izuku a few weeks for a honeymoon. 


Leaving that borrowed office at the hospital, her eyes tired and her head hurting from all the 
information, Himiko Toga felt proud; she was fully in now, there would be no secrets between her 
and her boss in the coming days, with the new mission to make the HPSC bend . Himiko Toga 
wasn’t just a prisoner or an agent anymore, she was the agent, holding a very powerful tool to 
making Izuku’s dreams into policy, all while still clawing her vacation into the timetable. 


Satisfied, but fully exhausted mentally and emotionally, and feeling the full brunt of the day’s 
fighting, when she reunited with Izuku there had been no option but to postpone their long awaited 
wedding night, just a while longer. The wait makes it even sweeter, being on the edge but not quite 
yet...oh, ’'m gonna get so pregnant with this... 


While she had been planning sixty seven different ways to decapitate the Commission’s leadership 
and otherwise sabotage Ishigami (if she ended up earning it), Izuku had been doing some hard work 
of his own, teaming up with Mei, Twice, the Bridesmaids and the Groomsmen to very quickly find 
a suitable party hall and renting out the place for an evening, as well as getting the best catering 
service in town, thanks to both Mei’s money greasing the right palms, and a few suggestions by the 
hotel manager, Akamai Mahaulu, who had already been discharged by the hospital staff with a 
prescription for some therapy sessions for any lingering trauma. 


Thus both newlyweds had met again and embraced, yawns getting in the way of their kisses, sleepy 
eyes and heavy arms getting in the way of any naughty touch Toga had daydreamed about during 
the day, and instead of the hotel’s master suite, they shacked up at one of the hospital’s guest 
rooms, falling asleep soon, their tired minds filled with warmth, only remaining awake long enough 
to tell the other about the new plans... 


Himiko Toga woke up in a room she didn’t recognize. The clean white walls and the too-small 
bed, the pillows tougher than the ones at the hotel or at home, and the feeling of a Hawaiian shirt 
instead of the soft lingerie she used (sometimes) at bed with Izuku all brought Toga’s brain into 
action, instantly waking up, eyes shooting wide open, scanning everything... 


Until she realised she was at the hospital guest room where they had all but collapsed after their 
exhausting day, and Izuku was snuggled up with her, the weight of his arm around her waist an 
instant comfort. One day, I will stop waking up in different rooms. No more hospitals or hotels or 
Agency hideouts, just our bedroom, till the very end. And instead of my own reflexes, it’ll be our 
kids waking me up! Yes, yes, and that...we’re married now, so we’re gonna start that today! 


She watched Izuku for a while, basking in the sight of his face from up close, his breath tickling 
her cheek whenever he exhaled. She felt his steady, comforting heartbeat through the fabric of their 
shirts, and she even chanced a very, very soft kiss to his nose, faint enough not to wake him up, 
letting him sleep for a while longer...until an alarm rang on his phone and he woke up, little by 
little, reaching for Toga’s face with his hands and finding it, placing a tender kiss on her cheek 
before even opening his eyes. 


With a couple more yawns, he blinked away sleep, slower than Himiko’s waking start, but still 
becoming fully awake inside of a minute. “Hey...” he said, his voice still husky from sleep. “Sleep 
well?” 


“Zero nightmares, we definitely slept over eight hours...and I get to wake up with you.” she said, 
grinning from ear to ear, feeling her cheeks warm with blush. “Doesn’t get much better than this... 
unless?” 


“The walls might be a little too thin for that...” he said, with an awkward laugh, running a hand 
through his hair. It was much messier than the day before, thanks to battle, riding a helicopter and 
generally moving a lot...but damn, she loved his hair so damn much! 


Unable to stop herself, Toga reached out, pushing a couple strands away from his forehead and 
kissing his forehead...then she wrinkled her nose, “Eww...morning breath. We really should have 
drank more Gatorade before bed!” she giggled, then scanned the room for a toothbrush she could 
use. “Do we have a shower here?” 


“T...I didn’t check.” Izuku said, shrugging. As he rose slightly from the bed, Toga noticed that 
Izuku’s Hawaiian shirt, an Agency gift to replace his trashed tuxedo and dress shirt from the 
wedding, was more than half open and he had some very fresh scratch marks on his chest that 
hadn’t been there the previous night. Maybe I did have some dreams. Naughty ones. “At that point 
my brain was too tired for English so I just nodded at everything the nurse said...” 


“T think I replied to what she said in Russian.” Toga said, bouncing up from the bed, then checking 
the small room’s doors, finding a tiny bathroom with only a sink, a mirror and a toilet, and the exit 
door. “Ah, just as I thought. 6 amoti komuame nem Oyua. ” Himiko said, finishing the thought in 
Russian. 


“That...that means “there is no shower in this room’, right?” 
“Tia!” Himiko replied, very smug at some of her language skills rubbing off on him. 


“Well, don’t worry about the shower, the spot where we are having the wedding dinner has some 
great changing rooms and we already arranged to have some clothes delivered.” 


“Are they rented?” 


“Some are, some is from our bags and...Well...my tux was like... one cut away from being six 
ribbons and ten strings, and your dress...[ mean, you looked absolutely gorgeous in it, really, it 
was like falling in love all over again but...it ended up all...crusty. From the blood.” Izuku replied, 
looking down anxiously. 


Himiko shrugged, “Well...they do usually make those to be worn just once so...no use crying over 
it. [kinda mentally prepared myself to never use it again, anyway! In...my own way...” There 
goes my little fantasy of Izuku ripping the dress to shreds after he carries me to the wedding bed... 
Guess any dress will do? 


“So...” she started, winking at Izuku rather seductively, “What does my next dress look like?” 


They arrived at the venue an hour later, after washing their teeth and faces and cleaning up a little 
at the guest room’s sink, and making their Hawaiian shirts as presentable as possible and taking a 
cab over. They had found a party hall at another hotel in town, well equipped for changing, and the 
catering crew was already setting up everything to start the wedding dinner by midday. 


They found a few of their wedding guests already there, dressed much more casually than the day 
before but still keeping a certain elegance, with a few explaining that they had backup outfits for 
the dancing...and the eating. 


Thus some looked picture perfect, like Mina, Momo and Ochako, who had dresses and comfier 
shoes stashed at the changing rooms that had somehow managed to survive gunfire, Quirks and a 
massive battle happening around them...while some, especially in the former League, currently in 
the Task Force with Name Pending, heroic eco-warriors of tomorrow, had to make do with hastily 
rented tropical dress shirts and pants that twice had come up with the previous day. 


Dabi’s shirt was too short at the sleeves, so he had immediately rolled up his sleeves, whereas 
Spinner’s rented suit jacket was several sizes too large just to fit his arms. The outlier was Tenko, 
dressed up nicely...probably due to Nejire choosing his clothes again. She is a very good influence 
on him! 


Others would soon arrive, but while that happened, Izuku and Himiko took one of the changing 
rooms for themselves, picked a paper bag each labelled with their names and found their clothes 
perfectly ready for the rest of their day...including a second pair of lingerie that Toga had kept 
aside for spicing up one of their honeymoon nights, to go under the tight, short white dress she had 
been given in her bag. Oh this will do! 


Of course, they showered together, the warm water washing away whatever remained of the 
previous day’s worries and fears. They helped each other with tough spots to reach, making sure 
they walked out of the shower squeaky clean, finding several new cuts and scrapes that might 
become scars...and ending up somehow even readier for their wedding night, that fleeting 
interlude of nudity only deepening their hunger ... 


Soon they were ready and joined everyone else, finding that five big, neatly painted wooden tables 
had been set up exactly as they had planned before, with the newlyweds’ sharing their table with 
Mei, Melissa, Twice and Ryuko, with Ochako and Tenya, and with Hitoshi and Mina. The table 
next was taken by the Aizawas, Izuku’s parents (Hisashi was sitting further away, with Bakugou, 
Kirishima, Tsuyu and Tokoyami, all of whom seemed intent on ignoring the elder Midoriya), and 
the rest of the Pussycats...and Miruko, who had instantly accepted an invite when food had been 


mentioned, and boisterously demanded that Eri flex her biceps, encouraging her to become 
“mighty”. 


Everyone else was spread in three more tables, and the catering crew soon revealed three more 
tables, filled to the brim with food, drinks, desserts and condiments, the crew standing behind 
everything with proud looks on their faces; it couldn’t have been easy to get the veritable feast 
ready and delivered in less than 24 hours. 


Mei then stood, producing a megaphone from within a purse she wore at her shoulder. Instead of 
the regal purple dress from the day before, she had chosen a red dress with silky, loose sleeves that 
hid her armoured gauntlet and the bandages from numerous cuts and bruises on her other arm. 
“Welcome again, folks, to this wedding dinner! In honour of the newlyweds, Izuku and Himiko, I, 
Mei Hatsume, declare a buffet! Eat all you want, people! WE EARNED IT! We all made it 
yesterday, and we’re happy for the husband and wife, aren’t we? So stuff yourselves as much as 
you want, and then on to the dance floor!” 


There were cheers, some for the food, some for the dance...and everybody cheered for survival . 
“This is as much a victory feast as it is a wedding feast!” Mei continued, “Smell all these delicious 
flavours, savoury and sweet, with wine or soda or beer to wash them down, whatever you want, 
and THIS!” she pointed an armoured index finger as a catering server brought forward a wedding 
cake, almost as tall as the one destroyed in the battle... 


And a small delivery drone flew at it, gently placing a pair of freshly 3D-printed figurines of Izuku 
and Himiko on top, “Wedding cake! All of it brought by yours truly, and Kahului Bakers Company 
Limited!” The caterer with the cake grinned and gave them a thumbs up, “And for the rest, Aloha 
Events!” she ran to the lead caterer and shook his hand, “You guys are truly the best. Now, 
people...Let’s have at it!” 


She pressed a button on her gauntlet, starting up the venue’s lights to really give it a “party” feel 
while not being distracting for the meal, and the hall’s speakers started playing the event playlist 
that they had already used at their Japanese reception, which gathered the favourite songs picked 
by Izuku, Toga and their wedding crew. 


Soon everyone was up, chatting as they waited in line for their meal, catching up friends and loved 
ones about what had happened to them the other day. Himiko listened intently as Ochako told her 
all about taking down armed soldiers with her martial arts, while Izuku reassured little Kouta, 
telling him that there would definitely be a lot of protein to grow up big and strong, as it seemed 
like the battle had only strengthened the boy’s resolve to become a powerful hero one day. 


When they got to the buffet tables they found bountiful bowls of fresh salads; caprese, caesar, 
Greek, Chicken, even fruit salads, along with other entreés such as breadsticks, seasoned perfectly 
with garlic and spices, Italian carpaccio , thinly sliced salmon “cooked” with lemon juice, with a 
zesty, delicious taste, hearty vegetable gyoza dumplings and crunchy sweet-and-sour glazed 
edamame. 


Toga picked a little everywhere, then grabbed herself an iced glass full of locally produced root 
beer, clinking glasses with Ochako, who had filled up her own vessel with freshly squeezed orange 
juice, matching Tenya’s, then met Izuku’s glass, filled with apple juice, as they sat down at their 
table with their first course meal. 


“Cheers, husband .” she said, a very lewd grin as they both took a drink, watching him smile, 
shyly at first then more confidently. 


“Cheers, my love.” Oooh that made my insides shake even more than the ice-cold liquid hitting my 


tummy... 


The buffet style meal had been chosen as it was the option that gave the guests the most variety... 
and quantity . As most were pro heroes or former villains, they had high metabolisms, comparable 
to Olympic athletes, and thus they would get really hungry, and a meal with several rigid courses 
might have ended up with rowdy, hungry, bored guests. 


With a chance for everyone to pick from a good selection of dishes, and with ample quantities 
(Izuku had told Himiko about how they had ordered catering equivalent to a group 3.5 times 
larger), there were smiles all around, as well as happy, hopeful talk. 


After devouring most of her meal (and cheekly feeding Izuku some small entreés, to tease him a 
little), Toga and her husband rose again for their main course, striding over with one hand on their 
plates and the other intertwined with their partner’s. 


At the main, largest table they found an even greater selection, presented neatly but practically by 
the head caterer and several assistants, all of them standing proudly behind the giant bowls of food. 
Izuku picked a medium rare Kobe steak from a lineup presented by a chef with the features of a 
tiger shark, while Toga grabbed several tiny snack hamburgers, some cheese, a barbecue rib and a 
very, very generous helping of mashed potatoes. 


Soon she was back at the table, waiting for Izuku as he acquired a second cut of beef, this one he 
asked to be cooked rare, and when he sat down, he returned the favour big feeding Himiko little, 
bloody chunkys of perfectly seasoned, savoury beef, the taste of salt, pepper, garlic and herbs 
mingling with the blood in an explosion of flavour, absolutely delicious...which made it easier to 
part with a bit of her creamy, delectable mashed potatoes, both of them cleaning up their plates 
within minutes, barely pausing to speak with each other or their friends, who ate just as ravenously. 


Izuku went for a second serving, grabbing some pasta and helping Eri choose some lemon-pepper 
grilled chicken, as well as a candy apple, saying with a big smile that “every moment is dessert at a 
buffet!”, while Toga asked Twice and Ryuko how they were liking the meal so far, with both 
approving enormously, before turning to Mei and discussing the inner workings of the High 
Frequency Blade she had wrecked the day before, with Mei brandishing a turkey leg as she went 
into the weapon’s details. 


“They have some damn good batteries, those swords!” Mei said, then got closer, almost knocking 
her plate over, “Hey! You used it against the supersoldier’s armour, right? How much could you 
cut? The cops will let me examine the armour when they can dig it out the rubble, later on, but I 
have a theory on the alloy used, and...well, how much could you bite into it?” 


“About a centimetre on the plates, over an inch on the joints!” Himiko replied, using a leftover 
breadstick to explain, slicing down...until Mina met it with a breadstick of her own, “You want a 
duel, is that it?” 


“T’m gonna defeat you, Himi!” the pink girl said, a huge grin on showing her shiny teeth, then she 
started swinging the breadstick wildly, giggling, with Ochako quickly joining up with a straw from 
her drink, ganging up on Himiko with a very unsportsmanlike abandon, until Izuku returned and 
picked a bone from Himiko’s plate to defend his bride from the dastardly attacks, trying to hold his 
laughter... 


Until Shinsou sprang forward and took a huge bite out of Mina’s breadstick, reducing her weapon 
by a fifth of its size, maybe even a fourth. For a moment Mina looked at her boyfriend 
incredulously as Shinsou munched on the tasty bread calmly, then smiled, said, “Hito!”, and 
started laughing so hard that it was simply impossible not to join in, laughing until Himiko had run 


out of breath... 


Then laughing some more when she saw Neyjire charging their way, arriving late to the 
“swordfight” with a breadstick of her own. “Aww shucks...I missed the duelling!” 


Toga got herself a helping of risotto, prepared with fine herbs and spices, as well as a couple 
Norwegian fish cakes that they had added to the catering menu for Freya, agent Anna’s 
Scandinavian girlfriend, and when she was done with that she waited with Izuku, talking with the 
others at the table about plans for the future, everything cheerful and surface level, with more than 
a few laughs here and there, waiting until everyone finished their dinner... 


And finally, Twice picked the megaphone from Mei and spoke, “Hey, everyone! Now that we all 
pigged out...let’s have the new husband and wife cut the first pieces of cake!” 


He motioned for the pair to approach the big cake, then a caterer stepped forward with a knife 
wrapped in a cloth napkin that Toga took with deft fingers, swiftly releasing it from the napkin and 
giving it a quick once-over. It was a very fancy kitchen knife with a serrated blade, made of clean, 
shiny steel, surprisingly well balanced, though it would not have been particularly useful in a fight. 


“Let’s cut this cake!” Toga raised the knife, grinning from ear to ear, and Izuku quickly joined her, 
wrapping his hand around hers, both of them holding the knife and guiding it gently down and into 
the cake, slicing into the white frosting and revealing the chocolate interior, with a gooey, sweet 
fudge layer, as well as chocolate chips in every piece. 


With another cut, working in perfect harmony and coordination, Izuku and Toga then placed the 
first slice on a plate, which Toga decided should be Izuku’s, since it had been a rather generous 
piece of cake...and then she made the second piece a little bit larger, with Izuku insisting it should 
be her cake. 


“Three cheers for the people cutting the cake!” Twice yelled, giving a hoot as he got closer to the 
cake...plate in hand. And followed by a growing line of guests with nothing but cake in their 
ravenous eyes. 


Which meant that the newlyweds had to cut a slice for every one of their guests, a task that wasn’t 
unwelcome, since Toga did love using knives and the touch of Izuku’s hands, so warm on her 
skin... And when they were done and everyone had been given a piece of cake, Toga took the 
chance to pick up the figurines from the top of the cake, turning to Izuku with a seductive smile, 
“Hey, Izu-Izu...you ready to see me play with myself right in front of everyone?” 


“W-what?” he said, his face instantly blushing red, as red as when she would tease him at their 
very first encounters. 


Until Toga started making the figure representing her, dressed in a sneaking suit and armed with 
twin Kali sticks, jump around as she made “battle” sounds, while she raised her eyebrows 
teasingly, and Izuku caught her meaning, then burst out laughing so hard that Tenya rushed to his 
side in case he needed to be saved from choking. 


Back at the table, Toga nibbled on her cake, enjoying the different tastes of chocolate and frosting, 
listening intently as Mei walked Melissa and Izuku through a new business venture she had come 
up with on the spot, then took a moment to go pick up more cake for Izuku and herself, the final 
few calories before taking to the dance floor. 


At the dessert table she met her uncle Vlad, grabbing a pair of chocolate chip cookies and a thick 
slice of cheesecake, “Hey, uncle!” she said, tapping at one of his bandages with her finger, “Eat up! 
You need nutrients to replenish all that blood from yesterday!” 


“Especially all this sugar.” Vlad answered, showing his fangs with a little smile. He had been shot 
and kept on fighting by holding the bullets in place with his own blood , which Toga found just 
incredible, the kind of feat that would have made her younger self more confident with her own 
blood Quirk, and more comfortable in her own skin. “Glad we could pick things up and finish this 
all, kiddo.” 


“Yeah!” Toga replied, “Plus, it’s a big middle finger to those shitheads we killed, arrested and beat 
up yesterday to celebrate, making all their efforts futile.” 


“Damn right, niece.” Vlad said, “It was the best way to move on. Tastiest, too...though, if you see 
me get up for another plate of cheesecake, you and your brother have permission to handcuff me to 
a lamp post far away from the table, got it?” 


“Of course, uncle Vlad!” Toga said, giggling, then poked the older hero in the stomach. A few days 
of indulging won’t put you too out of shape, old man! 


A few moments later, after the sugar from the second piece of cake fully entered her bloodstream 
and energised her, Himiko Toga offered Izuku her hand, which he took eagerly, with a warm, 
perfect smile on his lips, and she pulled him along to the dance floor. 


The dancing shoes she had worn the day before had been replaced by a second, clean pair, and they 
tapped softly on the tiled floor, along with Izuku’s dress shoes, a pair that he had needed to buy 
earlier in the day and hadn’t been “broken” into, which would probably mean less dancing...but 
that would be alright. 


It didn’t matter if it was one song or a hundred, or that Izuku accidentally stepped on Aizawa’s foot 
as the teacher danced with his wife Emi close by, or that for a moment their rings got caught 
together when Izuku twirled Himiko around. It didn’t matter that they both started feeling a little 
sluggish, having eaten so much, and they confessed so to each other in whispers and breathy 
giggles at each other’s ear. 


What mattered was their hands clasping together, their bodies pressed against each other, the desire 
in the eye contact they shared, the feeling of change in the air, becoming more accustomed to the 
idea of truly, finally being married. 


What mattered was the new beginning it all represented, as they danced and danced, spun and leapt 
and came up with new footwork and arm motions, some awkward, some stylish, but all of them 
theirs . What mattered was their laughter and the sweet nothings they exchanged, and that big, 
passionate kiss they shared in the middle of it all. 


“T know it isn't night time yet. But let’s have our wedding night. Right now.” 
“Yes...I want that too. I want you, I don’t want to wait any more....” 


It was all a blur after that, the hunger , love and desire reaching a breaking point, as Himiko pulled 
Izuku in for a second kiss as he swept her off her feet, carrying her bridal style into the venue’s 
yard, as everyone watched them. 


They had arranged their wedding night suite at a hotel on the other side of town, but when their 
eyes met, fixed on each other, the rented car with the traditional cans on string and a “Just married” 


banner was instantly forgotten, and instead Izuku leapt up high in the air, the yard’s concrete 
walkway splitting and cracking as they took to the air. 


Safe in Izuku’s arms, Toga grew bolder, undoing his tie and kissing his neck, nibbling at his ear, 
whispering every dirty thought in her mind in her sultriest voice, telling him in vivid detail how 
they would become one in just a few moments. 


It was truly amazing how Izuku could keep his body under control and land them safely a mile 
away, almost at the new hotel’s atrium. And it was even more amazing how, waiting a moment 
before the next jump, he whispered back in Himiko’s ear, his breath tickling her inner ear and his 
words exciting her even more, giving as good as he had taken during the earlier jump, leaving 
Himiko grinning from ear to ear with an expression that would have gotten her banned from any 
family-friendly space, and her entire body trembling in anticipation... 


Then he jumped again, slower, with careful aiming, a short arc landing them right on their suite’s 
balcony. “Himiko, I think we might be the first newlyweds to use this door to come in here!” he 
said, with a casual laugh, holding his wife with a single arm as he fumbled with the glass door’s 
handle, letting them in. 


“T’m happy to take that first, Izu-Izu.” Himiko purred, taking her eyes off him only for a moment to 
survey their suite. 


Like with the catering service, it was impossible to tell it had all been set up so quickly, with the 
somewhat cliché rose petals arranged into a heart before the big bed, adorned with a dozen pillows, 
some of which would come in handy real soon, and the highest quality sheets that she could tell at 
a glance were as soft as possible, and cool to the touch, guaranteeing that anything they would be 
feeling on themselves besides their partner’s skin would be just divine. 


And the lights! There were no candles, likely cause they might end up as a fire hazard if left 
unattended at the room, but the suite’s many lamps had all been finely tuned to a set of soft orange 
hues, bathing them in their smooth light, only making Izuku’s skin look more delicious as Himiko 
ripped off his suit jacket and shirt. 


“Come on, rip open my dress! You know I want it...” Himiko said, staring deep into Izuku’s eyes, 
her breath shallow, her lips parted, watching his expression closely, lust and kindness and deep 
fascination mixing with excitement and a drive to please, as well as a curiosity to know even more 
about Himiko, to make her his just as he was hers yet again, now that nobody, not gods nor men 
could get between them. 


He placed her on the bed gently, then grasped her dress with both hands, his smile growing in 
confidence as his muscles flexed and he tore the dress in two, revealing the lingerie underneath. 
“Are...are you ready?” he asked, with the purest, most amazing joy in his blushing face as he 
looked at her, looking at his partner, now and forever... 


“Yes, yes, YES!” Himiko replied, reaching forward and pulling on his neck, bringing him down on 
her, their lips meeting, even hungrier than before, until they separated for a short, tense moment, 
and she spoke into his ear, “I’m ready, Izu-Izu, let’s do it, like husband and wife, like soulmates, 
like we’ll do until we die!” 


And so they did. 


Three weeks after the wedding. 


“So this is it? Everything that billions of dollars in taxes can get us on the Nomus and other 
remnants of All for One’s network? The fuck, you Yanks?” Bakugou said, flipping the USB stick 
between his fingers nimbly. 


“Katsuki, it’s about six terabytes of data.” Ochako said, poking Bakugou on the ribs with a friendly 
grin, then tapping the “6 Tb” label on the little data stick with her padded fingertip, “It’s full, isn’t 
it, Himiko?” 


“Yep!” Himiko replied, idly playing with a loose tuft of Izuku’s hair, her husband leaning into the 
touch by sliding closer to her at the café booth the four currently shared. “Topped it up with 
everything the Agency has got, every record, video, picture, and every lead we haven’t already 
followed.” 


“Fine.” Bakugou huffed, trying to hide a determined smile with a half-hearted scowl. Looks like I 
Just gave the little shit a new hunt. Might need to help at some points, both me and Izu-Izu. “It’s a 
start, it?s more than we had before, isn’t it, Deku?” 


“Yeah, Kacchan.” Izuku admitted, “It’s...it’s a little scary to see how big AFO’s network got. 
There’s a nice upside, though!” 


“Yeah?” Bakugou asked, raising an eyebrow. 


“We already took down the biggest parts. That doctor died at Tartarus.” Izuku said, saying the 
word almost as an insult, “Tenko, you and me, we all took down All for One himself, then Himiko 
and I took down AFO’s “friend”, Pestilentia!”’ 


“And I have sliced off another 15% of the network.” Himiko added, with a lot more distaste than 
pride. “On my own, and with the Agency. But...there’s still more left to do, isn’t there?” 


“Damn right there’s more to do.” Bakugou agreed, smiling openly now, fully embracing the 
challenge. “Pll follow these leads with Eijirou, Denki, Mina, Hanta, you too, Ochako, all my 
friends ...and whoever wants to follow. I'll make everyone in the top ten listen if I have to. We'll 
have some heads on spikes, you can be fucking sure about that.” 


He exchanged a glance with Ochako, then the two shared a fist bump, Ochako’s eyes burning with 
that fierce intensity that she kept hidden below the surface, that killer instinct few suspected behind 
the cute face and chubby cheeks. “Sounds like a plan!” 


Then the two turned to Izuku and Toga, and Bakugou said, “And I can count on you two as well, 
right?” Bakugou grinned even more now, pride shining, a fully aggressive demeanour ruling him... 
but this time, he made it clear he was firmly on their side. 


He offered his hand to Toga, and she shook it. It was a brief gesture, likely more a formality to 
show that they hated each other less now...but the respect in the handshake seemed genuine. “For 
sure! You can count on the House of Midoriya-Toga for your hunt!” 


His grin twisted as he cringed in dismay, “I ain’t calling you that, you pair of ridiculous idiots.” 


Izuku and Ochako laughed at that, with Toga joining in with a hearty giggle, and some food arrived 


soon after, cutting their conversation short until everyone had finished their meal. Bakugou was the 
first to speak, “I appreciate this. It takes a shit ton of effort to say it, to accept this help and 
everything but...Fuck, what I’m trying to say is that it is easier now to accept you two being a 
thing. You know.” 


He shook his head, as Ochako gave him a couple of approving pats on the back, “You two have 
changed, and I can tell now that it’s for the fucking better . P'll trust you two to watch my back 
when we find the bastards still hiding out there...it’ ll be fucking awesome to put the whole thing 
down for good. Together.” 


With a final smile, he put some money down to pay his share of the meal, said goodbye and 
exchanged a rather complex handshake with Ochako and within seconds they could hear his bike’s 
loud engine speeding away. 


When he was gone, Ochako reached out and took Himiko’s hands in hers, making sure to keep her 
pinkies away to prevent a five finger touch, and smiled warmly, “I’m proud of you, Himiko. I’m 
proud of Katsuki too, but he already knows. Your methods to get here were...” she shook her head, 
let out an awkward giggle and then looked back at Toga with a more serious face, “Your methods 
were very, very reckless. Incredibly stupid . If | had known you would ever pull a stunt like that I 
would have broken your legs . Both of them. It could have cost me two precious friends, you get 
that?” 


“T do, Ochako...” Himiko said, looking down. “Sorry for trying to solve my problems with threats 
of ultimate violence...” 


Her friend’s voice softened again, “I know, Himiko, I know. But at the same time, with the benefit 
of hindsight...it would have probably gone similarly in any other moment or setting, wouldn’t it?” 
She looked at Izuku, who nodded. 


“It was Himiko’s way, the choice that would be true to herself and...and it worked . That’s what 
matters most.” Izuku said, putting his arm around Himiko’s shoulders. 


“Yeah, it worked. It...it was also the kind of thing that works to get through Katsuki’s stubborn 
head.” she said, with a nostalgic grin, “Like when I was damn close to crashing a ton of rocks on 
his head at the Sports Festival...did you take inspiration from that?” 


“Yeah! That and other cases, like when Izuku kicked his head so hard that Bakugou ended up with 
a concussion...and when Tenko saved him instead of killing him after All for One’s death. Iam 
reckless, I know, but...” 


“But it worked, girl!” Ochako said, with a big grin, “And you two were almost friendly today!” 


“T’m an officer at the Agency now, Ochako, I know how to be polite!” Toga replied, grinning 
about as smugly as one could. The new rank gave her a higher salary, to compensate having no 
bounty hunting work with her current static mission in Japan, on call to take over Hana Ishigami’s 
place at the drop of a hat...though after two and a half weeks of honeymoon with Izuku, the idea of 
their family growing was taking more of her thoughts now. 


“T'll never really get all the inner workings of your spy stuff, will I?” Ochako said, then an alarm 
sounded on her phone, and she switched instantly from “friend mode” to “pro hero”, a determined 
smile and laser focused eyes turning to Izuku, “Deku, it’s the Team, we’re up.” 


“Meet you at the door in thirty seconds.” Izuku said, just as switched on, shouldering the backpack 
with his hero suit and other gear, rising to his feet before spending five of the 30 seconds 


mentioned giving Himiko a goodbye kiss. 


“Stay safe, Izu-Izu! Kick some ass!” she said, watching him go, rushing to the bathroom to change. 
At the same time Ochako gave her hands a final squeeze before rushing to change to her hero outfit 
too, and before the time was up, she was out the door, both heroes sprinting into action, Deku with 
a superpowered leap, Uravity moving deftly into the air, propelled by her new three dimensional 
manoeuvre gear, the grappling hooks on her hips and gauntlets launching her forward almost as 
quick as Deku’s jump. “Stay safe too, Ochako.” 


Toga finished settling the check, thanked the waiter profusely, and then walked outside, starting 
her walk. 


As she moved she noticed everything; the air turning colder as November rolled by, some stubborn 
leaves only now falling, crunchy under her steps, and more people in the crowd now wore hats and 
scarves, unlike the tropical garments everyone wore in the countries they had visited in their 
honeymoon, from sunny, golden beaches to crowded cities to jungles and mountains, from a tiny, 
lovingly maintained All Might museum in Oahu to the very heart of Kali, the Filipino martial art 
Toga had drawn from the most to form her own style in recent years... 


And even a return to Okinawa, spending an evening looking at the new apartment complex built 
over the basement where they had truly fallen in love, reminiscing and dreaming about their future. 


Back in Tokyo, she felt winter’s chill starting to move in, but there was so much in her life now 
warming her; love, friendship, purpose, even a measure of hard fought freedom, earned in sweat 
and tears and blood...though she knew damn well that the Commission would withhold any sort of 
pardon in Japan until the very last second, and she would have to make do with her American 
pardon, opening up her world considerably. 


Toga walked, from one café to another, where another group of friends awaited, eager to catch up 
on everything that had gone down...but especially the spicy gossip. 


She spotted them after a quick glance around the Starbucks, her eye instantly drawn to a flashy 
phone charm on Camie’s phone as she took a selfie, proudly showing her complex latte. Their eyes 
met a second later and she waved energetically, “Mikocchi! Himiboo, over here!” 


The others waved too, Ibara with a prim and proper wave, Kinoko growing a few mushrooms on 
her fingertips to make her wave bigger, and Setsuna detaching her left arm to go and tug at 
Himiko’s hand while she saluted cheekily with the right. 


“Gurl, look at YOU!” Camie said, getting up from the table and wrapping Toga in a warm hug, her 
fancy perfume filling Toga’s nostrils with a pleasant aroma as her friend patted her in the back. 
“You got a tan and everything, babe.” 


“How did you even get time in the sun, Himiko?” asked Kinoko, “Ya know, with all the newlywed 
activities ...” 


Toga grinned, “Oh, we had time and energy for lots of stuff...” 


“T hope some of that energy was used for praying.” Ibara added, to Setsuna’s laughter and her own 
annoyance, “Come on, Setsuna, maybe they had a change of heart!” 


“Himiboo, though, seriously, I know it wasn’t all cool stuff. Like...the battle and stuff?” Camie 
asked, concern clear on her gorgeous face, “We know that everyone got out alright, even the lil’ 
brats but...we dunno too much. Tell us everything!” 


“They say there was one of those supersoldiers, the Quirkless ones. A bigger, stronger, smarter 
one.” Setsuna said. She had once fought against ten of the supersoldiers underneath a palais in 
Paris, using the close quarters, her keen tactical mind and the fullest extent of her Quirk to blind, 
disable and defeat most of the commandos while her allies disarmed a nuclear bomb the 
commandos had been guarding. 


But even her rather boisterous pride admitted that they weren’t quite the same level of enemy, 
“C’mon, Himi, spill the beans, show us pics... Yeah, that armour has a lot less room to stab with a 
pair of sais...and he’s half a head taller than the biggest I saw. Damn bastard...good win!” 


“It was mostly Mina and Shinsou, I was just helping out!” Toga said, grinning, and proceeded to 
tell her friends the entire story, from start to finish, from the day they left for Hawaii to the return to 
Tokyo. 


There were a few questions, and things had gotten somewhat heated when Himiko had told the 
girls about her method for earning Katsuki Bakugou’s respect and stopping the giant pain his bad 
vibe caused, with Camie all but repeating Ochako’s earlier speech word for word, but in the end, 
they were all satisfied as far as battle gossip went... 


So they took aim at personal gossip. “But you gotta tell us about the wedding night, more details, 
boo! Like, you’re being so vague about it that it’s kinda lame, Mikocchi!” Camie said. 


“Yes, yes, give us full details about ‘em shrooms , if you get my drift.” Kinoko added. 


“Aye, m’lady, tell the whole court ‘bout thy bedding, if m’lord has filled thy womb with plentiful 
seed!” Setsuna said, a shit-eating grin accompanying her old-timey slang, clearly used to tease as 
much as possible...though Himiko didn’t mind being made to feel like a “lady” with such 
language, “M’ lady, tell us true, does the lord plough you rightly?” 


“Verily!” Toga replied, bursting out laughing, as Setsuna’s hands floated over and poked her 
cheeks and made her laugh even more. 


“Started dating this boy, works at a mediaeval show thingy, it’s the funniest shit, girls.” Setsuna 
explained, “And it sticks , all the fancy words, with how much I tease his coworkers... Anyway, 
am I really getting the vibe you two are really goin’ at it, eh? Wild, horny, raw, totally unprotected, 
birth control down the drain, Olympic-tier marathons of se-” 


“Setsuna, please, it’s more polite to call it “trying for a baby”!” Ibara interrupted, then smiled at 
Toga, “And it’s a really good move! I think you’d be a fierce and loyal mother, I have faith on it. 
So...is Setsuna correct? Are you and Midoriya trying for a baby?” 


“YES! Yes we are, it has been just so much fun!” Toga replied, letting her smile show just how 
confident she was on her decision, how much she was enjoying that part of her married life, 
“Though...I’d probably word it just like Setsuna. Maybe nastier.” 


“Good Lord.” Ibara said, hiding a rather cheeky smile and blushing cheeks behind her hands. Then, 
with the most mischievous expression Toga had ever seen on Ibara’s face, the Catholic girl said, 
“Oh, Himiko, I’m sure you two will be plentiful and multiply , ?'m absolutely sure of it.” 


Two months after the wedding. 


Extending 200 metres underground below an unmarked airbase in the Texan countryside, far away 
from main roads and towns, the super-maximum security prison known simply as “Trinity” 
welcomed two Japanese heroes quietly, eerily. 


The prison had been constructed by hollowing out three identical, cylindrical holes into the earth, 
each with a diameter of dozens of metres across, boring deep into hard ground, made up mostly of 
strong stone, with ample use of Quirks both to dig and to keep the process discreet. 


Once the earth had been moved, the three cylinders had been built up with titanium and steel, as 
well as a layer of lead to protect against EMP blasts, in the end creating three sets of prison cells, 
guardrooms, security measures, utility rooms...everything needed to house the most dangerous 
men and women alive. 


Trinity wasn’t a state secret, it wasn’t a black site. Information about it was available, if one knew 
where to look...but so far, there had only been one visitor; a man named Archer, formerly the Vice 
President, then the President when a major strike by the Hidden Kingdom of Mbele had 
assassinated the President and many others all throughout Washington DC...and then simply a 
citizen, as Archer’s sister, General Cordelia Archer, had been found guilty of treason on such a 
scale that it “made Benedict Arnold look loyal’, according to a scathing article, slamming the 
General and her brother back then. 


Of course, President Archer had been quickly impeached and replaced, and hidden from the public 
eye to prevent assassination from those most ardently offended by his sister’s treason, even if it had 
been found that Archer had zero involvement in his sibling’s scheme for ultimate power. 


Even removed from power, cast down by the crimes of his traitorous sister, Archer’s family values 
had been the one thing keeping the guardsman at Trinity’s guest area occupied for a few days 
throughout the past year, before the General’s trial had ended with a guilty verdict and a planned 
death sentence, at which point the siblings had made their peace. 


Thus the guardsman had examined his life and wondered where he had gone wrong to pick the 
most boring job ever, in a prison so well built that it could keep prisoners and guards alive and 
securely locked in their respective areas for ten years in the event of nuclear warfare, or perhaps 
Quirk warfare of some kind, destroying the world. 


He had not expected at all to be called upon to receive new guests in the form of two foreign 
heroes, having gone through all the proper channels with the US Department of Justice, expedited 
by the QIIA, everything smoothed over by the Agency’s smooth talking cowboy director... 


And now they were here, a gloomy young man with a sardonic smile and a bubbly pink girl with 
big, powerful legs. 


It had taken more than a few calls with Agent Anna to set it up, but the matter had bothered both 
Hitoshi and Mina for weeks after the battle at the wedding, gnawing at them until they had both 
had been unable to take it any longer; they needed closure, to feel again that they had ended the 
Quirkless War, to banish the guilt of having extremists hunting for them and putting the others in 
danger through it. 


They had needed to be sure again that they had done their best to do good , that the legacy of their 
mission was not a cycle of revenge but a stop to violence. 


And now they were here. A small jet had met them at the airport and then shuttled them to the 
airfield over the prison, a single guard in black riot gear and a full face mask had then ushered 
them into an eerily silent interior. 


The guard had spoken very, very little, only asking enough questions to check their identity, 
running out of words to say after the cyclopean silo doors closed over their heads, locking down 
the prison fully. As they walked inside, no other guard they saw spoke, and the first one led them 
through, down to an elevator shaft. 


“Hito, I’m getting deja vu...” It had all started to remind Mina of the dark, cavernous bunker used 
by General Archer when commanding Hitoshi and her in the operation against the Mbele forces. It 
had been yet another scary American underground structure, extremely well fortified; Mina 
doubted that Izuku and Himiko would have gotten to that evil woman if she had been at her 
favourite hideout. 


“What is it with all these underground places?” Hitoshi asked, “Here, that bunker used by that 
General, the tunnels where Izuku and Toga caught that Russian...and that underground base where 
they were held in Denmark.” 


“And that spooky Nomu place under Kamino!” Mina added. The guard simply walked on, not 
joining the conversation. Well, he probably wouldn’t have many fun ideas anywhere. Being the 
guest guide here must have bored his mind to death! 


“Aizawa had this idea that some of these spots might be from some war or another.” 


“Guess that makes sense.” Mina said, remembering how she had nearly flunked history class in 
third year at UA due to spending half a semester teasing Hitoshi instead of studying, and thus her 
knowledge on contemporary wars could use some work... But hey! I got to make him blush so 
much! 


They walked on in silence, finally entering an elevator, where the guard had to scan the palm of his 
hand, after removing his glove, before a panel activated and let him pick the -85th floor. Mina 
noticed that the guard’s hand was unnaturally pale, even paler than Tenko Shimura’s NEET skin 
before a healthy dose of beach sun in the vacation weeks earlier. Do these guards spend their whole 
lives down here? 


The elevator, thankfully, was a lot shinier and better lit than the elevator they had taken at the 
General’s bunker, which made Mina a lot more comfortable. She looked at Hitoshi, who had 
become slightly nervous, either from the prison’s eerie absence of sounds, the depth into the 
ground they had reached, or the fact they would face their enemies again. 


She let go of his hand only to hug him very tightly, pressing herself against him until his nerves 
were replaced by the embarrassment of the public display of affection... And then Mina had an 
idea, “Hey, Mr. Guard? They also had that General here, right? The big, bad one? The one that 
would have had us hunted down?” 


The guard nodded slowly, stiffly, in a way that left Mina feeling a little unnerved, especially when 
he pressed the button for floor -72, where they arrived much quicker than expected, the elevator 
slowing smoothly to a halt. The guard simply pointed out as the door opened, down a well lit metal 
corridor, towards a large window, clearly made of some incredibly strong glass... 


And beyond it, she saw a woman in a prisoner’s jumpsuit in off white, their eyes meeting quickly. 


“T guess it will only help if we confront her, too...” Hitoshi said, softly, and took the first step, 


Mina following him instantly. By the time they reached the window, the woman had risen from the 
floor, where she had been sitting, seemingly meditating. 


“So ubhh...hi!” Mina said, waving her hand energetically at the woman beyond the window, 
General Cordelia Archer, the architect behind the Quirkless War growing to threaten the entire 
world, and the person behind a false flag attack that had killed over a hundred of her countrymen... 
all to trick the other powers in the world to give her full authority over a coalition to stop the 
Quirkless, a power she confessed to wishing to “protect the world from The Elders”, which had 
never made much sense to Mina. 


What granny or grampa could be so evil that she’d need three huge armies? Maybe Mr. Gran 
Torino when it is humid and his knees hurt, if what Midori says is true and he really is that 
kranky... 


“Remember us?” Hitoshi asked, a sly grin tugging at the corners of his lips, “Mindtrick and Alien 
Queen?” 


“Of course I remember you two.” said the General. Her expression was calm, resigned, devoid of 
any real regrets. “If you came here for an apology, you’re out of luck. I am to be executed by a 
firing squad in ten days, and I will not spend a second of my time remaining grovelling. Your 
deaths would have simply been necessary , I needed the war to last a bit longer and...well, you two 
pulled it off. I won’t apologise, but congratulate you? Yes, you deserve recognition for stopping 
the war from going truly global...” 


Then a sour smile showed up on her lips, “And you doomed the world. Without a single will 
controlling the world’s powers, we will be divided when the invasion begins. And divided we will 
fall...but what do I care, at this point? The Agency and their little pals Midoriya and Toga sealed 
my fate, and you two didn’t help my situation in the slightest...So Pll just watch it all fall down 
from hell .” 


“What invasion?” Hitoshi asked, “What do you mean? It’s about those Elders you mentioned, isn’t 
it? Talk!” 


The General smiled knowingly, then placed a finger over her lips, mocking them, perhaps keeping 
her secret to herself. 


“The people before me did their best. Those much, much deeper in hiding, those much more subtle 
in the end, did...they do their best with the situation. But this is a dark forest full of hunters. They 
tried to make our steps quiet, but every passing day the hunter gets closer, closer...and they will be 
so much deadlier than us, scattered and divided as we are. All I wanted was to give us a chance and 
become something else than prey but no. And in this dark forest, every day we glow brighter 
...we're doomed. But why should I care anymore? I will be dead by then. I will look up from hell 
and see how it all ends.And the world will wish you two had been hunted down and butchered like 
prey, and that I was still around to lead .” 


“Fat chance of that!” Mina replied, letting out a stressed laugh. 


“Let them “hunt”. Much fucking good it did them.” Hitoshi added, “Oh, wait...you probably don’t 
get the news here, do you?” 


“T have ten days to live, you unimportant prick. Do you think I would waste a minute on celebrity 
bullshit, on those pathetic beltway politicians bringing my brother further down, on some war out 
there killing those that could have banded together to save the world ?” 


“Well...probably beats being stuck with just your brain and dumb thoughts.” Mina replied, 
ignoring the General’s serious tone. “Like, Hito overthinks a lot. Turning a dumb thing in your 
mind over and over until it is worse than you could think, and then...then I come to the rescue! 
Hugs and kisses all over and just telling him that it’s all okay and that there's always a solution if 
we think together.” 


“T would have had my people kill you weeks earlier back then if I had known you two were like 
that.” the General said, sneering, then turned to Hitoshi. “You said something about the news. 
Enlighten me, or leave; do not waste my time with idle talk.” 


“The last Mountain Brigade commando, an escapee from one of the prison camps in Africa, and a 
force of Quirkless soldiers tried killing us just weeks back, in Hawaii.” Hitoshi said, a note of pride 
colouring his words and expression. “They failed . That is the news. That is why we are here.” 


“To rub it in Blackbird’s face?” the General said, then nodded approvingly. “I take it that the 
supersoldier is dead?” 


“We didn’t kill him but yes.” Mina said, looking at her hands, guilt flaring back with the memory, 
with how close she had been pushed to killing a man, with how far removed any feeling of shame 
had felt in that instant... But I didn’t do it. I kept to my principles and...that big Nomu did it. 


“Go on then, make that sad excuse for a King cry a little, and leave me be.” the General said, 
“Why even visit me, if I refuse an apology of any kind? I don’t regret anything I did, only that it 
didn’t work, but I have accepted my fate.” 


“Well, it was on a whim.” Mina said, “We just mentioned you and the guard kinda...did the rest.” 


“But it isn’t a bad thing.” Hitoshi added, “It...it also helped, I think. I hated feeling betrayed, once 
we knew you had played us but...honestly, we have moved on from it all. We are still heroes, we 
are still good people, you never changed that. You didn’t change our friends, either. And seeing 
you here, in peace with your coming death...I think we can be at peace with that past too. We’re 
putting the war behind us today, and that includes you.” 


“Fair enough.” the general said, nodding again, “I underestimated you two. You have grown, I 
think...Move on, then, heroes. Let the past die and find you own strength, because the strength I 
tried to raise will not be ready when you need it. When the true war comes...you better fight till the 
end. Or Pll meet you all down in Hell.” 


She turned around, then, heading for the opposite side of her large room, and left Hitoshi and Mina 
standing there in silence for a whole minute, until Hitoshi spoke, ““Guess...guess we should go see 
the “king” then.” 


“Okay!” Mina replied, the two quickly leaving behind the General, pushing her away from their 
minds. One part of the war is now over, gone...let’s deal with the rest! 


The elevator trip further down was quick, giving them very little time to prepare themselves 
mentally, but they steeled themselves all the same as the door opened, and once more they saw a 
corridor with a big window at the end. 


But where the General had been at peace with herself and her many crimes, the king of the Hidden 
Valley of Mbele, self styled Emperor of Africa and Quirkless overlord, Ndege Mweusi the 
Blackbird, was very much not in peace, pacing around a half destroyed room, his hair and beard 
grown long and unkempt, restless. 


He had looked imposing in his power armour, especially with the Blackbird’s head helmet and 
cape, losing some of the fear factor once the Americans had managed to pry open the helmet later 
on...and now, in sweat-stained prison overalls, he looked just about the opposite from regal. 


When he turned to look at them there was a moment of intense anger. “You...you two.” The anger 
then melted into a cold, calculating stare, “The ones who took me down. The day a flea bit a lion... 
Speak, worms.” 


“We beat you and you can’t even keep yourself from calling us names every two words?” Mina 
asked, shaking her head. 


“The fact I even deigned to speak with you is more honour than your kind has ever deserved, but... 
I do not have much of a choice, do I?” 


“You have no choice at all, fucker.” Hitoshi said, his tone harsh, then softening up slightly, “I 
imagine the scattered interviews and interrogations, your big war crimes trial...all that talk has 
kept you sane, hasn’t it?” 


“Tam human .” Ndege Mweusi replied, “Prison cannot break my mind, nothing can break my 
spirit. My war was righteous , the Gods themselves willed it...” 


“T’ve had fucking enough with your gods.” Hitoshi interrupted, “Justifying genocide with “gods”, 
calling yourself superior...I hate that so much, you have no idea.” 


“I am superior, little demon, because I am human. Truly human, pure, perfect...unlike you, your 
blood and body tainted with foul mutations...unlike you, woman, a shetani as clear as in the old 
tales, horns and dead eyes included...” 


“You...you really believe that?” Hitoshi asked, his fists balling into fists and his jaw clenching. 
“Yes, I believe in everything I fought for, in eve-” 


“ Punch yourself, hard. ” Hitoshi commanded, and Blackbird instantly obeyed, slamming his fist 
against his jaw so hard that he fell to the ground, “First of all, Mina’s eyes are gorgeous and full of 
life and joy, her horns too. So you are gonna keep her off your mouth and you’ ll shove your devils 
up your fucking ass, “king”...or next time, I’ll make you bite your own tongue off and silence you 
for good.” 


Blackbird stared back at them, his semblance of pride wounded, reminded again of his loss and 
how exactly he had ended here. “Stay down.” Mina added, “And you better listen now.” 


“Listen to maggots? I AM KING! I AM A GOD-” 


“Will you shut up? You are a single man, locked up in a can underground. It’s already a coffin, are 
you to blind to see that? And you know something else, little bird?” Hitoshi said, tapping the 
window between them, “Nobody’s coming to save you. Nobody who ever cared about you knows 
you’ re here and the only thing keeping you alive is that they want to know just how fucked up you 
were, how many others will go with you when they execute you.” 


“T had armies, men loyal to me beyond any loyalty you devils can ever experience. Their devotion 
was unmatched...they are still out there, the war rages on! I know it, I feel it in my soul!” 


“Not anymore, they don’t!” Mina said, “Most gave up when you gave the order to do so!” 


“You wretched creatures tricked me into saying the words! You scheme and you plot and perform 


your sorcery, and you destroy honour !” 


“Listen, “king”...99.9% of your army gave up, because of that stupid loyalty. Because your word is 
law. The rest are now masterless bandits. You know the concept of Ronin ? Well, nothing at all 
like that. Just shitheads killing people, hunted down one by one.” Hitoshi replied fiercely, and 
Blackbird recoiled as if pushed back physically. 


“No...my troops, my soldiers...at least someone out there would still fight. Keep the war going. 
Avenge me .” Blackbird snarled, rising back to his knees, locking eyes with them again. “Someone 
out there will butcher you. Torture you. Make you suffer, until even / can hear the screams in here. 
I know it to be true.” 


“There was one guy, he gave it his best shot.” Mina said, then shook her head, “It wasn’t enough.” 


Blackbird shook his head, all his pride fading from his face as he realised it was true. He had no 
one else out there, it really was the end. 


“A supersoldier calling himself Ubuyile tried it. He sacrificed all his men, all his allies, everything, 
just to take a crack at us...and now he’s dead . He was the last of your commandos out there, we 
checked everywhere, all the data we could find...All your other commandos are accounted for, 
either dead or imprisoned.” 


“My war...It...it was supposed to change the world. Cleanse it, purify it... And it all ended because 
of my surrender? Because the one man strong enough to avenge us, to make the King’s wishes, the 
Gods’ will, into reality, is dead? It cannot be...” he said, slumping over in defeat. Blackbird was 
alone, truly alone, and his soldiers’ blind loyalty had been a downfall of his own making. And 
now, the small hope they had dangled before his face in the form of Silverback, was no hope at all. 


The Quirkless War had ended long ago, but only now had the king truly accepted defeat. 


“Your war is over, Blackbird... Mina and I, our friends, our family ? We win .” 


Three months after the wedding. 


HPSC Chairwoman Hana Ishigami had been working non-stop since Hawaii, even during the 
mandatory vacation ordered by the damn Yankees, a “restful” stay at a Hawaiian hotel, every 
beach stroll packed with sniper-enforced relaxation while those two little shits, Midoriya and Toga, 
had their honeymoon. 


When those two were done, Agent Anna Dobinek had ferried Ishigami back to Japan and set her 
free...or as free as one might be with a constant shadow over their shoulder, always there, out of 
sight unless she wished to make her presence known. 


She knew that Himiko Toga stalked her at odd hours, never letting Ishigami know when she was 
there or not, keeping the Chairwoman paranoid...but in time, Ishigami had found a way around it, 
placing her own people to watch Toga’s home, to alert her if the assassin somehow slipped up and 
showed herself when leaving the house for her surveillance. 


She had needed to set her watchers at the house Toga shared with Deku, since the assassin seemed 
to instantly shake any stalkers who might spot her on the move. 


Toga knew she was watched, and avoided all eyes to the best of her ability, but Ishigami’s plan 
would bear fruit sooner or later. Jf only I could use Edgeshot for this, slide into the home and 
confirm her position... 


But no, Edgeshot had a new role, further away from Ishigami, in deep cover to establish the contact 
Ishigami desperately needed, enticing her possible saviour with information, money and his own 
labour. 


And while her plan moved in the background, Ishigami was forced to advance Izuku Midoriya’s 
naive policy ideas. She had pushed back the biggest changes, like a comprehensive social and 
educational law condemning any and all discrimination based on Quirks, with painstaking attention 
to detail to further protect those with mutant and evil Quirks, and granting more Quirk freedoms for 
practical applications, chosing instead to tell the young hero that they had to start small, or else 
they would make too many waves and fail. 


Thus she gave him smaller wins, like budgets for homeless shelters all over Tokyo, with ample 
food stores and even booking parks, stadiums and other areas suitable for large gatherings and 
giving the homeless guided exercise and even Quirk counselling. 


And then the bastard had suggested expanding that to also give those weekend classes to Tokyo’s 
children, with himself leading both events and mentoring people personally. 


It was a massive waste of resources in Ishigami’s mind, but it was easier to placate the hero and his 
psycho bride, and buy more time. And if she managed to be certain for an hour or two that Himiko 

Toga was far away, long enough for a video call with Edgeshot’s new friends, she might rid herself 
of the danger. She would have to pay a high price, she was sure...but it would be worth it. 


With some luck, I will be able to speak with the man in charge and be free of Deku, Toga and the 


bloody yanks before they make me push something even dumber, like expanding Tsukauchi’s “nice 
prisons”...bullshit, all of it. 


There was a knock on her office door, bringing Ishigami to the present and a dozen missions, 
initiatives and programs that might need her personal input if one of her people had to go and see 
her directly. In instants she was prepared, with budgets, strategies and outcomes in mind, as well as 
arguments to tell Mera, Kashiwagi, Yoshinobu or any other of her officers why she would approve 
or the dozen reasons why their plan was impossibly stupid, depending on each project. 


“Come in.” she ordered, and from the moment the doorknob turned with a steady, confident spin 
she knew it was Kashiwagi, not Mera or one of the others. 


Akira Kashiwagi was a tall man, powerfully built, though not with a hero’s chiselled physique, 
rather that of a bodyguard or Mafia thug. Clean shaven, square jawed, his nose slightly crooked 
from having been broken in the distant past, he wore his suit with an ease uncommon in men his 
size. His greying hair was cut military short and neatly combed, a leftover from his past in military 
intelligence, just like his rigid posture and commanding aura. 


Those features had made him popular with some police elements, winning over entire precincts in 
Osaka in his early days in the HPSC, but the feature Ishigami never ignored was his eyes, cold blue 
at first glance, but burning with a passion and ambition that reminded Ishigami of Endeavor. 


“Boss.” he said, giving Ishigami a polite bow, even though they both knew they were rivals for 


power over the Commission, and very far from being friends. Kashiwagi’s Quirk let him detect ill 
intent, making him a very competent agent, but his power would not be enough to determine just 
kind of ill will Ishigami had against him; personal, professional, maybe even ideological, so they 
worked well as coworkers who mistrusted each other completely. 


“What do you want, Kashiwagi? Your department has eighteen current projects, but only three of 
those could involve any input from me.” Ishigami said. 


Kashiwagi brought his hands behind his back, yet another military gesture, though the smug grin 
accompanying it was anything but military. “I don’t need your help, boss, not at all. Instead, I 
wanted to report a success on Project CAROUSEL.” 


“Carousel?” Ishigami asked, “The replacement? Go on, Kashiwagi, I’m all ears.” 


“Of course.” The man’s smile grew more fierce, further reminding Ishigami of Endeavor. /f all 
goes well, I'll exile you to a frozen mountain cabin too, you extremist piece of shit. “Four months 
ago, when CAROUSEL was approved we phased out all the heroes in a region of Hokkaido, 
including a town of twenty-five thousand people, several smaller settlements, and a mountain forest 
frequently used by villains up north to hide. My plans to relocate, retire and otherwise remove 
heroes were effective.” 


“T’d love a detailed report on that, Kashiwagi.” Ishigami said with a polite nod. 


“Yes, boss.” Kashiwagi continued, “We removed three hundred heroes in total in an area around 15 
square kilometres in size...and replaced them with an equal number of my Direct Action Police.” 


“Yes, of course, your “faceless goons”, as Hawks called them.” Ishigami said with another nod. 


Kashiwagi ground his teeth together, grimacing until a vein on his forehead nearly popped when 
Hawks was mentioned. Kashiwagi had insisted in “putting down” Hawks many times, calling him 
a full traitor from the moment he had deviated from his mission in deep cover with the League of 
Villains, and having been very influential in Ishigami’s previous decision to lock up Lady Nagant, 
her previous favourite weapon. 


“That bird is unreliable, rebellious and worthless for Japan’s future.” 


“Agreed.” Ishigami said. While Kashiwagi’s plans were far too radical to be fully supported, even a 
broken clock is right twice a day, and Ishigami found herself siding with the ruthless captain from 
time to time. 


“As for my “goons”...they are elite policemen, hand picked, equipped with the very best gear to go 
up against anything villains can throw at them, and most importantly, they are loyal .” Loyal to 
you, Kashiwagi. 


“Loyal to the Commission, you mean?” 


“ Of course .” Kashiwagi replied, “Loyal, and effective. Direct Action Police have bagged twice as 
many villains as heroes did in that area.” 


“With how many complaints for police brutality?” Ishigami asked, pointing a finger at her 
underling. “It’s easier to throw heroes under the bus, you know. A masked unit...not so much.” 


“Only a dozen or so, less than what pro heroes caused in the same amount of time.” Kashiwagi 
answered with a shrug. “Well under acceptable parameters, boss...and I have 1700 more, just 
recently upgraded with some repurposed Quirkless tech, a true scalpel against crime, against the 


enemies of law and order.” 


Kashiwagi’s two thousand elite cops were now a fixture of the Commission, but it was no secret 
the captain wanted more , “We are proceeding to larger scale trials, deploying a thousand Direct 
Action Police to Deika City.” 


Deika was all but privatised and owned by the Detnerat company, going so far as to take over hero 
payrolls away from the Commission for the area. “Sounds good. Those businessmen might find it 
easier to play ball with Japan if their heroes get replaced by your loyal men. A little government 
push, don’t you agree?” 


“That’s exactly the plan, boss.” Kashiwagi replied, “And when my soldiers...when my policemen 
show their worth within a month, breaking all records and improving their accuracy and efficacy 
constantly...we can take the next step of CAROUSEL and replace pro heroes completely.” 


Ishigami nodded, “Go on.” 


“We have the budget. The equipment can be procured to equip ten times as many Direct Action 
officers as we have heroes on the streets, and enough men can be found throughout the country to 
fill the ranks, volunteers all, with standardised training instead of...of the mess we have with hero 
schools.” Kashiwagi said, his eyes gleaming with pale fire, his voice turning more passionate with 
each word, “It can be done, boss, much, much cheaper than the pro hero system...and with much 
more Commission control.” 


“We'll evaluate your results on Deika before making any larger decisions, Kashiwagi.” Ishigami 
said, leaving the captain pleased with himself...just as Ishigami’s phone started vibrating with a 
silent alarm, a notification from a secure phone in the hands of one of her surveillance teams. 
“Now, if there is nothing else, you may go. There is a call I have to take.” 


Kashiwagi bowed again and left, his expression smug. He had almost convinced Ishigami; his plan 
was certainly superior to being bossed around by an idealist, a killer and an American pig...but 
only if Ishigami could take control over these Direct Action Police units and turn them on 
Kashiwagi. 


With the underling gone, Ishigami locked the door with a button under her desk, a new security 
measure, and used her phone to play a frequency that would interfere with any surveillance 
equipment, like directional microphones or hidden bugs in her office. 


And finally she checked the message, nearly jumping for joy when she read the text; “Target has 
left on a date with Deku. Expect them to be gone for at least one hour.” 


Instantly she dialled Edgeshot’s encrypted phone, with the ninja answering in two rings, “Shinobi.” 
he said as introduction, awaiting his master’s command. 


“My agent, take that phone and get me the man in charge. Or woman, I don’t give a shit. Get me a 
shot-caller, someone smart, someone with power . We’re getting out of the Hawaiian mess with 
their help, Edgeshot, this group I sent you with will have the strength to fight back.” she said, “Go 
now, get me the boss.” 


“Right away.” the ninja said, and for nearly a minute his end of the call was silent, until his 
smooth, calm voice once again sounded off, “I’m here, with the right person. No names are to be 
exchanged here, only codenames, ma’am. For safety.” 


“Yeah, yeah, I know how this game is played.” The fact that I lost once means nothing. I can run 


circles around a villain, all I need is muscle, a couple hundred goons to torch the embassy and 
burn Himiko Toga to ashes. “Greetings, contact, the codename I was given for this talk is 
“Nekomata”. I have an offer for you.” “Neko”. A fucking cat ...wonder if the person who chose 
that was this contact, or Edgeshot. 


A rich, slightly husky voice answered back, “You may call me Revelation. And I’m so, so glad to 
finally speak, Chairwoman Hana Ishigami.” There was no need for menace in Revelation’s tone, 
the fact that she knew who Ishigami was, even after all the careful instructions she was sure 
Edgeshot had followed...she was good. 


Perhaps good enough. “Ah, good, you know who I am. That’s perfect, because I wasn’t too keen 
on being called a “cat”. Now then, you know who I am, so how about I tell you who you are?” 
Ishigami said, “You’re Meta Liberation Army. The woman in charge, publically or behind the 
scenes, it matters little. You’re the power behind the Army, and you just confirmed how you do it; 
information. So you are a broker of knowledge, of secrets, and you have the criminal muscle to 
back that up.” 


“Correct...though perhaps I should have kept my hand hidden a while longer, if nothing else to 
address you as an adorable pet...” 


“Do you know why I called, “girlboss”? Do you have an idea of the problem I want you to solve?” 


“T have some leads, of course.” she replied, with a tone that implied she knew everything . “Based 
on the budgets you have been approving, and the palms you grease in Parliament...either you 
suddenly became invested in the poor and disenfranchised since returning from your Hawaiian 
retreat, or a hand is pulling strings, dear Hana.” 


Ishigami couldn’t stop herself from nodding at the statement; thankfully Revelation wouldn’t be 
able to hear that. “I am a realist, Revelation. I believe in effective heroes taking criminals out and 
keeping our streets safe, even if I have to keep my hands dirty behind the scenes to keep the ideals 
of order and peace . You think I’d be wasting my time thinking up plans to keep the hobos fit and 


happy?” 


“Of course not, Hana.” the woman replied, a fleeting hint of mockery in her voice, too swift to 
know if Ishigami had simply imagined it. “A hand moves you...A hand that’s red, white and blue, 
and said hand’s agent.” 


“That’s right.” Ishigami admitted, with a sigh of frustration. “I'll be frank; they outwitted me and 
they managed to get some leverage over me, but an outside group, one as well hidden as yours, can 
blindside them and kill Deku, Toga and whatever other Agency cronies are around in Japan. You 
can deal with them for me...honestly, they will stand in the way of anything you people try, so 
taking them out will only be mutually beneficial in the long run. Of course, I am not demanding 
this; I have information to offer in exchange, with the highest security clearances, some of our 
nation’s best kept secrets. And if more is needed, I can always pay in cold, hard cash.” 


“You had me at information , Hana.” Revelation replied, and Ishigami could almost hear the 
woman’s smirk. J have you, bitch. I'll make you do my dirty work and then have Edgeshot slice 
your throat. “I like your proposal, and there are more than a few ways I know to communicate, you 
and me, that will be completely invisible to the Americans. You won’t need to have pavement 
artists by the score out there, walking around with no hopes of catching a glimpse of the Nightmare 
Man’s Daughter.” 


“The...the Nightmare Man?” Ishigami asked, “You mean...” 


“Pestilentia.” Revelation replied, her voice dripping with venom. “We have a score to settle, Hana. 
And Himiko Toga might just be a part of such retribution . So yes, I'll deal with her, one way or 
another, and you’ll give me a few secrets, give me some room to act under your nose, and we will 
both rid ourselves of a problem .” 


“Perfect.” Ishigami said. It had gone her way, and she felt optimistic about the future once more, a 
dozen low-value state secrets already in mind to give away. Maybe when I take over Kashiwagi’s 
robocops, I will turn around and crush you too, Revelation, smash you under the jackboot. 


“T will contact you as the plan takes form. It won’t happen overnight, we both know that...So you 
will have to be patient.” 


Ishigami nodded again, then said, “I can play the long game better than anyone. I outlived All for 
One , an actual immortal. I will outlive Anna Dobinek and her little tool, Toga.” 


“They say that none lack patience when it comes to taking absolute power...is that true for you, 
Hana Ishigami?” Revelation asked, then abruptly ended the call. Ishigami banished the cryptic, 
slightly unsettling final words, focusing instead on the deal she had made. But of course I can be 
patient when it comes to power...I can fight this long fight, and I can win. 


Chitose Kizuki, Liberation codename Lady Curious and just now the bearer of the alias 
“Revelation”, clicked the phone to cut off the call, then extended her hand to give the device to the 
hero Edgeshot, undercover within the Liberation Army as a double agent...perhaps as a triple 
agent now. 


“Why did you say that last part, Curious?” he asked, securing his phone back in a hidden pocket in 
his outfit, a nondescript ninja garb he used when not operating openly as a pro hero, though this 
time his uniform was in a drab maroon colour instead of the black suit he had used as Ishigami’s 
direct agent. 


“She already desires absolute power, and has worked towards it for decades. And I want her to 
know that J know .” she replied, her black and green eyes shrouded in mystery. “Now, Shinya... 
you came to me with this. It confirms that you are, at the very least a double agent, so Iam 
perfectly in my rights to do a little something...” 


She reached out, her fingertips lunging towards Shinya’s chest, but he simply folded his body 
away, letting her hand move through harmlessly. “Too slow.” he said, softly. 


“Misdirection.” she said, the hints of a smile tugging at her lips, as she pressed her thumb against 
her fingers, as if pressing a switch on a detonator, causing Shinya’s phone to detonate...but a mere 
instant before the explosion spread out, Curious brought her thumb back up, and instead of blowing 
up, Edgeshot’s phone had simply burned out with no damage to his clothes. “I wouldn’t keep such 
flammable items, so full of little metal bits and potential shrapnel, so close to your heart, Shinya 
Kamihara.” 


“T could survive such a blast, Lady Curious.” he said, without boasting. It would take the entire 
room around him exploding to- 


“The entire room is mined, rigged to blow. It is the equivalent to ten kilos of C4 all around you.” 
Curious explained. 


With no other way around, Edgeshot raised his hands, “I take your point.” 


“Good.” she replied, sitting back on her chair with the regal air of a queen at a throne. She carried 
herself with disarming confidence, seemed to know absolutely everything about everyone, and had 
just proved herself a ruthless enough tactician to expose herself to an explosion just to kill a spy, all 
of which made Edgeshot like her, even if begrudgingly so. 


“As I said, I am well justified in killing you. You are a spy in my organisation, keeping you around 
is a double edged sword...But I won’t kill you.” Curious said, reaching for a glass of wine at her 
desk and taking a sip, somehow enhancing the image of royalty with the gesture. “Because I know 
who you really are, deep down. Tell me, why do you serve the Commission like you do, as a spy 
and agent, even as an assassin?” 


He didn’t answer, simply looked into the void in her eyes, feeling as she puzzled out his every 
secret. “It wasn’t blackmail, no, though Ishigami is more than willing to hurt your team if you 
make mistakes. It isn’t upbringing, like Kaina Tsutsumi or Keigo Takami. It isn’t blind loyalty; I 
saw how your conviction in Ishigami’s leadership faltered just now, and those doubts have been 
there for some time.” 


She smiled again, “No. You, Edgeshot, live by your own code. You follow strength, you follow 
power, even money. A small part of you does it for the thrill, for the challenge. Some more is 
simply genetic memory , pushing you to serve instead of commanding, even when you are more 
than adequate leading talented heroes. You, my dear, have a complex relationship with control, 
authority and consequences , detached by your own morality, and thus, you are the perfect spy.” 


She reached out to touch him, and this time he didn’t turn away, letting her blue hand touch his. 
“But instead of using you, like Ishigami, I will instead liberate you, Edgeshot. Free your mind, free 
your body, free your meta ability.” 


“What...what about Ishigami?” 


“What about her, indeed?” Curious said, with a chuckle, “I already have a deal with Kashiwagi, a 
much better deal...and there is no place for someone like her in our future nation. There is no place 
for Izuku Midoriya or Himiko Toga, either, not as they are, not unless we liberate them too.” 


“T understand.” Shinya replied. There was a faint buzzing sound in the air, making focusing 
difficult, all he could see clearly were Curious’ eyes, drawing his gaze like a full moon on a clear 
black sky. 


“Now, dear, why don’t you join up with the others? The Supreme Leader has a speech planned, a 
rehearsal for one he intends to recite on livestream for all the nation on the coming Liberation 
Day.” 


“But...aren’t you the one really in charge?” 


“You did your homework well, Shinya, looking at all of us commanders one by one, our strengths 
and weaknesses, and you saw something most could not. That perception is why I want to free you, 
help you see what truly is .” she said, her voice silky smooth. 


“Yes, I saw you all for what you truly are. Skeptic vouches for technocracy, Trumpet will use 
populism to raise armies, and ReDestro...he is weighed down by his grandfather’s legacy. Only 
you have vision, that is why I chose to connect you with the Chairwoman but...” 


“Forget about her. You are my agent now...my acolyte .” Somehow it felt right to hear that, and 


there was little remorse in switching allegiance. She was right, after all, and he followed the 
strong...and he could tell just how powerful Curious could become. “And correct, little one...I see 
the path ahead very, very clearly. I don’t aim to be a Chairwoman, or a President, or a King, no... I 
will be Empress, the one and only Empress, and my Liberation Day will not only change Japan... 
but so much more.” 


Chapter End Notes 


This is it, friends! Hope you liked it! Thanks yet again for joining up on another long 
journey, hope it was fun! 


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work! 


